Dear Readers,

A few years ago, while | waswriting Food Tide, | redlized that Dirk
Pitt needed some help on a particular assgnment, and so | dreamed up

Juan Cabrillo.

Cabrillo ran aship cdled the Oregon, on the outside completely nondescript,
but on the inside packed with state-of-the-art intelligence-gathering
equipment. It was acompletely private enterprise, available

for any government agency that could afford it. It went where no warship
could go, transported secret cargo without suspicion, plucked data

out of the air--it was the perfect complement to NUMA.

Infact, | had so much fun writing about the Oregon and itsrakish,
one-legged chief that | was sorry to seeit sail off when itstask was
done. | promised mysdlf I'd find away to bring them back some day--
and here, | am pleased to say, they are. Golden Buddhaisthefirstina
new series about Juan Cabrillo's merry men (and women!), and | hope

you get as much of akick reading about them as| did creating them.

And who knows, maybe some time they'll cross pathswith Dirk Fitt
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FOREWORD

Just s0 you know, thisis not a Dirk Pitt adventure, nor aNUMA Files-Kurt

Austin story. Thisbook is based on the old tramp cargo ship Oregon that | described in the Pitt tale
titled Flood Tide.

Beneath her derelict superstructure and rusty hull, Oregon isamechanical
marvel of technology and scientific genius. Sheiscrewed by a

group of highly educated and intelligent mercenaries who function under
the myriad umbrellas of afar-flung corporate conglomerate. They
contract with governments, corporations and private interests around

the world to fight corruption and challenge the Snister threets of rogue

villainsin the exotic ports of the seven sees.

Craig Dirgo and | worked together to create an entirely new series

of adventureswith acast of characters unlike any ever seen before.

| sincerely hope you will find it an enjoyable departure aswell asa

fun read.
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CAST OF CHARACTERS

THE CORPORATION TEAM

juan cabrillo: Chairman of the Corporation

max hanley: President of the Corporation

richard truitt: Vice President of Operations for the Corporation

THE CREW

(in aphabetic order)



george adams. Helicopter Pilot/Operative

rick barrett: Assstant Chef/Operative

monica crabtree: Supply and Logistics Coordinator/Operative

carl gannon: General Operations/Operative

chuck "tiny" gunderson: Chief Pilot/Operative

michael hapert: Finance and Accounting/Operative

cliff hornsby: Generd Operations/Operétive

juliahuxley: Medica Officer/Operative

pete jones. General Operations/Operétive

hai kasm: Communications Expert/Operative

larry king: Sniper/Operative

franklinlincoln: Generd Operations/Operative
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bob meadows. Generd Operations/Operative

mark murphy: Weapons Speciaist/Operative

kevin nixon: Magic Shop Specidist/Operative

sam pryor: Propulsion Engineer/Operative

gunther reinholt: Propulsion Engineer/Operdtive

tom reyes. General Operations/Operdtive
lindaross: Security and Survelllance/Operative
eddie seng: Director of Shore Operations/Operative

eric stone: Control Room Operations/Operative

PRELUDE

THE OTHERS

thedaa lama: Spiritua Leader of Tibet



hu jintao: Presdent of China

langston ovERHOLT iv: CIA Officer who hiresthe Corporation to free

Tibet

legchog zhuren: Chairman of the Tibet Autonomous Region

sung rhee: Chief Inspector of the Macau Police

ling po: Detective with the Macau Police

ganley ho: Macau hillionaire and buyer of the Golden Buddha

marcusfriday: U.S. software billionaire who agreesto buy stolen Buddha

winston spenser: Crooked art dealer who attemptsto stedl the Golden

Buddha

michadl talbot: San Francisco art dedler who worksfor Friday

MARCH 31, 1959

THE FLOWERS SURROUNDING the summer palace of Norbulingka
were closed but ready to bloom. The parklike setting of the complex

was beautiful. High stone wals surrounded it, within the walls



weretrees and lush gardens, and in the center wasasmdler yellow wall,
through which only the Dalai Lama, his advisors and afew sdect monks
passed. Here were tranquil pools, the home of the Ddlal Lamaand a

templefor prayer.

It was asea of order and substance centered in a country in chaos.

Not far away, perched on the sde of ahill, was the imposing winter

palace of Potala. The massive structure seemed to step down the hillside.
Potala contained over one thousand rooms, was popul ated by hundreds

of monks and dated from centuries before. There was an imposing orderliness

to the building. Stone steps led from the mid levels of the seven
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story paace in an orderly zigzag downward and then stopped at a
gigantic block stone wall that formed the base of the behemoth. The

precisdy laid stonesrose nearly eighty feet into the air.

At the base was aflat stretch of land where tens of thousands of
Tibetans were assembled. The people, aswell as another large group at
Norbulingka, had cometo protect their spiritua leader. Unlike the hated
Chinese who occupied their country, the peasants carried not rifles but
knives and bows. Instead of artillery, they had only flesh, bone and

spirit. They were outgunned, but to protect their leader they would have



gladly laid down therr lives,

Their sacrifice would require but one word from the Dalai Lama.

INSIDE THE YELLOW wall, the Dda Lamawas praying at the shrine
to Mahakala, his personal protector. The Chinese had offered to

take him to their headquartersfor his protection, but he knew that was

not their true motive. It was the Chinese from whom he needed protection,
and the letter the Dalai Lamahad just received from Ngabo Ngawang
Jgme, the governor of Chamdo, held atruer picture. After a

discusson with Generd Tan, the Chinese military officer in command

of the region, Jigme was certain the Chinese were planning to begin

shelling the crowds to disperse them.

Once that happened, the loss of life would be horrific.

Raising from his knees, the Dda Lamawalked over to atableand

rang abell. Almost instantly the door opened and the head of the Kusun
Depon, the Dalai Lamal's persona bodyguards, appeared. Through the
open door he could see severd Sing Ghawarriors. The monastic policemen
lent aterrifying presence. Each was over six feet tal, worea

fearsome mustache, and was dressed in ablack padded suit that made

them appear even larger and moreinvincible.



Severa Dogkhyi, the fierce Tibetan mastiff guard dogs, stood on

thair haunches at attention.

"Please summon the oracle,” the Dadlai Lamasaid quietly.
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FROM HISHOUSE in Lhasa, Langston Overholt 11 was monitoring

the deteriorating conditions. He stood aongside the radio operator

asthe man adjusted the didl.

"Stuation criticd, over."

Theradio operator turned the dial to reduce the Sttic.

"Bdieve red rooster will enter the henhouse, over.”

The operator watched the gauges carefully.

"Need immediate positive support, over."

Again alag asthe operator adjusted the dial.



"I recommend eagles and camdls, over."

