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  To Oscar,




  the Navy SEAL of nine-year-old boys




  





  




  I will make my arrows drunk with blood, and my sword shall devour flesh.




  —DEUTERONOMY 32:42




  





  Prologue




  UPPER PHILLIMORE GARDENS




  KENSINGTON




  LONDON, UK




  ONE WEEK AGO




  I don’t know.”




  The three words Amit Bhutta, Iran’s ambassador to the United Nations, had repeated for the past day and a half, three words that Dewey listened to with a blank look on his face. It was, by

  his rough count, approximately the thousandth time Bhutta had said them.




  He and Tacoma had been taking turns interrogating Bhutta. Two hours on, two off. They had a distinctly different style. Tacoma, the former SEAL, was less patient. Bhutta’s bloody face

  showed the practical implications of that impatience. Dewey assumed it was Tacoma’s youth that made him slap the Iranian around. Not that he cared. But his style was different. With Bhutta,

  Dewey felt that screwing with his head had a better shot at getting them the information they needed. That and not feeding or giving Bhutta anything to drink.




  The interrogation room was located in the basement of Rolf Borchardt’s mansion in Kensington. The room was soundproof and windowless. At the center of the room, a steel table was bolted to

  the wooden floor. Behind it was a steel chair, also bolted down. The table had wet blood on it, not for the first time.




  A lamp in the corner provided the only light.




  Bhutta was stooped over, leaning forward, his cheek pressed against the steel table. His left eye was shut, black and blue.




  The heat inside the room was cranked up. Both men were sweating, but Bhutta, with his wrists shackled behind his back—and the muzzle of Dewey’s Colt M1911 aimed at his head—was

  sweating a little more.




  It had been a week since Dewey infiltrated Iran and stole the country’s first nuclear device. Dewey’s disguise, his overgrown beard and moustache, were gone now. His face was

  clean-shaven, his hair was cut to a medium length.




  When Dewey asked to borrow a pair of scissors to cut it himself, Borchardt insisted on taking him to a Belgrave Road stylist. Now Dewey looked like a model, ripped from the advertising pages of

  Vanity Fair, though the savageness which the professional photographers endeavored to manufacture in their models was, on Dewey, real. His unruly brown hair was combed back; his eyes were

  bright, cold, and blue; his large nose was sharp and aquiline, despite the fact that it had been busted on two separate occasions. Dewey didn’t think about his looks. Truth be told, he

  didn’t like the way he looked. He didn’t like attention. Dewey preferred blending in, remaining anonymous. Today, with no stubble on his face, a tan, and a $450 haircut, it was not hard

  to see why the thirty-nine-year-old American could still turn heads.




  Yet, as Bhutta had learned over thirty-six hours of interrogation, there lurked something beneath the attractive veneer of the kid from Castine, Maine. It was a toughness, a coldness, an anger

  deep inside. Most who knew Dewey Andreas thought that anger had been forged by the long, bitter winters of his youth along the Maine coast, or on the unforgiving football fields of Boston College,

  or still later, during Ranger school, or in the otherworldly trials that separated warriors from mere men called 1st Special Forces Operational Detachment—Delta—along with the Navy

  SEALs, America’s most fearsome Special Forces soldiers.




  Only Dewey knew it was none of the above, that what had hardened him was the morning he’d watched his six-year-old son die of leukemia so long ago. That was what made him, when necessary,

  ruthless. It was also what kept Dewey, in the innermost part of his being, just, fair, flawed, and vulnerable—human.




  Even Bhutta could see the toughness now, as he stared at the American. It was the same meanness and detachment that had probably coursed in the blood of the men who so long ago had kicked the

  crap out of the British, a determination that, to the Iranian’s mind at least, was as defeating as anything he’d ever experienced.




  “What’s his name?” asked Dewey.




  “I told you, I don’t know. He’s China’s asset.”




  Dewey was seated in a beat-up, torn leather club chair. He had his right leg draped over the right arm.




  “What’s his name?”




  “Fuck you.”




  “What’s his name?”




  “I don’t know.”




  “Ambassador Bhutta, we can do this all night.”




  “I don’t know, asshole.”




  Dewey smiled.




  “Language,” said Dewey.




  “Fuck you.”




  “If your mother could hear you swearing, she’d be really fucking pissed.”




  Bhutta’s mouth flared slightly, nearly a smile.




  “You laughed.”




  “Fuck you,” Bhutta whispered. “You’re not funny.”




  “Then why’d you laugh?”




  “I wasn’t laughing.”




  “Okay, I have one for you,” said Dewey. “What do you do if an Iranian throws a pin at you?”




  Bhutta paused, then finally relented.




  “What?” he asked.




  “Run like hell.”




  “Why?”




  “Because he’s got a grenade between his teeth.”




  Bhutta laughed.




  “You’re worse than the other guy,” whispered Bhutta, shaking his head. “That’s stupid. Just beat the shit out of me, will you?”




  Dewey laughed, then pumped the trigger on his .45. The bullet struck Bhutta’s right kneecap, blowing it to shreds. Blood sprayed onto the wall. Bhutta screamed, lurching against the chair,

  pulling at the shackles.




  “Jesus, I didn’t think it would hurt that much,” said Dewey.




  Bhutta turned and looked at Dewey, a horrible grimace on his face. His knee was bleeding profusely.




  “I don’t know his name! How would I know China has a mole inside Mossad?”




  Dewey ran his fingers back through his hair.




  “Here’s the deal,” said Dewey, wiping the muzzle of the gun on his jeans. “You can either tell me the name of the mole, or you can tell Menachem Dayan and those nice

  fellas at the madhouse. I have a feeling their jokes aren’t going to be as funny as mine. Also, they’ll kill you. After they dunk your head in water a few hundred times.”




  Bhutta screamed again.




  “You tell me the name, and the only one who gets hurt is the mole,” Dewey said. “You go free. We can arrange some sort of relocation program inside the United States. Some

  sunny state.”




  Bhutta’s face was pale and drenched in sweat.




  “What about my daughter?” asked Bhutta, tears streaming down his face.




  “Her too.”




  “What about my knee?” asked Bhutta, in agony.




  “It can go too.”




  “Fuck you!” Bhutta howled. “You know what I mean.”




  Dewey sat up and aimed the gun.




  “No, not again. I want something in writing. An affidavit from the CIA or the Justice Department.”




  “Not going to happen. If you want me to choose between shooting your kneecap off or calling some lawyer at Langley and explaining why I haven’t already dumped you off to the Israelis

  like I was supposed to, all I can say is, that ain’t gonna fuckin’ happen.”




  “You’re a bastard.”




  “Yeah, I am,” said Dewey. “But if I say I’m going to do something, I’m going to do it. Tell me the name of China’s spy inside Mossad.”




  “Fuck you.”




  Dewey stood up, then chambered another round. He aimed the gun at Bhutta’s left knee.




  “No!” Bhutta screamed. He looked at Dewey. “Dillman. His name is Dillman. That’s all I know. Tell me you won’t fuck me over.”




  Dewey stuck the Colt M1911 in his shoulder holster and walked to the door.




  “I never break a promise.”




  Dewey walked down the hallway and pulled out his cell.




  “Get me Menachem Dayan,” he said into the phone as he walked upstairs.




  A moment later, Dewey heard the raspy cough of Israel’s top military commander, General Menachem Dayan.




  “Hello, Dewey.”




  “I finished interrogating Bhutta,” Dewey said. “I know the name of China’s mole inside Mossad.”




  “Who is it?” asked Dayan.




  “I want your word, General,” said Dewey. “Kohl Meir gets to put the bullet in him. Then he’s buried.”




  “You have my word.”




  “His name’s Dillman.”
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  MOSSAD SPECIAL UNIT, AKA “THE MADHOUSE”




  TEL AVIV, ISRAEL




  Dayan stepped into Fritz Lavine’s sixth-floor corner office, which overlooked the Mediterranean Sea, the U.S. embassy, and downtown Tel Aviv.

  Lavine was the director general of Mossad, Israel’s intelligence service. He was a tall, rotund man with receding brown hair and big ruddy cheeks pockmarked with acne scars. Dressed in a

  white button-down shirt, sleeves rolled up, he stood behind his desk, inspecting a sheet of paper. Two men were seated in chairs in front of Lavine’s desk: Cooperman, Mossad chief of staff;

  and Rolber, head of clandestine operations.




  All three turned as Dayan entered, slamming the door behind him.




  “What the fuck happened?” asked Dayan as he crossed the office, his voice deep, charred by decades’ worth of cigarettes. “How many years did you three work with

  this son of a bitch traitor and you never suspected a goddamn thing?”




  “There’ll be plenty of time for blame, Menachem,” said Lavine, icily. “Right now, we need to find this motherfucker and put a bullet in his head before he does any more

  damage and before he escapes.”




  “What is the damage?”




  “It’s extensive,” said Cooperman. “So far, we can trace the exposure of at least sixteen MI6 and CIA operatives back to Dillman. As for Mossad, the number appears to be

  seven dead agents.”




  “Jesus Christ,” Dayan whispered, looking in disbelief at Cooperman.




  “TGI succeeded in rebuilding Dillman’s digital biograph, correspondence, you name it,” said Lavine angrily, throwing the paper down on his desk. “He gave the Chinese

  everything. Every Far East operation we conducted over the past decade was known ahead of time by Fao Bhang and the ministry. Their knowledge was so extensive that it appears they even tolerated

  certain activities inside China so as not to raise suspicion. Dillman passed on detailed aspects of anything Langley supplied to us. This includes nuclear infrastructure.”




  Dayan walked to the glass and looked for a few brief seconds toward the U.S. embassy.




  “Have we notified Calibrisi?” asked Dayan, referring to the CIA director, Hector Calibrisi.




  Lavine nodded. “Chalmers too,” he added, referring to Derek Chalmers, head of MI6.




  “And what was the reaction?” asked Dayan.




  Lavine stared back at Dayan but remained silent. He didn’t need to say anything. They all knew Dillman had set all three agencies back years, decades even, and that both London and Langley

  would be extremely angry.




  Dayan shook his head. He sat down in one of the chairs in front of Lavine’s desk.




  “Where is he?” asked Dayan, calmer now, his hand rubbing the bridge of his nose, eyes closed.




  “We don’t know,” said Rolber. “We’re looking, carefully. If he suspects anything, he’ll run.”




  “If he goes to China, we’ll never see him again,” said Dayan.




  The phone on Lavine’s desk chimed, then a voice came on the speaker.




  “Director, they’re waiting for you.”




  “Patch us in.”




  The phone clicked.




  “Hector?” asked Lavine.




  “Hey, Fritz,” said Calibrisi on speaker. “You have me and Bill Polk here at Langley along with Piper Redgrave and Jim Bruckheimer at NSA.”




  “MI6 is on also,” said Derek Chalmers, in a British accent. “Where are we on this?”




  “We have nothing,” said Lavine. “We’re looking everywhere. Last contact with the agency was two days ago. General Redgrave, has NSA developed anything?”




  “No,” came the female voice of the head of the National Security Agency. “And to be honest, I’m not going to start using NSA assets on Dillman, or on anything else, until

  we make damn sure our systems and protocols haven’t been contaminated by this mole. If the Chinese are inside NSA, we have bigger problems than Dillman.”




  “What’s the plan if and when we do find him?” asked Calibrisi.




  “We have three options,” said Rolber. “One—we watch him, use him, plot an architecture of disinformation back into Beijing. Two—we bring him in, interrogate him,

  then let him rot. Three—termination.”




  “Why not two and three?” asked Calibrisi. “Grill him then kill him.”




  “If we bring him in, China will find out, Hector,” said Cooperman. “There has to be some form of check-in and tip-off. If he misses that check-in, Fao Bhang will immediately

  try to exfiltrate him, or, more likely, just kill him.”




  “Then Bhang will move on Western assets before we have time to clean up inside the theater,” said Chalmers. “Every MI6, CIA, Mossad agent in China will die, not to mention

  anyone else Dillman has exposed. It will be a bloody mess.”




  “It already is a bloody mess,” said Dayan.




  “So what about option one?” asked Calibrisi. “What would the design look like?”




  “We locate him then hang back,” answered Rolber, “carefully monitor his movements, and tightly control information flow to him. In the meantime, we put our assets in the

  Chinese theater on high alert and prepare for exfiltration. When Dillman is no longer useful to us, or he suspects something, we bring out our teams, then bring him in. We can shoot him

  later.”




  “Fuck that,” yelled Dayan, hitting the desk with his hand. “We’re not waiting. Dillman dies right now. Period, end of statement. If I have to do it myself in downtown

  Shanghai with a dull butter knife, this motherfucker dies.”




  “Dillman is just a symptom, General,” said Calibrisi. “It’s Fao Bhang who’s behind it all.”




  “Then let’s kill that son of a bitch too.”




  “Nothing would please me more, but we’ve never had a shot at him,” said Calibrisi. “Bhang doesn’t travel outside the People’s Republic of China. He

  hasn’t been seen in the West since 1998. Inside PRC, forget it. He’s as well guarded as the premier.”




  “Let’s cut our losses and kill Dillman,” said Dayan. “I’m not a fan of fancy intelligence operations—double agents, disinformation, whatnot. They never work.

  We’re seeing firsthand how they get all fucked up. It’s time to clean up this mess and tie it off. As for Bhang, we’re wasting our time. The man’s a ghost. Let’s focus

  on what we can do, namely kill what has to be the most important intelligence asset Bhang possesses in the West. That’s at least something.”




  “I have an idea,” said Chalmers.




  “Go ahead, Derek,” said Lavine, picking up an unlit cigar stub from his desk and sticking it in his mouth, then looking at Dayan.




  “Even before this Dillman episode, Fao Bhang has done damage to all of us. Bhang and the ministry are a country unto themselves. He’s the third-highest ranking member of the Chinese

  State Council, but he’s the most powerful by far. Premier Li fears him, as does the country’s military. His tentacles extend into China’s economic affairs. He’s been an

  instrumental part of the currency manipulation that has plagued Britain and, on a much more dramatic scale, the United States, for years. For all I know, his hackers are listening in right

  now.”




  “They’re not,” said Cooperman. “I assure you of this.”




  “Forgive me, but your assurances mean nothing.”




  “What’s your point?” asked Lavine.




  “Bhang is rising,” said Chalmers. “His malevolence grows. This is simply another chapter in a very dark book.”




  There was silence in the room and over the intercom as Chalmers paused.




  “My question is, when are we going to do something about it?” he asked.




  “So what’s your idea?” asked Calibrisi.




  “We have to find Dillman,” said Chalmers. “Obviously. Then, my suggestion is, we use him. But not in the way you’re thinking, Hector. No, instead of using him for

  disinformation then killing him, we’re going to switch the order around. Kill him, then use him. We’re going to lure Fao Bhang out of his hole, and Dillman is going to be our

  bait.”




  “I’m not sure what you mean,” said Rolber.




  “Bhang won’t care about the loss of one human being, even his most treasured asset in the West, but he will care if the loss of Dillman exposes him as weak, as not in control,”

  said Chalmers. “If we can undermine him in the terribly cutthroat drama that is Chinese leadership, it will endanger him. It will, potentially, signal those who fear Bhang or who covet his

  power. It’s time to destabilize Fao Bhang and let his enemies move against him. Otherwise, there will be no end to his reach and the damage he inflicts upon the West.”




  Cooperman suddenly reached for his chest pocket and pulled out a vibrating cell phone.




  “What?” he whispered into the cell.




  Cooperman listened, then signaled at the phone, indicating to Lavine to mute the conference call.




  “We found him,” whispered Cooperman, looking at Lavine, then Dayan and Rolber. “He’s in Haifa.”