The man stood mute as the radio warbled and the green gauges
returned to aseries of wavelike motions. The words were out in the
ether now; the rest was out of their control. Overholt wanted airplanes

--and he wanted them now.

THE ORACLE, DORJE Drakden, was deep in atrance. The setting
sun came through the smal window high on thewall of thetemple

and cast apath of light that ended at an incense holder. The wisps of
smoke danced on the beam of light and a strange, dmost cinnamon
amel filled theair. The Dda Lamasat cross-legged on apillow against
awall afew feet from Drakden, who was hunched over, knees down,
with hisforehead on the wood floor. Suddenly, in adeep voice, the

oracle spoke.

"Leavetonight! Go."

Then, still with hiseyes closed, dtill inatrance, he rose, waked over
to atable and stopped exactly one foot away. Then he reached down,
picked up aquill pen, dipped itinink and drew adetailed map on a

sheet of paper before collgpsing to the ground.



The Dada Lamarushed to the oracles side, lifted his head and patted

his cheek. Slowly, the man began to awaken. After diding apillow
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under his head, the Dalai Lamarose and poured a cup of water from
an earthenware pitcher. Carrying the cup back to the oracle, he placed

it under hislips.

"Sip, Dorje," hesad quietly.

Sowly, the older man recovered and pulled himsdlf to a seated position.
Assoon asthe Daai Lamawas sure the oracle was on the mend,

he walked over to the table and stared at the ink drawing.

It was adetailed map showing his escape route from Lhasato the

Indian border.

OVERHOLT HAD BEEN borninto his career. At least one Overholt
had served in every war the United States had fought since the
Revolutionary War. His grandfather had been aspy in the Civil War,
hisfather during World War |, and Langston the third had served in
the OSS in World War 11 before switching to the CIA when it'd been

formed in 1947. Overholt was now thirty-three, with afifteen-year history



of espionage.

Inal that time, Overholt had never seen a Stuation quite this ominous.
Thiswas not aking or aqueen in peril, not a pontiff or dictator.
Thiswasthe head of ardigion. A man who was a God-king, adeity,
aleader that traced hislineage back to a.d. 1351. If something did not
happen quickly, the communist scourge would soon be taking him prisoner.

Then the human chess match would be over.

IN MANDALAY, BURMA, Overholt's message was received and forwarded
to Saigon where it was transferred to Manila, then over a
secure underwater cable to Long Beach, California, then on to Washington,

D.C.

Asthe stuation in Tibet continued to deteriorate, the CIA started

to assemble aforce in Burma. The group was not large enough to defeat
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the Chinese, just large enough to dow them down until more heavily

armed ground troops could be brought to bear.

Disguised as afront company named Himaayan Air Services, the



armada consisted of fourteen C-47s. ten that could drop supplies and
four that had just been converted to first-generation gunships. Thisforce
was augmented with sx F-86 fighters and alone, fresh-offthe-assembly-line

Boeing B-52 heavy bomber.

ALAN DULLES SAT inthe Ovd Office, puffing on hispipe and
pointing out the Situation to President Eisenhower. Then the CIA
director sat back and |et the president think for amoment. Several

minutes passed in Silence.

"Mr. President,” he said at last, "the CIA took the liberty of arranging
afirg-drikeforcein Burma. If you say the word, they'll be

airbornein an hour."

Since hisdection in 1952, Eisenhower had faced the McCarthy hearings,
the first advisorsinto Vietnam and a heart attack. He'd had to

order ten thousand troopsto Little Rock, Arkansas, to enforce integration;
witness the Soviets take the lead in space; and have hisvice presdent
stoned by hogtile crowdsin Latin America. Now Cuba had a

communist leader only ninety milesfrom U.S. soil. He was weary.

"No, Alan," hesaid quietly, after apause. "l learned asagenerd
that you have to know how to pick your fights. We need to stay clear

of this Tibet stuation right now."



Dulles rose and shook Eisenhower's hand. "I'll notify my men," he

sad.

In Overholt's command post in Lhasa, the ashtray on the table near

the radio wasfilled with the stubs of unfiltered cigarettes. Hours passed,
with only the confirmation that the radio transmission had been received.
Every haf hour, Tibetan messengers ddivered intdligence. Visud
reconnaissance reported that the crowds outside the pal aces near

L hasawere growing minute by minute, but the messengers were unable
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to take an accurate count. Tibetans continued to stream down from the
mountains, armed with sticks, rocks and knives. The milling masswould

be cannon fodder for the wdl-armed Chinese.

So far the Chinese had taken no action, but the reports mentioned
troop buildups on the roads leading into the fabled city. Overholt had
seen this same scenario unfold five years ago in Guatemaa, when a
crowd supporting the anticommunist rebels under Carlos Armas had
suddenly sparked. Chaos had ensued. Forces under President Jacobo
Arbenz had begun to fireinto the crowd to restore order, and before
dawn broke, the hospitals and morgues had been filled to capacity.

Overholt had organized the demonstration and the knowledge clouded



hismind like ashroud.

Just then theradio crackled.

"Top Hat negative, over."

Overholt's heart skipped a beat. The planes he sought were not coming.

"PapaBear will okay sweeping the path if critically necessary during

extraction. Advise on departure and subsequent travel, over.”

Eisenhower said not to attack Lhasa, Overholt thought, but Dulles

has agreed to cover the escape out of Tibet on hisown, if it cameto

that. If he worked things right, Overholt thought, he wouldn't need to

put hisbosssasson theline.

"Sir?" theradio operator asked.

Overholt wasjarred from histhoughts.

"They're expecting areply,” the operator said quietly.

Overhalt reached for the microphone. " Acknowledged and agreed,”

Overholt said, "and thank Papa Bear for the gesture. Well cal from

theroad. Closing office, over.”



The radio operator stared up a Overholt. "Guess that's that.”

"Break it dl down," Overholt said quietly, "weéll be leaving soon.”
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INSIDE THE YELLOW wall, preparations for the Dalai Lamal's escape
into exile were moving at ablistering pace. Overholt was cleared

past the guards and waited to be seen. Five minutes|ater, the Dalai
Lama, wearing his black-framed prescription glasses and yellow robes,
entered the office in the administration room. The spiritud leader of

Tibet looked weary but resgned.

"I cantel by your face," he said quietly, "no helpiscoming.”

"I'm sorry, Your Holiness" Overholt replied. "l did al that |

could."

"Yes, Langston, | am certain you did. However, the Stuationisas
itis" the Dda Lamanoted, "so | have decided to go into exile. | cannot

risk the chance of my people being daughtered.”

Overholt had arrived expecting to use al his powers of persuasion

to convincethe Daa Lamacto flee--instead he found the decison had



aready been made. He should have expected as much--over the years
he had grown to know the Daa Lama, and he had never seen anything

that made him doubt the leader's commitment to his people.