  Lavine pressed the mute button on the speakerphone.




  “Haifa?” asked Lavine. “What do we have there?”




  “I have a kill team in the city,” said Rolber. “Boroshevsky, Malayim. They’re good to go.”




  “No,” said Dayan. “This is not Mossad’s kill.”




  “You don’t trust us now, General?” demanded Rolber.




  “It has nothing to do with whether or not I trust you,” said Dayan, his gravelly voice rising. “I gave my word to Andreas; it’s Kohl Meir’s kill. Get Meir up to

  Haifa, brief him en route, get him whatever weapons he wants. That’s an order.”




  “Yes, sir.”




  “In the meantime, Fritz and I will coordinate with MI6 and Langley. I’m not sure I understand what the hell Derek Chalmers is talking about, but I like it. These British always have

  brilliant ideas, even if their food does suck.”
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  DAN CARMEL HOTEL




  HAIFA, ISRAEL




  Dillman walked through the lobby of the hotel, stopping outside the sliding glass doors. He stared at the rising sun, then glanced around. Like all

  Mossad agents, he’d been looking over his shoulder for so long it was second nature.




  He was dressed in blue tennis shorts, a white shirt, and black-and-white Adidas tennis sneakers. In his hand, he held a yellow Babolat racket.




  Dillman began his morning jog in the hotel driveway. He ran down the steep, winding road toward the neighborhood called Carmeliya. He ran past large stucco homes until he came to a school, then

  ran across the parking lot to the public tennis court. There he would hit the ball against the backboard for an hour or so, then jog back to the hotel.




  As he came around the corner of the school, he was surprised to find somebody already at the backboard, hitting tennis balls. Dillman thought about turning around and heading back. He

  didn’t feel like waiting God knows how long for the court.




  Instead, Dillman approached the man. He was young, bearded, and scraggly-looking. He was dressed in red sweatpants, a long-sleeve gray T-shirt, topped with a yellow baseball cap and mirrored

  sunglasses.




  The man tossed the ball up and swatted it toward the backboard. Dillman could tell by the rhythm and pace that the player was decent.




  “How long will you be, my friend?” asked Dillman in Hebrew.




  The player turned, raising his hands.




  “I only just arrived,” the man said, slightly annoyed.




  “No worries,” said Dillman. “I’ll go for a run instead.”




  As Dillman started to walk away, he heard a whistle. He turned around. The tennis player waved him over.




  “Would you like to hit some?” the man called from the court.




  Dillman shrugged.




  “Sure,” he said.




  They played for the better part of an hour. The stranger was good. His strokes were a little unnatural, but he was fast and was able to get to everything, despite a slight limp. He beat Dillman

  6–3 in the first set. Dillman took the second 7–5. Then, in the third, the bearded stranger jumped to a 4–0 lead.




  In the middle of the fifth game, they both heard the string break, after the young man ripped a particularly nice backhand up the line, out of Dillman’s reach. Dillman welcomed the

  interruption. Not only was the younger man beating the crap out of him, but Dillman was sweating like a pig and hungry for breakfast.




  “That’s too bad,” said Dillman, breathing heavily. “I guess that means I win, yes?”




  Dillman had been kidding, an attempt at a joke, but the stranger either didn’t hear the joke or, if he had, didn’t think it was funny.




  “I have another racket,” the man said, walking to the bench at the side of the court. Other than the score, it was the first thing the young man had said the entire match.




  He unzipped his racket bag.




  Dillman walked toward him as he reached into his bag.




  “Are you from the area?” asked Dillman as he came up behind the stranger.




  The man kept his back to Dillman as he searched inside his bag.




  “No,” he answered. “Tel Aviv.”




  “Are you a student? Do you play at the university? You’re very good.”




  The stranger turned around and removed his sunglasses.




  “No, I’m not a student,” he said. “I’m in the military.”




  Dillman stared into the stranger’s eyes. Something in his dark, brown eyes triggered Dillman’s memory. Then, slowly, Dillman looked to the man’s right hand. Instead of a

  graphite shaft there was a thick piece of wood; instead of a racket head and strings, there was the dull steel of a large ax, the kind of ax you could chop down a tree with.




  “Your second serve needs some work,” said the man, who Dillman now recognized: Kohl Meir. “Other than that, you’re actually not bad.”




  Dillman lurched to run away, but Meir swung the ax, catching him in the torso. Dillman fell to the ground, gasping for air, the ax stuck in his side. The pain was so intense he couldn’t

  even scream. His mouth went agape, his eyes bulged, and blood gushed down his chest and side.




  Dillman reached desperately at the ax handle.




  Calmly, Meir knelt next to him.




  “You like my ax?” asked Meir, smiling. “It’s for chopping the heads off traitors.”




  Meir stood and placed a foot on Dillman’s chest then jerked up on the handle, pulling the steel ax head from the traitor’s body. Dillman whimpered in agony. He was bleeding out,

  drifting into shock, moments away from death.




  Meir lifted the ax over his head. He swung down, burying the blade into Dillman’s skull.




  A white van moved slowly around the corner of the school, crawling toward Meir. The van stopped a few feet from the corpse. Meir watched as the back of the van opened and two men in blue unibody

  suits climbed out.




  The Mossad cleanup crew jogged forward, placing a stretcher next to Dillman’s blood-soaked corpse.




  “One thing,” Meir said.




  “Yes, commander.”




  “Don’t touch the ax,” he ordered.
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  RESIDENCE OF THE PREMIER




  ZHONGNANHAI




  BEIJING, PEOPLE’S REPUBLIC OF CHINA (PRC)




  A small brown pony with a fluffy tan mane stood patiently in the large backyard of a simple red building with an ornately decorated roof. At least

  twenty school girls gathered in front of the pony, waiting their turn.




  It was a balmy Saturday afternoon at the official residence of the premier of China, Qishan Li, who was elevated three years ago. Li’s face sported a large smile as he watched his

  granddaughter, Meixiu, climb atop the animal. Her friends all clapped loudly and screamed as Meixiu moved the pony away from the house.




  The crowd in the backyard included Meixiu’s classmates from the private all-girls school she attended, their parents, and an assortment of other well-wishers, staff members, and

  sycophants. Li adored his granddaughter, and his annual birthday party for her was a well-known event. It was a chance not only for Meixiu and her friends and family to celebrate, but an

  opportunity for Chinese politicians and ministers to curry favor with the premier by giving the young girl elaborate gifts.




  Meixiu had opened all of them, and the back terrace was cluttered with gifts: bright sweaters, jewelry, toys, shoes, flowers, and a hundred other items large and small, stacked on tables for the

  guests to admire.




  A half mile away, a dark blue delivery van pulled up to Xinhua Gate. The driver lowered the window and handed his ID to one of the armed soldiers guarding the entrance.




  The soldier inspected the identification. The driver was from the Ministry of State Security.




  “Who is it for?”




  “The girl,” said the driver. “A present from Minister Bhang.”




  The soldier passed his ministry ID back to him and nodded to another soldier to let the van through the gates.




  The van moved at a placid speed through the massive multibuilding compound that served as central headquarters for the Chinese government, including the Communist Party and the State Council.

  Pretty trees and manicured lawns separated the ancient, beautifully maintained buildings. Every few hundred yards stood an armed soldier or two. The van stopped outside Li’s residence. The

  driver climbed out of the van as a pair of armed soldiers in paramilitary gear crossed the front lawn of the house.




  The driver opened the back of the van. All three men stood and stared inside. Sitting in the back was a lone object, a large brown shiny-new Louis Vuitton trunk with a pink ribbon wrapped

  garishly around it, then tied in a bow.




  “It’s heavy,” said the driver. “Give me a hand, will you?”




  The three men lifted the trunk and carried it across the lawn. Another guard, this one in plain clothes, opened the front door.




  They carried the trunk through the house. At the door to the outside terrace, Li’s wife caught the sight of the three men, then let out a delighted laugh.