"My men and | would like to accompany you," Overholt offered.

"We have detailed maps, radios and some supplies.”

"Wed be glad to have you come along,” the Dda Lamasaid. "We

leave shortly.”

The Dda Lamaturned to leave.

"l wish | could have done more," Overholt said.

"Thingsare asthey are," the Dda Lamasaid at the door. "For

now, however, you should assemble your men and meet us at theriver."

HIGH ABOVE NORBULINGKA, the sky was dotted with atrillion
gars. The moon, only days away from being full, lit the ground

with ayelow diffused glow. A gillness, aquiet. The night birds that
normally warbled their haunting songs were sllent. The domesticated
animals ing de the compound--musk deer, mountain goats, camels, a

single aged tiger and the peacocks that ran loose--barely gtirred. A light
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TWO DAY SINTO the journey, across the sixteen-thousand-foot Che-La
Pass and over the Tsangpo River, the group stopped for the

night at the monastery at Ra-Me. Messengers racing on horseback

caught up with the party and brought news that the Chinese had shelled
Norbulingka and machine-gunned the hel pless crowd. Thousands had

been killed. The news cast apall over the Daa Lama.

Overholt had reported their progress by radio and felt relieved there
had been no need to call for help. The route had been expertly chosen
to avoid any conflict with the Chinese. He and his men were exhausted,
but the hardy Nepal ese pushed on without pause. The town of Lhuntse

Dzong was behind them, aswas the village of Jhora.

Karpo Pass, the border with India, wasless than aday'sride.

And then it began to snow. A blizzard with howling winds and low



clouds hunkered down over Mangmang, the last Tibetan town before
the Indian border. The Daa Lama, already exhausted by the journey
and stressed by the knowledge that many of his countrymen lay dead

and dying, took ill. Hislast night in his country was torment.

To ease hisjourney, hewas placed on the back of an animal called
adzomo, which was a cross between ayak and ahorse. As the dzomo
climbed the side of Karpo Pass, the Dalai Lama paused to glance at his

beloved Tibetan s0il onelast time.

Overholt pulled closer on hishorse. He waited until the Dalai Lama
glanced hisway. "My country never forgets," he said, "and someday

wewill bring you back home."

The Dalai Lamanodded, then patted the dzomo's neck and steered

itinto exile. To the rear of the column, the monk pulling the cart containing
the priceless artifact braced hislegs as he crested the pass and

started down the grade. The six-hundred-pound weight, so heavy on the

climb up the pass, now wanted to run free. Hedug in his hedls.

[E

THE PRESENT DAY



EIGHT IN THE evening. From out of the south, like adark insect
crawling over awrinkled bluetablecloth, atired old cargo ship

pushed her way through the Caribbean swells toward the entrance of
Santiago Harbor on theide of Cuba. The exhaust from her single funnel
drifted in ablue haze under an easterly breeze asthe sun settled below
the western horizon and became a ponderous orange bal magnified by

the earth's atmosphere.

She was one of the last tramp steamers, acargo ship that traveled

the seaanonymoudy to the exotic and far-flung ports of the world.

There werefew left in operation. They did not follow aregular shipping

route. Their schedules depended on the demands of their cargo and its

owners, o their destinations changed from port to port. They coasted

in, unloaded their freight and sailed away like wraithsin the night.

14

CLIVE CUSSLER

GOLDEN BUDDHA

15



Two milesfrom shore, asmall boat dapped over therolling sea,
approached the ship and swung around on a parale course. The pilot
closed on the rust-streaked hull as a boarding ladder was thrown down

from an open hatch.

The pilot, aman in hisfiftieswith brown skin and thick gray hair,

stared up at the ancient ship. Her black paint was faded and badly
needed to be chipped away and repainted. Streams of rust flowed from
every opening in the hull. The huge anchor, pulled tightly inits hawse-hole,
was completely covered by corrosion. The pilot read the letters,

barely discernible on the upper bow. The weary old freighter was named Oregon.

Jesus Moraes shook his head in amazement. It wasamiraclethe

ship hadn't been scrapped twenty years ago, he mused. She looked more
like aderdlict than acargo carrier ill in service. He wondered if the
party bureaucratsin the Ministry of Trangportation had any idea of the
condition of the ship they had contracted to bring in acargo of chemica
fertilizer for the sugar and tobacco fields. He could not believe the ship

had passed maritime insurance ingpection.

Asthe ship dowed amost to a dead stop, Morales stood at the



railing and the pilot boat's bumpers squeezed againgt the freighter's hull.
Timing the crest of awave asit lifted the boat, Moraesleaped agildly
from the wet deck onto the boarding ladder and climbed to the hatch.
It was afunction he performed as often asten timesaday. A pair of
crewmen were waiting beside the hatch and helped him up on the deck.
The two were both burly-looking individuas, and they did not bother
to smilein greeting. One smply pointed toward the ladder leading to
the bridge. Then they turned and left Morales standing aone on the
deck. Watching them walk away, Moraes hoped that he'd never have

to meet theminadark dley.

He paused before climbing the ladder and took afew momentsto

study the upper works of the ship.

>From his long experience and knowledge of ships, he judged her

length at 560 feet, with a 75-foot beam. Probably a gross tonnage

around 11,000. Five derricks, two behind the funnel and superstructure
and three on the forward deck, stood waiting to unload her cargo. He
counted six holds with twelve hatches. In her prime, she would have
been classed as an express cargo liner. He guessed that she had been
built and launched in the early 1960s. The flag on her stern was Iranian.

Not aregistry Moraes had seen very often.

If the Oregon looked shabby from the waterline, she looked downright



sgualid from her main deck. Rust covered every piece of deck
machinery from winchesto chains, but the hardware at |east appeared
to be in usable condition. By comparison, the derrickslooked asif they

hadn't been operated in years.

To add further insult, battered drums, tools and what could only be
described as junked equipment were scattered around the decks. In al
his years as aharbor pilot, Morales had never seen aship in such filthy

condition.

He climbed the ladder stepsleading to the bridge, past bulkheads

with flaking paint and portholes whose lenses were cracked and yellowed.
Then he paused before findly swinging the door open. Theinterior

of the vessal was as bad, if not worse. The wheelhouse was dirty,

with the scars of cigarette burns on the counters and on what had once
been apolished teak deck. Deed flies littered the windowsills, the smell

assaulted his nose. And then there was the captain.

Moraeswas greeted by agreat dob of a man with animmense
stomach that sagged over his bt line. The face was scarred, and the
nose so badly broken it danted toward the |eft cheek. Thethick black
hair was plastered back with some kind of greasy cream and his beard
was scruffy and stringy. The captain was a cacophony of colors. His
eyeswerered and histeeth ydlow-brown, while his arms were covered
with bluetattoos. A grimy yachtsman's cap sat perched on the back of

his heed and he wore dingy coverdls. Thetropical heat and the humidity



on the non-air-conditioned bridge made it obviousto Moraesthat the

man had not bathed for at least amonth. Any dog worth hissat would

havetried to bury the man.
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He extended a swegty hand to Morales and spokein English. "Glad

to seeyou. I'm Captain Jed Smith."

"Jesus Morales. Pilot for the Harbor Office of Santiago." Moraes
felt uncomfortable. Smith spoke English with an American accent--not

what he'd expected on aship of Iranian registry.



Smith handed him a packet of papers. "Here's our registration and

cargo manifes.”

Morades merely cast abrief glance at the documents. Officiason
the docks would study them more closdly. His only concern was that
the ship had permission to enter the port. He handed back the packet

and said, "Shall we proceed?’

Smith waved a hand toward awooden hadm that somehow seemed
terribly old-fashioned for aship built in the sixties. "She'sdl yours,

Senor Moraes. What dock do you want usto moor at?'

"There are no docks available until Thursday. Y ou will haveto

anchor in the middle of the harbor until then."

"That's four days from now. We have a schedule to meet. We can't

st around for four days waiting to unload our cargo.”

Moraes shrugged. "1 have no control over the harbormaster. Besides,
the docks are full with ships unloading new farm machinery and
automobiles, now that the embargo has been lifted. These have priority

over your cargo.”

Smith threw up hishands. "All right. | guessit's not thefirst time
we had to twiddle our thumbs waiting to unload." He gave a broad,

rotten-toothed grin. "I guess me and my crew will just haveto come



ashore and make friends with your Cuban women."

The thought made Moraess skin crawl. Without further conversation,

he stepped over to the helm as Smith called the engine room and

ordered haf speed. The pilot fet the engine's vibrations through the

deck asthetired old ship began to make way again, and he aimed her
bow toward the narrow entrance of Santiago Harbor, which was bordered

by high bluffsthat rose from the sea.

>From offshore, the channe that led insde to the bellows-shaped

harbor was invisble until a ship was nearly on top of it. Risng two
hundred feet atop the cliffs on the right stood the old colonid fortress

known as Morro Cadtle.

Morales noticed that Smith and the members of his mangy crew

standing on the bridge seemed interested in the defenses that had been
dug into the hillsde when Fidel Castro had thought the United States

was going to attack Cuba. They studied the gun and missile emplacements

through expengve binoculars.

Moraes amiled to himsdlf. Let them look all they wanted--most of
the defenses were deserted. Only two small fortresses maintained asmall
company of soldiersto man the missile emplacementsin the unlikely

event an unwe come vessd tried to enter the harbor.



Moraes threaded hisway through the buoys and steered the Oregon deftly around the twists and turns
of the channel, which soon opened

into the broad, ball-shaped harbor surrounded by the city of Santiago.
Thewhed felt strange to him, though. The odd fegling was barely perceptible,
but there nonetheless. Whenever he turned the whed, there

seemed to be a short lag before the rudder responded. He made a quick

but very dight turn to starboard before bringing the wheel back to port.

It was definitely there, amost like an echo, atwo-second delay. Hedid

not sense duggishness from the steering machinery, but rather a pause.

It had to come from another origin. Y et when the response came, it was

quick and firm. But why the hestation?

"Your hddm hasan off fed to it."

"Yeah,” Smith grunted. "It's been that way for afew days. Next
port we enter with ashipyard, I'll have the spindles on the rudder looked

a_"

It still made no senseto Morales, but the ship was entering the open
part of the bay off the city now, and he pushed the mystery from his
mind. He called the harbor officids over the ship's radio and kept them

informed of his progress, and was given orders for the anchorage.

Moraes pointed out the buoysto Smith that marked the mooring

area and ordered the ship brought to dow speed. He then swung the
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gtern around until the bow was facing the incoming tide before ordering
al stop. The Oregon dowed to ahalt in an open area between a Canadian

container ship and aLibyan oil tanker.

"Y ou may drop your anchor," he said to Smith, who acknowledged

with anod as he held aloudspeaker in front of hisface.

"Let go anchor!" he shouted at his crew. The command was answered
afew seconds|later by therattling clatter of the chain links
againg the hawsehole, followed by a great splash as the anchor plunged

into the water. The bow of the ship became hazy from the cloud of dust and rust that burst from the



chanlocker.

Morales released his grip on the worn spokes of the whed and
turned to Smith. "Y ou will, of course, pay the pilot'sfee when you turn

over your documentsto the harbor officias.”

"Why wait?' snorted Smith. He reached into a pocket of his coverdls
and produced awad of crinkled American hundred-dollar bills. He
counted out fifteen bills, then hesitated, looked into Morales's shocked
expression, and said, "Oh, what the heck, suppose we makeit an even

two thousand dollars."

Without the least indecision, Moraestook the bills and dipped them

into hiswalet.

"Y ou are most generous, Captain Smith. | will notify the officids

that the pilot'sfeewas pad in full."

Smith sgned the required affidavits and logged the mooring. He put

amassive am around the Cuban's shoulder. "Now about them girls.

Where'sagood placein Santiago to meet them?”

"The cabarets on the waterfront are where you'll find both cheap

entertainment and drinks."

"I'll tll my crew.”



"Good-bye, Captain." Moraes did not extend his hand. He aready

felt unclean just by being on board the ship; he could not bring himself
to grip the greasy hand of the obnoxious captain. Moraess easygoing
Cuban warmth had been cooled by the surroundings and he didn't want

to waste another second on board the Oregon. Leaving the wheelhouse,

he dropped down the ladder to the deck and descended to the waiting
pilot boat, till stunned at experiencing thefilthiest ship he had ever

piloted into the harbor. Which is just what the owners of the Oregon wanted him to think.

If Morales had examined the ship more closely, he might have redlized
it was all afacade. The Oregon rode low in the water because of
specidly fitted balast tanks, which when filled with water lowered the
hull to makeit look asthough it were loaded with cargo. Even the
engine tremors were mechanicaly staged. The ship'sengineswere

whisper-slent and vibrationless.

And the coating of rust throughout the ship? It was artistically gpplied

paint.

SATISHED THAT THE pilot and hisboat had pulled away from the Oregon, Captain Smith stepped
over to ahandrail mounted on the

deck that did not seem to serve any particular purpose. He gripped it

and pressed a button on the underside. The square section of the deck



on which Smith was standing suddenly began descending until it stopped
inavad, brightly lit room filled with computers, automated controls

and severd large consoles containing communications and wegpons-firing
systems. The deck in the command center was richly carpeted, the
walswere paneled in exotic woods and the furniture looked asif it had
come straight from a designer's showroom. Thisroom wasthe rea heart

of the Oregon.