  “What have we here?” she yelled in a high-pitched giggle.




  “From Minister Bhang, madam,” said the driver.




  “Oh, delightful,” she said, waving them toward the door. “Just delightful.”




  They carried the trunk to the back lawn amid excited oohs and aahs. Meixiu, still atop the pony, let out a squeal as she suddenly saw the present being set down on the lawn.

  She practically jumped from the pony and ran across the grass to the trunk.




  A bright yellow envelope was taped to the top of the trunk.




  “To Meixiu,” said Meixiu, reading the note aloud as Li and his wife stood at the young girl’s side, surrounded by the rest of the children and adults. “On this, the

  happiest of days, happy birthday to you, from Minister Fao Bhang.”




  Li glanced at his wife, a slightly confounded smile on his face.




  “Who is that, Grandfather?” asked Meixiu.




  “Just someone I work with,” said Li.




  “What a kind gesture,” said Li’s wife.




  “May I open it?” asked Meixiu, a huge smile of excitement on her face.




  “Of course,” bellowed Li, gleefully.




  The girl pulled one end of the ribbon and let it fall to the ground. She unclasped the two buckles on the front of the trunk, then lifted it up.




  At first there were smiles and shouts of delight, as many people didn’t understand what it was they were seeing. Then came the silence, as smiles disappeared. Finally, there was the

  scream, the first one, from Meixiu herself, a piercing yelp of a scream that ripped the air. Her scream was soon joined by others from her grandmother, schoolmates, and everyone else within sight

  of the trunk.




  Inside the trunk was the body of a dead man, stuffed unnaturally into the trunk, dressed in tennis shorts, a tennis shirt, covered in a flood of dried blood and mucus. In the middle of the

  man’s head was an ax, which had been hacked deep into the skull.




  As Meixiu suddenly vomited and everyone else scrambled to leave amid a chorus of quiet hysteria, Li turned calmly to one of the plain-clothed security men.




  “Return this to the ministry,” said Li as he reached for his chest and tried to control his anger. “Then tell Fao Bhang I want to see him immediately.”
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  MINISTRY OF STATE SECURITY




  BEIJING




  Do you recognize him, sir?”




  Fao Bhang, China’s minister of State Security, the top intelligence official in China, stared at the mangled corpse. It was stuffed like a side of beef into the Louis Vuitton trunk. The

  smell was overwhelming, but the pungent aroma didn’t stop Bhang from looking. The dead man had on tennis sneakers, shorts, and what had been a white tennis shirt. A long gash had been cleaved

  into the torso, at least a foot long and four inches wide. His ribs were visible. The skin around the gash was swelled up, septic and rotting. From the man’s skull, a large ax jutted out, the

  ax head embedded deep into the dead man’s forehead. At the nape of the neck, a silver Star of David lay still, attached to a thin necklace.




  Bhang had met Dillman more than a decade before. Bhang had been sent to Israel to kill a Chinese dissident hiding out in a Jerusalem tenement. The operation had gone

  flawlessly; it would be a one-day hit; in and out, bragging rights back at the ministry. But it had gone awry at the airport. They’d stopped him; his cover had been blown somehow.




  Within hours Bhang was tied up and sweating in a Mossad interrogation house, located in a quiet Tel Aviv suburb called Savyon. Dillman was his interrogator. He was Mossad’s deputy chief

  operating officer, and Bhang recognized him immediately.




  “Welcome to Israel, Fao,” Dillman had said. “Did you finish the job on the old man? A seventy-four-year-old with arthritis. That must have been pretty hard, yes?”




  Then, the words that changed it all, that changed everything. And they came from Bhang’s mouth, as if from a ventriloquist.




  “We’ll pay you fifty million dollars to spy for China,” Bhang had said to Dillman. “Agree, promise to set me free, and it will be wired within the hour.”




  He’d guessed, correctly as it turned out, that it needed to be an awe-inspiring number. Anything less, and the Israeli wouldn’t have done it. The ministry had paid Dillman the $50

  million and at least another $50 million over the years. In return, Dillman had been a virtual treasure trove of information, not only about Israel, but America too.




  The turning of the high-ranking Israeli had propelled Bhang upward within the ministry. He bathed in the reflected glory of the mole’s revelations.




  “Dillman,” said Bhang, looking at the corpse, at rest in the trunk.




  “Are you sure, sir?”




  Bhang did not answer or show any emotion, as he stared at the dead Israeli.




  Fao Bhang did not like idle talk. In fact, on the day when Bhang was elevated to his leadership post of the Ministry of State Security, leapfrogging over more than a dozen more

  senior officers who were, on paper, more experienced than him, Premier Zicheng had remarked, “Fao, you seem more like a librarian than a spy.”




  Bhang, in typical fashion, had not responded, except to nod a humble thank-you. Premier Zicheng then presented him the Order of the Lotus—the ministry’s highest honor. Bhang was

  appointed, at the age of forty-three, to arguably the third most powerful position in China.




  Only Bhang knew that Zicheng’s remark really could not have been further from the truth. It demonstrated a critical lack of understanding about him, another underestimation of his

  abilities, his strengths, and his cunning. In order to claim the ministry’s top office, Bhang had engineered a bold, highly ruthless plot. Over the course of a year, he had systematically

  destroyed the one man standing in his way, Xiangou, his boss, mentor, and caretaker. Machiavelli himself would have cringed in fear.




  It had all begun with a phone call from Bhang’s half brother. Bo Minh was an electrical engineer by training, who’d started at the ministry at the same time as Bhang. But whereas

  Bhang had political ambitions, Minh was more interested in the obtuse recesses of abstract technology. Minh became a mid-level functionary within the ministry’s electronic espionage and

  surveillance directorate, designing devices used to listen in on enemies and allies alike, helping to arm agents with increasingly tinier, more-potent tools, which could be deployed in different

  environments across the globe and used to eavesdrop on any sort of conversation.




  Minh had called Bhang past midnight, awakening him in a hotel room in Cairo, where he’d been sent to kill someone.




  “I have discovered something,” Minh had whispered conspiratorially.




  “Why are you whispering?”




  “I can’t talk,” whispered Minh urgently. “Listen to me. There is to be a change at the top echelon of the ministry.”




  Bhang had rubbed his eyes, then looked at his notebook, lying next to the bed. The word CAIRO was written out in bold letters. It was a habit he’d formed early on, so that

  in the jumbled chaos of hotels and cities he traveled to, he could wake up and know immediately where he was.




  “What time is it?”




  “What time is it? Did you not hear me?”




  “How do you know?”




  “I was testing a listening device. I had placed it in a bathroom on the seventh floor. The minister himself spoke. He must have gone into the bathroom near the cabinet room. He was alone,

  on a phone call. He has cancer. He is to resign within the year.”




  “Did he say who he would pick as his successor?”




  “Xiangou.”




  A wave of electricity went down Bhang’s spine. Xiangou was Bhang’s boss, the head of the ministry’s clandestine paramilitary services bureau. He ran the kill teams. In its own

  way, this was good news. It meant the minister would be selecting a killer over a functionary as the next head of the ministry.




  Unfortunately, Xiangou was only forty-eight years old. He would have a long career as minister, which meant Bhang’s chances of running the ministry would effectively be over.




  A stark realization occurred to him then. This whole thing was, in fact, his death knell. For while Bhang was Xiangou’s protégé and the most effective assassin within the

  clandestine bureau’s ranks, Xiangou feared him. There wasn’t a more vicious man alive than Xiangou. As soon as he found out he was to become China’s next minister of State

  Security, Bhang would be dead within the hour.




  “When will it happen?”




  “I don’t know.”




  “Don’t tell anyone. Do you hear me?”




  “Yes, Fao.”




  And so it had begun.




  Bhang knew he would have to design the operation outside of the architecture of the ministry. The ministry was everywhere, and any action he might contemplate involving Xiangou

  would be detected.




  Bhang realized as he sat in that Cairo hotel room that next morning, he would need to do this one off the grid.