The six people--four men and two women--negtly dressed in

shorts, flowered shirts and white blouses were busy manning the various
systems. One woman was scanning an array of TV monitorsthat covered
every section of Santiago Bay, while aman zoomed acameraon

the pilot boat asit turned and headed into the main channel. No one
bothered to give the fat captain haf aglance. Only aman dressed in

khaki shorts and agreen golf shirt approached him.

"All go wdl with the pilot?' asked Max Hanley, the ship's corporate
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president, who directed al operationd systems, including the ship's engines.

"The pilot noticed the delay in the hdm.”

Hanley grinned. "If only hed known he was steering a dead whed .

WEIl have to make some adjustments, though. Y ou spesk to himin

Spanish?'

Smith smiled. "My best Y ankee English. Why let him know | spesk
hislanguage? That way, | could tdll if he played any tricks over the
radio with the harbor officids aswe anchored." Smith pulled back a
deeve of hisgrimy coveralls and checked a Timex watch with abadly

scratched lens. "Thirty minutes until dark.”

"The equipment in the moon pool isal ready."

"And thelanding crew?'



"Sanding by."

"l just havetimeto get rid of these smelly clothes and get decent,”
said Cabrillo, heading toward his cabin down ahalway hung with

paintings by modern artigs.

The crew cabins were concealed inside two of the cargo holdsand

were as plush asroomsin afive-star hotel. There was no separation
between officers and crew on the Oregon. All were educated people,
highly trained in their respective fields--dlite men and women who had
served in the armed forces. The ship was owned by its staff, who were
stockholders. There were no ranks. Cabrillo was chairman; Hanley,
president; the others held various other titles. They were dl mercenaries,
here to make a profit--though that did not necessarily rule out good
works at the same time--hired by countries or large companiesto perform

clandestine services around the world, very often at great risk.

THE MAN WHO |&ft the cabin twenty minutes later did not ook
like the man who'd entered. The greasy hairpiece, scruffy beard

and grimy coveralswere gone, aswasthefoul smell. So wasthe Timex,

now replaced with a stainless-steel Concord chronograph. In addition,

the man had dropped at |least a hundred pounds.



Juan Rodriguez Cabrillo had transformed himsdlf from the grimy
seadog Smith to histrue sdif again. A tall manin hisforties, ruggedly
handsome, he stared through pixie-blue eyes. His blond hair was
trimmed in a crew cut and awestern cowboy-style mustache sprouted

from hisupper lip.

He hurried down the corridor to afar door and entered a control

room perched high insde avast cavern in the hull amidships. The three-deck-high
moon pooal, asit was called, waswhere al the Oregon's underwater

equipment was stored--diving gear; submersibles, manned and

unmanned; and an array of underwater electronic sensors. A pair of
state-of-the-art contemporary underwater craft by U.S. Submarines--a

sixty-five-foot Nomad 1000 and a thirty-two-foot Discovery 1000-- hung in cradles. The doorson the
bottom of the hull did open and

water flooded in until it wasleve with the outer waterline.

The remarkable ship was not what she appeared from her exterior.
The outer decks and hull were disguised to make her look like arust
bucket. The wheelhouse and the unused officers and crew's quarters
below were dso kept in adovenly condition to avoid suspicion from

vigting port officias or harbor pilots.

Cabrillo entered the underwater operations room and stood before
alarge table showing three-dimensiond holographic images of every
sreet in the city of Santiago. Linda Ross, the Oregon's security and

survelllance analyst, was standing at the table lecturing agroup of people



dressed in Cuban military fatigue uniforms. Linda had been alieutenant
commander in the navy when Cabrillo had sweet-talked her into
resigning and joining the Oregon. In the navy she had been an intelligence
officer on board an Aegis guided-missile cruiser before spending

four yearsin Washington in the navy's intelligence departmen.

Linda glanced sdeways at Cabrillo as he stood quietly without interrupting.

Shewas an attractive woman, not ahead turner, but most

men still considered her pretty. She kept her five-foot-eight-inch, 130
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pound body in firm shape with exercise, but rarely spent extratime on

makeup or hairstyle. She was one smart lady, soft-spoken and grestly admired by the entire Oregon



crew.

The five men and one woman standing around the detailed 3-D
image of the city listened intently as Lindaran through the last-minute
ingructions, usng asmal metd rod with alight on the end to point
out their objective. "Thefortress of SantaUrsula It was built during
the Spanish-American War, and after the turn of the twentieth century
it was used as awarehouse until Castro and his revolutionaries took

over the country. Then it wasturned into a prison.”

"What isthe exact distance from our landing to the prison?" asked
Eddie Seng, the Oregon's master of subterfuge and director of shore

operations.

"Two hundred yardslessthan amile," answered Linda.

Seng folded his arms and looked thoughtful. "WEell be able to fool
the localswith our uniformsgoing in, but if we haveto fight our way
back amile to the docks while herding elghteen prisoners, | can't guarantee

well makeit.”

"Certainly not in the condition those poor people are going to be

in," said JuliaHuxley, the Oregon's medica officer. Shewas going

along on theraid to care for the prisoners. A short woman, large bosomed
with abody suited for wrestling, Juliawas the congenidity lady

of the ship. Sheld served as achief medica officer for four years at the



San Diego Navd Base and was well respected by them dll.

"Our agentsin the city have arranged for atruck to be stolen twenty
minutes before you leave the prison. It's used for hauling food supplies
to the hotels. The truck and adriver will be parked one block from the
workers maintenance shack situated on the wharf above your landing
dock. Helll drive you to the prison, wait, and return you to the dock.

>From there helll ditch the truck and ride home on hisbicycle.”

"Does he have aname? I s there a password?"

Lindasmiled dightly. "The password isdos.”

Seng looked skeptical. "Two? That'sit?!

"Yes, hell reply with uno, one. It'sthat smple.”

"Wdl, at least it's concise.”

Linda paused to flick aseries of switches on asmall remote control.

Theimages of the city dissolved into a 3-D interior diorama of Santa

Ursula Prison without its roof, reveaing the inner rooms and cdllsand

their connecting passageways. "Our sourcestdl usthere are only ten

guardsin thewhole prison. Six on the day shift, two in the evening and

two from midnight until six in the morning. Y ou should have no problem



overpowering the two on the gation. They'll think you're amilitary

unit come to transport the prisonersto another secure facility. You're
scheduled to gain entry at ten o'clock. Subdue the two on-duty guards
and rel ease the prisoners, then return to the submarine and make the
ship by eleven o'clock. Any later and you jeopardize our escape out of

the harbor."

"How s0?" asked one of Seng's team members.

"We'retold the harbor defense systems are run through an operationa
test every night at twelve. We've got to be well on our way to

sea before then."

"Why not wait and go in after midnight, when most of thetown is
adeep?' asked amember of the landing force. "At ten o'clock, thelocal

citizenswill dill be irring around.”

"You'll cause lesssugpicion if you don't sneak around the Streets

before dawn," shereplied. "Also, the other eight guards are usualy out

onthetowninthelocd barsuntil early morning."

"Y ou're sure about that?" asked Seng.

Lindanodded. "Their movements have been watched and clocked

for two weeks by our agentsin the city.”



"Unless Murphy's Law rearsits ugly head," said Cabrillo, "therelease

of the prisoners and the escape should go smoothly. The tough

part comeswhen you're all on board and we haveto sail out of the

harbor. The minute Castro's harbor security forces see us pull up the
anchor and turn down the channd for the open seg, they'll know something

iswrong and al hell will bresk loose.”
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Lindalooked at Cabrillo. "We have the wegponry to knock them

out."

"True," Cabrillo acknowledged. "But we cannot fire the first shot.

If they strike the Oregon firgt, however, well have no choice but to



protect ourselves."

"None of us has beentold,” said Seng, "who exactly are we breaking
out of jail. They must be important or we wouldn't have contracted

for thejob."

Cabrillo looked at him. "We wanted to keep it under wraps until

we got here. They're Cuban doctors, journalists and businessmen who
opposed Cadtro's government, al highly respected men and women.
Cadtro knows they are dangerousif they arefree. If they reach the Cuban
community in Miami, they can use it asabaseto ingtigate arevolutionary

"Isit agood contract?'

"Tenmillion dollarsif weddiver themto U.S. soil."

Seng and the others around the holographic display smiled. "That

should add atidy little amount to everyone's nest egg,” he said.

"Doing good for profit,” Cabrillo said with awide grin. "That's our

motto."

AT PRECISELY 8:30, Seng and his small force boarded the Nomad

1000 aong with the two crewmen who would pilot the sub and



guard it during the operation. The sub looked more like aluxury surface
yacht than asubmersible. Capable of running at high speedson the
surface with its diesel engines, it was battery powered benegth the
waves. With aspeed of twelve knots underwater, the Nomad could dive
to athousand feet. The interior was designed to hold twelve people
comfortably, but Cabrillo had had her configured to carry threetimes

that number tightly packed together, for missons such asthisone.

The entry door was closed and sedled, and the craft, secured by a

large ding, was lifted by acraneinto the center of the moon pool. The

operator looked into the control room and was given the descent sgnal

by Cabrillo. Then, dowly, the large craft waslowered into the black

water. As soon as she settled, divers removed the ding and were carried

upward to the surrounding balcony by the crane.

"Radio check," said Seng. "Do you read me?"

"Likeyourein the sameroom,” Linda Ross assured him.

"Areweclear?"

"No ship movement and only three fishing boats are heading out to

sea. At thirty feet, you should stay well below their keels and props.”



"Keep the coffee on,” said Seng.

"Bon voyage," quipped Cabrillo.

"That's easy for you to say," Seng came back.

A few moments later, the lightsinsde the Nomad blinked out and

it vanished into the dark water of the harbor.

THE PILOTS OF the sub relied on their Globa Positioning System

to set them on an exact course for the section of the city docks

that was their destination. Detecting the pilings by their laser monitoring
system, they were able to dip between the stern and bow of two container
ships unloading cargo and maneuvered their way amid the giant

pilings. Once under the wharves and out of sight from anyone above,

they surfaced and closed the remaining gap using alaser night-penetrating

camerathat magnified the city lightsfiltering beneath the

pilings

"Hoating maintenance dock dead ahead," announced the chief pilot.
There was no hard check of weapons or surviva gear. Though they

al carried concealed handguns, they wanted to look like asmall security
unit moving through town without any menacing designs on the citizens.
Their only ingpection was to make sure their uniforms looked neat and

presentable. The combat members of the team had al been members of



the Specia Forces. They were under gtrict orders not to commit mayhem
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unlessit was absolutely necessary in order to savelives. Seng himsdlf

had served on amarine recon team and had never lost aman.

No sooner had the Nomad gently bumped against the floating dock

than Seng, followed closaly by histeam, exited the sub and headed up

the sairsto alittle house that sheltered the dock and maintenance workers
tools and smal equipment. The door was easily unlocked from the

insgde, and Seng, with only abrief look to seeif anyone was standing

nearby, slently motioned everyoneto follow him.



Thelights of the cranes and the ships they were unloading lit up the
dock like daylight, but luckily the exit door was opposite and the team
formed in the shadows. Then, in acolumn of twosand marchingin

cadence, Seng led them to the end of the dock and around the warehouse.

Hiswatch said 9:36. Exactly twenty-four minutesto arrive at the

front gate of the prison. They found the truck nine minutes later, parked
under adim dock light beside the warehouse. Seng recognized it asa
1951 Ford ddlivery van that looked like it had passed the two-million-mile
mark years ago. In the gloom he could make out lettering in a

fancy red script on the side of the fourteen-foot cargo body. It read
gonzaesfood purveyorsin Spanish. Thedriver wasvisble only by

the glow of hiscigarette.

Seng walked up to the open window, hand on his Ruger P97 .45

caiber automatic with suppressor, and said quietly. "Dos.”

Thedriver of thetruck exhaled acloud of nonfiltered cigarette

smokeinto the cab and replied, "Uno."

"Pilein the back," Seng ordered histeam. "I'll ridein front." He

opened the passenger door and did onto the seat. There was no conversation
asthe driver crunched the worn-out transmission into gear

and drove off the dock into the city Streets. Every other light on the

boulevard running aong the bay was dark, either because the bulbs had



burned out and had never been replaced or to conserve energy. After a
few blocksthe driver turned onto amain street and headed up adight

grade toward San Juan Hill.

Cubas second largest city, Santiago was in Oriente Province and

had been theidand's capita in the seventeenth century. Surrounded by

hills with coffee and sugar-cane plantations, the city was amaze of

narrow greets, with smal plazas and buildings of Spanish colonid architecture

bearing hanging ba conies.

Seng remained silent, concentrating on scanning the side streets and
studying the numbers on his portable GPS to make certain the driver
was heading in the right direction. The Streets were mostly empty of
traffic, except for fifty-year-old cars parked along the curbs, and the
sdewakswerefilled with people smply out for an after-dinner stroll

or gtting in barsthat reverberated with loud strains of the Cuban best.
Many of the stores and apartments above had paint that was faded and
chipped, while others were coated in vivid pastel colors. The gutters and
sidewalks were clean, but the windows |ooked like they had rarely seen
acleaner and a squeegee. For the most part, the people looked happy.
There was much laughter and occasiona singing. No one gave the truck
asecond look asit passed dowly through the main downtown section

of thecity.