  He picked up the phone.




  “Dillman.”




  “Mikal, it is me, Fao.”




  “Good morning, Fao. Who will the ministry be putting a bullet in today?”




  “I need to see you. It’s urgent.”




  “I’ll be in Brussels tomorrow. Meet me at noon at the Metropole. The room will be under Seidenberg.”




  In an opulent suite at the Metropole, Bhang laid out his dilemma to Dillman. Not only did Bhang need Dillman’s ideas on how to remove Xiangou, he needed Dillman to actually do it. He

  needed Mossad to terminate Xiangou. Bhang couldn’t be involved. He’d asked many people to do many things over the years, but always with the threat of violence or the promise of money

  behind the request. It was the first time Bhang had ever asked anyone for a favor.




  “I’ll do it for you,” Dillman had said, placing his hand on Bhang’s knee and patting it. “Anything for you, my good friend.”




  Dillman fabricated a cover story to explain why Israel needed to assassinate Xiangou. He doctored a photograph of Xiangou dining with a high-level Hamas operative in Budapest.

  For his madhouse compatriots, that was more than enough paper to approve the kill.




  Mossad began by infiltrating Xiangou’s personal life and looking for vulnerabilities. He was married but kept a mistress in Macau. He liked to gamble. It was decided that they would

  strike Xiangou during one of his monthly visits to the sprawling city, China’s version of Las Vegas.




  Macau, Dillman knew, would be a challenge. Chinese intelligence was everywhere, particularly inside the big casinos, layered throughout the staffs and monitoring cameras, looking for suspicious

  or even just interesting Westerners to spy on. The casino where Xiangou would be gambling was the most logical place to hit him. But there were thirty-two casinos in Macau, and trying to guess

  which one Xiangou would throw away his money at was like trying to find a needle in a haystack.




  Then there was the building where his mistress lived, a modern glass skyscraper in the central business district. Her apartment was on the penthouse floor, fifty-six stories up.

  The building was highly secure, with armed guards at the entrance. More important, Xiangou always brought a two- or three-man detail with him. If the casinos were going to be difficult, the

  apartment building would be next to impossible.




  Dillman’s overarching concern was the possibility Xiangou’s death might be traced back to Mossad. It had to look like an accident.




  From public construction records, they studied the apartment building at its various stages. A British structural engineering firm had been hired as a subcontractor, and part of their

  purview had been the scope and plan for the elevators. A phone call to London was made.




  Three weeks later, on a sun-splashed Thursday afternoon, Xiangou landed at Macau International Airport. He went directly to the StarWorld Casino, where he spent several hours playing craps and

  drinking vodka, with three ministry agents hovering over his shoulders. At dinnertime, he went to his mistress’s apartment. At just before 9:00 P.M., Xiangou and his

  mistress stepped into the elevator. As the doors shut, Xiangou winked at the young girl, reaching for her hand. Then, as a pair of cables attached to the roof of the cabin failed, the elevator

  dropped fifty-six stories. Screams from Xiangou’s mistress could be heard at various points by people waiting for an elevator, as the couple rocketed down the air shaft to their

  violent deaths.




  The following June, after the current minister of State Security surprised almost everyone with his resignation, for personal reasons, Fao Bhang was named China’s next minister of State

  Security.




  He owed Dillman his job. He owed Dillman his life.




  Bhang reached into the trunk, grabbed the Star of David from Dillman’s neck, ripped it off, then turned and walked out of the morgue.




  Back in his office, Bhang assembled his three deputies; Ming-húa, head of clandestine operations; Quan, who ran the ministry’s intelligence-gathering unit; and Wuzhou,

  Bhang’s chief of staff.




  “Where did the trunk come from?” asked Bhang.




  “Hong Kong. It arrived yesterday.”




  “And the girl saw it?”




  “Yes. She opened the trunk herself. Premier Li was present as well, as was the first lady.”




  Bhang’s nostrils flared.




  “Do we know who it was actually sent from?” he demanded.




  The two aides looked at each other, neither wanting to be the one to answer Bhang’s question. Finally, one spoke.




  “The origin on the manifest was Hong Kong. That’s all we have.”




  Bhang sat down. He leaned back in silence, then lit a cigarette.




  “Minister Bhang,” said one of the men, “Premier Li insisted you see him immediately.”




  “Please,” said Bhang, holding his index finger up for silence.




  Bhang took several deep drags without speaking. His mind raced. He processed what had happened. There was a strategy here. Whoever found Mikal Dillman—presumably Mossad—was up to

  something.




  He took several hard puffs, looking for inspiration in the rush of nicotine.




  If terminating Dillman was the objective, they could have simply done so, then deposited the corpse in a landfill. When Dillman missed his weekly check-in, the ministry would have assumed

  he’d been found out. But Mossad had done no such thing. Dillman checked in three days ago and then they put the ax into his skull. The Israelis could have—should have—brought him

  in and interrogated him. But they didn’t. They killed him, stuffed him into a box, shipped him to Hong Kong. They could have kept Dillman alive and used him, as Bhang would have, to penetrate

  back into Beijing and the ministry, to try to learn who Dillman’s handlers were, perhaps even tried to blackmail Dillman. They didn’t. Instead, Dillman’s killers not only sent him

  back, they did so in a particularly interesting and provocative way.




  Their target was Bhang himself.




  It was unmistakable. This thrust was aimed at him. There could be no other explanation.




  Not bad, thought Bhang.




  They were smart enough to know they would never be able to get at Bhang themselves. He was too well guarded, his movements too unpredictable, his activities too secret. His enemies would attempt

  to get at those surrounding Bhang. Premier Li, the most powerful man in China, would be furious over what had happened to his granddaughter. Much worse was the subtle effect Dillman’s

  corpse—and its flamboyant delivery—would have on everyone surrounding Bhang. It was a dagger, sent to pierce the shroud of invincibility that Bhang had built and enforced over a

  decade atop the ministry, through terror, force, and fear. If Dillman’s corpse could be delivered in such an ostentatious, unexpected, and undetected manner, well, then, someone out there,

  perhaps one of the three men seated in his office, might develop the confidence to strike at Bhang as well.




  “And so the game begins,” said Bhang quietly, to himself, as he stared at the burning ember atop his cigarette.




  “Minister?”




  Bhang stood up. He reached for Dillman’s Star of David, which was on his desk. He picked it up and held it, examining it.




  “Who outside of the ministry was aware of Dillman?” asked Bhang.




  One of the men handed a single sheet of paper to Bhang. The list was short, only four names. Bhang studied it, then nodded his head slowly up and down.




  “Aziz,” said Bhang.




  “The Iran station chief? He’s not on the list, sir.”




  “Please see that he’s here, in my office, as soon as possible.”




  “Yes, Minister.”




  “Then see that the first three gentlemen on this list are killed, in a manner that is quiet, and, if possible, dignified.”




  “Yes, sir.”




  Bhang stubbed out his cigarette. He removed his blazer from the back of his chair.




  “Tell the premier I’ll be there in ten minutes. Also, have gifts sent to his granddaughter; wonderful gifts—a large teddy bear, flowers, sweets. I want you to personally

  oversee the wrapping of the presents as well as their delivery. Is that understood?”




  “Yes, Minister Bhang.”




  





  5




  WHEATON ICE ARENA




  WHEATON, MARYLAND




  Dewey Andreas climbed out of his Ford F-150 and glanced up at the sky, still dark at 4:55 A.M. It was cold out, not Maine

  cold, but cold enough to see his breath. He reached into the back of the pickup and grabbed his equipment bag and a pair of hockey sticks.




  “You must be the ringer Jessica was bragging about,” said a brown-haired man walking by, carrying his equipment.




  Dewey nodded and smiled but said nothing. He recognized the speaker; Mark Hastings, chief justice of the United States Supreme Court. Hastings, Dewey knew, had played goalie at Harvard. His

  equipment bag was twice as big as Dewey’s.




  “You need a hand?” Dewey asked.




  “Do I really look that old?” Hastings laughed.




  “Let me get your stick.”




  Dewey took Hastings’s goalie stick and walked with him toward the rink doors.




  It was the most exclusive pickup hockey game in Washington. It was probably the most exclusive pickup hockey game in the world. After all, where else on a cold Saturday morning at five

  o’clock could you find three members of the cabinet, a Supreme Court justice, four U.S. senators, half a dozen congressmen, a few assorted Pentagon officials, and a variety of

  other denizens of the Washington elite gathering to lace up their old pairs of CCM Super Tacks, pull on equipment last used in high school or college, and play an hour of hockey?




  Of course, the main attraction was the occupant of the black limousine now pulling into the rink’s parking lot, with small American flags waving from the front and rear corners of

  the vehicle, flanked by a convoy of Chevy Suburbans: The president of the United States, J. P. Dellenbaugh.




  Dellenbaugh and Senator Anthony DiNovi were the only participants in the weekly pickup game to have actually played professional hockey, Dellenbaugh for the Detroit Red Wings, DiNovi for the

  Boston Bruins. Most of the other players played hockey in college. A few only made it to high school. The only requirement was that a player played through high school and that Dellenbaugh like

  them. There was also a no-business rule—no talking politics, legislation, poll numbers, upcoming elections, nothing political whatsoever. Also, no lobbyists.




  Originally, the game was Dellenbaugh’s idea, begun when he was a freshman senator. It became a slightly more exclusive ticket when Dellenbaugh was selected as Rob Allaire’s running

  mate. When Allaire was elected president, and Dellenbaugh became vice president of the United States, it became still harder to get an invite to the game. After Rob Allaire’s untimely death,

  and J. P. Dellenbaugh’s swearing in as president of the United States, everyone assumed Dellenbaugh wouldn’t be able to continue the game. But they were wrong. Except for the occasional

  vacation, foreign trip, or crisis, Dellenbaugh had kept it up.




  Now it was next to impossible to get an invite to the game, played every Saturday morning at the blue-roofed Wheaton Ice Arena. Dellenbaugh himself needed to approve everyone invited. The Secret

  Service screened the names of all participants. Every week, FBI bomb dogs came out to the rink at 3:00 A.M. to sweep the facility.




  If you were an ex–hockey player, you probably knew about the game. That was the way the hockey world worked. Even if they were despised opponents in college, after the rivalry was over and

  the skates were off, hockey players reunited, like a tribe. Ex–hockey players didn’t like to brag or call attention to themselves. They were secretive too. Until recently, few people

  outside of the tight-knit D.C. community of former hockey players knew about the game. That is, until one of the players—still unidentified—leaked word of the weekly pickup game

  to a female reporter for The Washington Post. The reporter, a long-legged, beautiful sports reporter named Summer Swenson, wrote a piece entitled “The Pickup Artists,” with an

  old photograph of Dellenbaugh, showing him beating the daylights out of some unfortunate member of the New York Rangers. The article detailed the ins and outs of the president’s weekly game.

  It caused the Secret Service to move the time and location of the game.




  Checking wasn’t allowed, though that didn’t stop the game from occasionally getting chippy. Usually, it was Dellenbaugh himself who was the instigator. One thing about hockey players

  was that once they laced the skates on, each player invariably reverted to his habits and ways of old. The former puck hogs still hogged the puck, the former playmakers still set up plays, and the

  former fighters, such as Dellenbaugh, well, they caused trouble.




  Dewey hadn’t asked to be invited to the game. In fact, as he followed Hastings inside the rink, bag slung over his shoulder, he cursed Jessica under his breath. He hadn’t skated

  since his senior year at Castine High School. At Boston College, given the choice of football or hockey, he’d decided to play football. Dewey had been captain of his high school team. Back

  then, more than two decades ago, Dewey could handle himself on the rink pretty well. He played defense, scored the occasional goal, led the team in assists. But what he’d really been known

  for, the quality that caused his coach, a gruff old Mainer named Mark Blood, to nickname him “Mad Dog,” was his ability to hit.




  A slight tinge of adrenaline spiked in his blood as he walked through the door and caught the sight of a rusted blue-and-white Zamboni chugging around the ice.




  Dewey followed Hastings into the locker room. Inside, the benches on both sides of the room were filled with men getting dressed. Dewey didn’t recognize many of them; he

  couldn’t have told most U.S. senators apart from the guy driving the Zamboni. But he did recognize a few. In addition to Hastings, there was Attorney General Rickards, and DiNovi, the senior

  senator from New Jersey.




  Dewey glanced quickly around the room at the senators, congressmen, and other officials in various stages of undress.




  “I heard we had a new guy in town,” said a tall, black-haired man, who walked over to Dewey. “I’m Tony DiNovi.” He extended his hand.




  “Hi,” said Dewey, shaking his hand. “Nice to meet you, Senator.”




  “Call me Tony. So I hear you’re the lucky guy who’s marrying Jessica Tanzer. Congratulations.”




  “Thank you.”




  “When’s the wedding?”




  “We haven’t set a date yet.”




  “I’ve known Jessica since she worked on Capitol Hill,” said DiNovi. “She worked on the Intelligence Committee before she went over to the FBI.”




  “I didn’t know that.”




  “She has one of the best strategic minds I’ve ever known. Most effective national security advisor we’ve had in a long, long time, certainly since I’ve been around.

  You’re a very lucky man, Dewey.”




  “Thanks, Senator.”




  Dewey pulled his shirt over his head, then leaned down and unzipped his hockey bag.




  “That’s one hell of a scar,” said DiNovi, looking at Dewey’s left shoulder. The scar had that effect; it was two inches wide and ran from the apex of his shoulder down to

  the midpoint of his biceps, like an ugly ribbon. “If you don’t mind my asking, what happened?”




  Dewey looked at DiNovi without answering.




  Just then, the door swung open and the president of the United States, J. P. Dellenbaugh, walked in. His brown hair was slightly messed up, and he had a big grin on his face. His hockey bag was

  slung over his shoulder. He was wearing red sweatpants and a faded blue-and-yellow University of Michigan sweatshirt. He threw his bag down next to Dewey’s.




  “Hi, Dewey,” said the president. Dellenbaugh reached out and shook his hand. Everyone was watching. Dellenbaugh glanced around the room. “Hi, boys. What’s the matter,

  haven’t any of you ever seen an American hero?”




  Dellenbaugh kept his eyes on Dewey as he shook his hand.




  “Tony,” continued Dellenbaugh, “he got the scar fighting terrorists. Now let’s stop giving the guy the third degree and play a little hockey. Sorry I’m late,

  everyone.”




  Dellenbaugh took the seat next to Dewey and got undressed. It was refreshing to see the U.S. president in this unrehearsed, raw light; seeing him as just one of the guys.




  “You and I are probably the only guys in this room who went to public high school,” whispered Dellenbaugh, smiling at Dewey. The implication was clear: the rest of them, at least for

  the next hour, were all a bunch of prep-school pussies.




  “Where did you go?” asked Dewey.




  “You mean you don’t know my life story, up and down, left and right?”




  “I apologize.”




  “Don’t,” laughed Dellenbaugh. “I live for moments like that, finding someone who doesn’t know every damn thing about me. That’s why this hour is the

  best hour of the week. People don’t treat me like I’m president. The best is when Desmond over there tries to lay me out with one of his pathetic Dartmouth checks.”




  A large brown-haired man, tightening his right skate, looked up at Dellenbaugh from across the locker room.




  “You’re goin’ down, Dellenbaugh,” he said, smiling.




  Dellenbaugh paused, staring at Desmond with mock fury.




  “Bring it, bitch,” said Dellenbaugh, taunting him back.




  The room erupted in laughter.




  Dellenbaugh turned to Dewey.




  “To answer your question, I went to Trenton High School, outside of Detroit. Then Michigan on a scholarship. My dad and mom both worked for General Motors.”