Seng spotted afew men in uniform, but they seemed more interested



in talking with women than watching for aforeign intruson. Thedriver

lit up another foul-smdlling cigarette. Seng had never smoked, and he

leaned further againgt his door and turned his face through the open

window, lifting hisnosein disgust.

Ten minutes later the truck reached the front gate of the fortress

prison. The driver pulled past and stopped fifty yards down the road.

"l will wait here" he said, in dmogt perfect English. They werethefirgt

words he had spoken since the dock.

Seng read him like a book. "Educator or doctor?

"| teach higtory at the university.”

"Thank you."

"Don' be long. Thetruck will look suspiciousif it Sts here past

midnight.”

"We should be out before then," Seng assured him.
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Seng climbed out of the truck cab and peered up and down the street
cautioudy. It was empty. He rapped softly on the cargo doors. They
opened and histeam dropped out and joined him on the brick-surfaced
street. Together they marched asaunit up to the front gate and pulled
the bell cord. A ringing could be heard in the guard's office behind the
gate. In afew minutes, aguard came wandering out, rubbing his eyes
and temples. He had obviously been adeep on duty. He was about to
tell the intrudersto go away when he recognized Seng's uniform and
insgniaas acolond's and he feverishly opened the gate, stood back and

sduted.

"Sir, what brings you to the fortress thistime of night?"

"Colond Antonio Y arayo. | was sent by the Ministry of State Security
with thisteam to interrogate one of the prisoners. A new investigation
has turned up a suspected United States spy operation. We

believe they have information which could prove useful



"Pardon me, Sir, but | must ask you for the proper papers.”

"Asagood soldier, Sergeant,” said Seng officioudy, "well you

should." He handed the guard an envelope. "Why aren't there more

guards on duty?"

"Thereis one other who watchesthe prisoners cdls.”

"Hmm. Well, | see no reason to stand out here dl night. Take me

to your office quarters.”

The guard immediately ushered them into a barren office that contained

only adesk and two chairs. A photo of Castro, taken when he

was ayoung man, hung done on onewall.

"Who isthe officer in command here?' asked Seng.

"Captain Juan Lopez."

"Whereishe?'

"He has agirlfriend with ahousein the city. He will be back a

nine o'clock tomorrow."

"How very convenient,” Seng said asif bored. "What isyour



"Lieutenant Gabrid Sanchez, Sr."

"And the name of the other guard on duty in the cells?!

"Sergeant Ignez Macco."

"Mease check the documents so we can get on with it."

The guard sat down at the desk and pulled some paper out of the
envelope. Seng moved behind and removed asmall gun from his pocket
as Sanchez stared blankly at apair of comic books. He looked up.

"Colond, | don't under--"

That was asfar as he got before Seng shot atiny dart filled with a
tranquilizer into the ngpe of his neck. Sanchez looked a Seng oddly

before dumping unconscious over thetable.

Seng threw arall of duct tape to one of histeam. Every move was
so well rehearsed that he did not have to give orders. Two men took
the tape, bound the unconscious guard, searched his pockets--finding
an unusud round key--and then stuffed him in acloset. Another man

went to work carefully rendering the security aarms and communications equipment inoperable.



Asthey rushed through the passageways and tunnels and down
stone steps to the cells below, Seng knew where he was within afoot,
thanks to the holographic image of the fortress that he had committed

to memory.

There was no desperate hurry, but they could not afford to throw

away time. He could see now why only afew men guarded the entire
facility. Thewallswere massvely thick, and there was only one entrance
inand out of the dungeon cdllsfar below street level. The only way a
prisoner could escape was the way the team from the Oregon had
come--from the outsde. A string of lightbulbslit the passageway. The
celling was very high, but the space between the walls was very narrow.
The stepsfinaly ended at an enormous sted door with the thickness of
abank vault. A TV camerastared ominoudy at Seng and hismen. This
wasthe tricky part, he thought, as he inserted the odd-looking key into

the stedl lock. Seng prayed that the key would do the job without a code being demanded.

Hisfear was confirmed when he turned the key and abuzzer could
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be heard from the other sde of the door. A minute later avoice called

through a nearby loudspeaker, "Who goesthere?'

"Colond Antonio Y arayo, State Security, with an interrogation

team to question the traitors.”

There was a pause. Seng didn't wait for areply.

"Open up. | have the authority and necessary documents. Lieutenant
Sanchez would have accompanied us, but he said he was not alowed
to leave the front gate unguarded. Sergeant Ignez Macco, isit?' Seng

held up the envelope. "If you have any questions, | have your service record in my hands.”

"But dr," the voice of Macco pleaded, "if the door is opened before

eight o'dock in the morning, darmswill go off in the state security

office a Fort Canovar."

"| ordered Lieutenant Sanchez to turn off the dungeon darm,”" Seng



bluffed.

"But gir, he cannot do that. The door is on a separate system that
iswired to the security commandant's office in the city. It cannot be

opened until eight o'clock inthe morning.”

It was one more obstacle to overcome, but not totally unexpected.
Seng was betting that the security officerswould think the darmswere
malfunctioning and call thefort to check it out before sending a squad

of security police.

Macco fell for it. A few seconds later, the big stedl lock clacked and
the bolts that extended from the door into the framework could be
heard withdrawing from their dots. Then the massive door swung open
silently and smoothly. Sergeant Macco stood at attention and snapped

asdute.

Seng wasted no more time on niceties. He aimed the tranquilizer
gun at Macco'sthroat and squeezed thetiny trigger. The guard's eyes
rolled back in his head and he dropped to the stone floor like a sack of

sand.

The dungeon was not a state-of -the-art prison. The rusting iron cell

doors had been hung in the late nineteenth century and till required

thelarge antique key chained to Macco's belt. Seng ripped the key and



itsring from the guard's belt and began opening thefirst doors. As soon
asthe door was swung gar, Julia Huxley rushed into the cell to check
the condition of itsinhabitant. Seng's team helped by assisting the

shocked prisoners, who feared the worst, into the dungeon's passageway .

"Five arein no condition to walk up the airs and onto the street,”

said Julia. "They'll haveto be carried out on Stretchers.”

"Then well haul them on our backs," replied Seng. "We don't have

enough bodiesto carry five stretchers.”

"These poor devilsthink were going to execute them,” said atall,

ruggedly built team member with red hair in abuzz cut.

"We haven't got timeto explain!™ snapped Seng. He knew that the
security officids downtown were wondering why the dungeon darmin
Santa Ursulahad been triggered at thistime of night. They were certain
to cdl and find the phones down. How soon they would send a squad
of men to check was anybody's guess. "Julia, you round up those who
can move on their own two feet. Therest of you men carry the ones

too weak towalk."