  Dewey didn’t say anything as he pulled out a pair of ancient CCM Super Tacks, the blades partially covered in rust.




  “My God, those are old,” said Dellenbaugh. “I’m going to buy you a new pair as a wedding present. Speaking of which, congratulations.”




  “Thank you.”




  “I asked Jessica where you popped the question. She wouldn’t tell me.”




  Dewey smiled but said nothing. He pulled his laces tight, tied them, then reached into the bag for his helmet.




  “So you’re not going to tell me?” asked Dellenbaugh.




  “No.”




  Dewey pulled out an old, bright yellow Jofa helmet. Before he put it on his head, he looked inside. He reached down and removed a layer of cobwebs.




  “Jesus, Mary, and Joseph,” said Dellenbaugh. “That is one nasty-looking helmet. I’m starting to worry about you, Dewey. When was the last time you played?”




  Dewey laughed at Dellenbaugh’s ribbing.




  “Twenty years ago,” said Dewey.




  “It’s pretty mellow out there,” said Dellenbaugh. “I don’t want you getting hurt. I promised your fiancée I’d return you without any major

  injuries.”




  Dewey stood up and pulled his helmet on.




  “I’ll see you out there, Mr. President.”




  “I’m right behind you,” said Dellenbaugh. “Hey DiNovi, did you bring me a Dunkin’ Donuts coffee, like you said you would?”




  “Yes, Mr. President,” said DiNovi, who was pulling his right skate on. “Decaf, right?”




  “Wise ass. If it’s decaf, I’m going to veto any piece of legislation with your name on it for the next year.”




  Outside the locker room, Dewey walked on the rubber mat to the rink door. The stands were empty except for a dozen or so Secret Service agents, spread out around the bleachers. Agents stood at

  both entrances; each man held what looked like a laptop bag across their torsos, one hand concealed. Inside were submachine guns.




  Several players were already on the ice, skating in circles to warm up. Dewey stepped onto the ice and proceeded to go flying onto his butt. He slowly got to his knees, then stood. He

  began a slow circle around the rink. His skates, though rusty, were sharp. Still, it had been almost two decades since he’d skated and he was rusty. He watched as an older player, perhaps in

  his fifties, went flying by him. Then he caught Dellenbaugh, climbing onto the ice. The president quickly leapt into a full sprint around the outer edge of the ice, his skates making

  sharp cutting noises as he moved gracefully around the rink. Dellenbaugh was a sight to behold, his strides smooth, with tremendous speed. He circled twice, then came over to Dewey, slowing down

  alongside him.




  “How you feeling?” he asked.




  “Not bad,” said Dewey.




  “You’re on D, next to me. Stay away from Tom DeGray.”




  “Which one is he?”




  “He’s the guy with the red helmet,” said Dellenbaugh, nodding at a player stretching next to the boards. “Congressman from Chicago. He can’t skate for shit, but he

  can hit and he plays dirty. More to the point, he used to have a thing for Jessica.”




  “A thing?”




  “They went out to dinner. That’s all I know. Just keep an eye out. He’s the vengeful type.”




  Dewey skated along next to Dellenbaugh for a few minutes, working hard just to keep up. Even relaxing, Dellenbaugh moved with a speed that, at least to Dewey, was stunning, barely pushing his

  legs, yet flying along.




  Dellenbaugh gathered everyone at center ice. He and DiNovi picked teams. Even though Dewey was clearly one of the worst players on the ice, Dellenbaugh picked him first. Each team had ten

  players, enough for two lines and a goalie. Hastings, chief justice of the Supreme Court, was one of the goalies; the other was a staffer from the White House Communications Office named Gus

  Edwards, who had played at Williams. When a young White House intern named Pitchess finally showed up, he was handed a striped jacket and told to referee.




  The game started with Pitchess dropping the puck at mid ice. Dewey started at defense, next to Dellenbaugh, who was passed the puck by the center. Dellenbaugh flipped it to Dewey, who

  skated up the right side of the rink, then passed it back to Dellenbaugh, who proceeded to weave in and out of three players on his way to the opposing net, where he deposited the puck between

  Edwards’s pads—five hole—for the first goal of the game. Technically, Dewey got an assist on it. Dellenbaugh skated back to defense as Pitchess retrieved

  the puck from the net. The other team booed rather loudly as Dellenbaugh skated by their bench.




  “Puck hog!” hooted one player on the opposing team.




  “Republicans never pass the puck!” barked another, to the howls of his teammates.




  Dellenbaugh took his place on the blue line, next to Dewey.




  “Nice shot,” said Dewey.




  “Thanks, kid. Good assist.”




  “Yeah, right,” said Dewey.




  The next face-off was won by the other team. DiNovi, who was playing center, took the puck and dumped it into the zone behind Dewey and Dellenbaugh. Dellenbaugh gave chase as the other

  team’s right wing came after him. In the corner, Dellenbaugh grabbed the puck and banged it along the back boards to Dewey. Just as Dewey was about to get the puck, he felt a sharp pain at

  his ankles—a stick from behind, slashing at his skate. He went flying over and tumbled to the ice, sticking his left arm out as he collided with the boards so that his head

  wouldn’t hit. Turning and looking up, he saw the back of a red helmet, the only red helmet on the ice: DeGray, the player Dellenbaugh had warned him about. He took the puck and centered it to

  DiNovi, who stuck it past Hastings to even the score.




  Dellenbaugh skated over and helped Dewey up.




  “You okay, kid?”




  “Fine,” said Dewey.




  The teams changed lines, tied at one apiece. On the bench, Dewey glanced over to the other bench, catching the eye of DeGray, who was smiling and talking with someone.




  “You want me to clean his clock for you?” asked Dellenbaugh, smiling.




  Dewey laughed.




  “No, not a big deal.”




  Dewey had liked Rob Allaire, Dellenbaugh’s predecessor, a lot. Initially, Dewey wasn’t sure how he felt about Dellenbaugh. Now, as he saw the president in his element, as a human

  being, as a teammate, even as a friend, Dewey was starting to like him. Dewey wasn’t very good at relating to people or forming friendships. Dellenbaugh was a genius at it. He made him forget

  the fact that he was president; if anything, he made Dewey feel like they were two kids playing pond hockey back in Castine; Dellenbaugh had a big shit-eating grin on his face as he not-so-subtly

  encouraged Dewey to take revenge on DeGray.




  It was different from how he’d felt about Allaire. With Allaire, Dewey felt nothing but respect and admiration, even awe. When Allaire had awarded Dewey the Presidential Medal of Freedom,

  it was one of the proudest moments of his life. But with Dellenbaugh, it was something different that made Dewey like him. He was closer in age to Dewey, and his working-class roots were ones they

  had in common.




  The ref blew the whistle, and Dewey climbed over the boards for another shift, this time starting in the opposing team’s zone. Dewey was on the blue line, at the point, and the center won

  the face-off and shoveled it back to him. Dewey stepped forward with the puck, went left, then took a slap shot—which sailed with decent speed into the jumble of players in front of the net.

  Despite the no-checking rule, as he fired the shot, Dewey got leveled from behind. From the ground, he watched as his shot somehow found its way into the back of the net, the goalie having

  been screened. Looking up, he saw Dellenbaugh pushing DeGray back against the boards and saying something to him. Dewey hadn’t seen who’d hit him, but obviously Dellenbaugh had.




  As he skated back to mid ice, the red-helmeted DeGray skated up to Dewey.




  “Hey, sorry about that.”




  Dewey ignored him.




  The game went back and forth, becoming progressively sloppier as the hour went on, with the exception of the play of Dellenbaugh and DiNovi. Though they were clearly taking it easy, they stood

  out; both had awesome speed and stick-handling ability. Once Dellenbaugh had racked up a hat trick—three goals—he stopped taking shots, instead passing it whenever he had a clean

  shot.




  Dewey played respectably, racking up two more assists.




  With only a few minutes left, Dewey found himself with the puck at mid ice. He passed it to a wing, who brought it into the opponent’s zone and took a shot, which went wide. Behind the

  net, Dewey saw the red helmet of DeGray as he made his break out from behind the net, skating up the ice.




  Dewey began his run at the congressman from his own blue line. He tracked DeGray as his red helmet weaved through several players. Had DeGray passed the puck, Dewey would have aborted his run,

  but DeGray held on, gathering speed and momentum. By center ice, DeGray was at full speed. So was Dewey.




  A good hockey player, like Dellenbaugh, can skate with the puck without looking down, stick-handling blind and thereby avoiding hard checks that seemingly come out of nowhere. But most players

  needed to occasionally glance down at the puck to make sure it is still on their stick. DeGray was mediocre at best.




  Unfortunately for the Democratic congressman from Chicago, Dewey chose to make a temporary exception to the no-checking rule. As DeGray crossed mid ice, lurching left past his own centerman,

  Dewey was skating at full speed. Dewey was as locked into DeGray as a torpedo is locked into the hull of a battleship. DeGray looked up at the last second as Dewey crossed mid ice, lowered his

  shoulder, and struck him squarely in the numbers. DeGray was pummeled. He went flying off his skates, backward, dropping his stick and landing with a loud groan on the ice. His red helmet

  went flying off his head, spinning toward the boards.




  Play stopped as DiNovi grabbed Dewey to keep him away from DeGray, who lay facedown on the ice. When DiNovi attempted to push against Dewey, Dewey stood his ground. Dellenbaugh broke them

  up.




  “I got him, Tony,” said Dellenbaugh.




  Dellenbaugh skated with Dewey toward the door. Dewey glanced over his shoulder as a few players helped DeGray to his skates.




  “I wouldn’t want to get on your bad side,” said the president, laughing. “I was going to politely level him into the boards. That was brutal.”




  Dewey said nothing as he stepped off the ice.




  Hastings filed in behind Dewey and the president as they stepped off the ice.




  In the locker room, Dewey, Dellenbaugh, and Hastings were the first to sit down.




  Hastings pulled his goalie mask off. His face was bright red and his brown hair was matted in sweat.




  “It’s about time someone took out that little bastard,” said the chief justice, giving a thumbs-up to Dewey.




  The door opened and DeGray stormed in, a trickle of blood on his chin, coming from his mouth.




  “You son of a bitch!” he screamed at Dewey, stepping toward him. His helmet was off. Dewey didn’t flinch, calmly continuing to untie his skates, ignoring him.

  “That was the dirtiest hit I’ve ever seen.”




  DeGray stood in front of Dewey, who pulled his helmet off and put it down. Dewey looked up at him.




  “Fuck off,” said Dewey dismissively.




  DeGray looked around, his face beet red with anger. Suddenly he swung at Dewey. Dewey caught the fist with his left hand, then stood and, in one fluid motion, grabbed DeGray by the

  neck. Holding DeGray’s forearm in his left hand and neck in his right, Dewey thrust up at him, throwing DeGray backward, off his skates, to the ground in front of Hastings.




  “It was a clean hit,” said Hastings, as he untied his right skate and stared at DeGray on the floor. “And don’t forget, I’m the chief justice of the United

  States.”




  “I thought there wasn’t any hitting, Mr. President,” said DeGray from the ground.




  “Dewey just gave you a little dose of your own medicine,” said Dellenbaugh, laughing. “Now stand up like a man, take your skates off, and get the hell out of here.”




  DeGray slowly sat up. He looked around for sympathy but found none.




  “Does this mean . . . can I come back?”




  “Absolutely,” said Dellenbaugh. “Just not between the hours of five and six on Saturday mornings. If you do, I’ll have one of the agents put a load of buckshot in

  your ass.”
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  RESIDENCE OF THE PREMIER




  ZHONGNANHAI




  BEIJING




  The black sedan carrying Fao Bhang passed through Xinhua Gate. A four-man watch of armed soldiers needed only for Bhang’s driver to lower his

  black-tinted window a few inches to see whose limo it was; Bhang’s drivers, a rotating group of three, were all known to the guards at Zhongnanhai.




  At the front entrance to the premier’s residence, Bhang was escorted by a soldier down a long hallway, its walls decorated with murals. At the end of the hallway was a set of closed double

  doors, where another soldier stood. Upon seeing Bhang, he turned and knocked.




  “Send him in,” came a voice from inside the room.




  The soldier nodded at Bhang, then opened the door and showed Bhang in. As he went to shut the door, Premier Li called out.




  “Stay inside the room,” he ordered to the soldier.




  The soldier followed Bhang in, shut the door, then stood at attention just inside the door.




  The room was a library, its crimson red walls lined with books. Premier Li was seated on a maroon sofa, beneath a chandelier. Across from the sofa were two leather chairs.




  Li was dressed casually; a button-down beneath a green cashmere V-neck sweater. He stared at Bhang as he entered.




  “Premier Li,” said Bhang, bowing before him. “My humblest appreciation for seeing me on such short notice.”




  Li said nothing. Instead he glared with a blank, seething anger at Bhang. He did not ask Bhang to sit down. Understanding the signal, Bhang stood between the two chairs, across from Li.




  “What happened?” asked Li curtly, in a manner that contained what could only be described as controlled fury. “You destroyed a little girl’s birthday today,

  Bhang?”




  “I am here to apologize,” said Bhang, in a soft voice. “I am most sorry. I have all ministry resources trying to determine what vile creature played such a mean-spirited

  joke.”




  “Joke?” Li yelled. “He had an ax in his skull! An ax! Covered in blood! Who would do such a thing?”




  “I did not send it, so I don’t know,” said Bhang. “This was a cruel strategy employed by China’s enemies for God knows what reason. Perhaps to do what is occurring

  right now, to foment anger among the leaders of our government. But I will find out who did this, sir, and justice will be brought to them.”




  “My granddaughter had to be sedated,” said Li. “My wife is distraught.”




  “And for this, I am deeply sorry. Sometimes, it would seem, the world in which I live and work, a world of secrets, spills over. It’s not something I chose.”




  “Who was this dead man?”




  Bhang remained silent.




  “Who was this man?” bellowed Li.




  “I’m here to apologize,” said Bhang. “There is nothing more I can say, with all due respect, sir.”




  “I am ordering you to tell me who this dead man was,” seethed Li.




  Bhang returned Li’s angry glare with a calm, kindly expression.




  “Mr. Premier,” said Bhang, “there are aspects to every job that do not necessarily bring clarity or edification to the world. This question would fall into a category of

  what I would call unnecessary detail.”




  Li sat back, considering his next words.




  “You’re not going to tell me?” he asked, taken aback, his voice rising. “What have you exposed China to, you insolent bastard? Your arrogance knows no boundaries,

  Bhang.”




  Li pointed at the soldier. The soldier, standing at the door, looked nervously at Li. Then he reached to his holster and removed his gun. He targeted it at Bhang.




  Bhang registered the sight of the muzzle, now aimed at his head. He nodded calmly, pondering what to say, remaining silent for several seconds. Then he cleared his throat.




  “Mr. Premier,” said Bhang, “his name was Dillman. He was an Israeli. He provided China with much information over many years.”




  “And why was his corpse sent to my granddaughter?”




  Bhang swallowed, saying nothing. He stared meekly at Li for several seconds, letting the premier vent his anger. Finally, Li waved a finger at the soldier, ordering him to put the pistol

  away.




  Bhang bowed.




  “I must reiterate my humblest apologies to you and your family. This afternoon, a bounty of gifts is being delivered to your granddaughter, sir, and I can assure you, because my own deputy

  was responsible for their purchase, their packing, and their delivery, that there will be no similar mishap. Good day to you, sir.”




  Li said nothing, looking toward the window. He waved his hand dismissively, telling Bhang to get out, then made eye contact with the soldier, letting him know he was to escort Bhang out of the

  residence.
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