They moved off, dmost having to drag the poor, suffering Cubans
out of the dungeon and up the stairs, every team member with a Cuban

over one shoulder, their free arms braced around other prisonerswho



could barely manage the steps. Julia brought up the rear, supporting
two women and whispering encouraging words whose meanings could
only come through in her soothing tone--she knew only enough Spanish

to order amargarita.

Climbing the winding stone steps was a torturous exertion for the
weakened prisoners, but there could be no turning back. Any capture
now meant certain execution. They struggled up the steps, chestsrising
and fdling, lungs gasping for air, hearts pounding. Men and women
who had long ago given up hope now saw an opportunity to live normal
lives again, thanks to these crazy people who were risking death to

rescue them.
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Seng could not afford the time to sympathize with their plight, or
look into their gaunt faces. Any thoughts of compassion were fleeting.

Sympathy could come once they reached the safety of the Oregon.

He concentrated on pushing them dl toward the main gate, keeping

hismind cold and logical.

At last the front of the column reached the guard's office at the gate.
Seng stepped cautioudly out onto the brick street. There was no whisper
of sound or any sign of vehiclesor people. The truck was right where

they'd left it.

Theteam carrying those too wesk to walk were huffing and puffing

now and soaked in swest from the tropica humidity. Warily, Seng studied
the darkened street and buildings through hislaser night binoculars.

The areawas clear. Satisfied, he hustled everyone through the gate and

shoved them roughly in the direction of the truck.

He rushed back into the office and checked the guard. He was il
unconscious. He also spotted ared light on a console beside the desk.
The darm had indeed been activated when they'd opened the dungeon
door. The phone began to ring, and he picked it up and snapped in

Spanish, "Uno momental”



Then he set the receiver down and dashed out the door.

The rescue team and the freed prisoners were crammed into the

cargo bed of the truck like Japanese workers during rush hour. The
driver shifted theweary old transmission into gear with abrief metalic
grind, and the truck leaped forward. The streets were as before, the auto
traffic thin, while Cubans were enjoying abamy evening outsde on

their balconies, Sitting at chairs and tables on the sdewalks or drinking

in the cantinas, dancing and singing.

Seng cocked his ear out the window and listened for any sound of
darmsor grens. There came only the strains of musicinthenight air.
The harshest sound came from the truck's muffler, which seemed to be
coming loose from the engine header pipe. The rattle of the exhaust
soon drowned out the city noise. He saw Cubans glance at the truck

and then turn away. Loose exhaust pipes and rusted-out mufflerswere

common on the old carsthat traveled the streets of Santiago. The city's

inhabitants had more entertaining thoughts on their minds.

Thetruck driver drove maddeningly dow, but Seng knew better than

to push him. A truck casudly taking itstime through town would arouse
no suspicion. After what seemed an hour, but was only fifteen minutes,
the driver pulled up aongside awarehouse dock and stopped. A quick

look up and down the deserted dock and Seng began goading everyone



toward the maintenance shed. The five-minute journey to the shed was

uneventful.

Their luck ill held. The only activity was centered on the two cargo

ships unloading their big containers. Though still gpprehensve, Seng

findly began to relax. He motioned them through the door of the maintenance
shed and down the wooden stairs. In the darkness he saw the

vague shape of the Nomad sub's pilot, standing on the floating dock

and helping the Cubans on board. The other pilot was down below,

packing them tightly insde the narrow confines of the Nomad'smain

cabin.

When Seng and Julia Huxley, the last to board, climbed onto the
sub's upper deck, the pilot quickly cast off the mooring lines, looked up

briefly and said, ™Y ou made good time."

"Get to the ship asfast asthis craft can take us,” Seng replied. "We
couldn't help setting off an darm. I'm surprised Cuban security forces

aren't already breathing down our neck."

"If they haven't tracked you here," said the pilot confidently ashe

closed and sealed the hatch, "they'll never guess where you came from.”

"At least not until the Oregon's found missing from her assgned

anchorage.”



In seconds the sub was dropping beneath the surface of the dark

water. Fifteen minutes|later it surfaced insde the moon pool of the Oregon. Divers attached the hook
and cable of the big overhead crane,

and the Nomad was lifted delicatdly until it was even with the second

deck and moored to the balcony. Huxley's medical team waswaiting
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aong with severa members of the ship's crew to help the Cubansto

the Oregon's well-equipped hospital.

The time was three minutes past eleven.

A thin man, his hair white before histime, recognized Cabrillo as

an officer and walked ungteadily up to him. "Sir, my nameisJuan Turd.

Can you tell me who you people are and why you rescued my friends

and mefrom SantaUrsula?'

"We are a corporation, and we were contracted to do thisjob."

"Who hired you?'



"Friends of yoursin the United States," answered Cabillo. "That's

al that | can say."

"Then you had no idedlistic purpose, no political cause?"

Cabrillo smiled dightly. "We dways have a purpose.”

Tura sghed. "I had hoped that salvation, when it came, would

come from another quarter.”

"Y our people did not have the meansto doit. It'sthat smple. That

iswhy they cameto us.”

"It'sagreet pity your only motivation was money."

"It waan't. Money issmply thevehicle" said Cabrillo. "It dlows

our corporation to pick itsfights and to fund our charity projects. It's

aliberty none of us had when we were employed by our respective

governments." He glanced at his chronograph. "Now if you'll excuse

me, we're not out of the woods just yet."

Then heturned and |eft Turd staring after him as he walked away.

ELEVEN SEVENTEEN. IF they were going to make arun for it, now



was the time, thought Cabrillo. The darm had long been answered

at the prison, and by now patrols were certainly roaming the city and

the countryside in search of the escaped prisoners and their rescuers.

Their only link wasthe truck driver, but he could not provide any information

to the Cuban security forces, even if he was captured and tortured. His origina contact had made no
mention of the Oregon. As
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far asthe driver knew, the rescue team had come from alanding party

on another part of theidand.

Cabrillo lifted a phone and called down to the Corporation's president

inthe engineroom. "Max?'

Hanley answered dmost immediatdy. " Juan.”

"Have the ballast tanks been pumped dry?"

"Tanksare dry and the hull israised for speed.”



"Thetideisabout to turn and will swing us around. Wed better

leave while our bow is still aimed toward the main channel. As soon as
the anchor comesfree, I'll set the engines very dow. No sensein derting
any observers on the shore to a sudden departure. At thefirst alarm or
when we reach the main channdl, whichever comesfirg, I'll enter the
program for full speed. WEell need every ounce of power your engines

cangive”

"Y ou think you can get us through anarrow channd in the dead

of night a full speed without apilot?"

"The ship's computer system read every inch of the channd and the

buoy markers on theway in. Our escape courseis plotted and programmed
into the automatic pilot. Well leaveit to Otisto take usout.”

Otiswas the crew's name for the ship's automated control systems. It

could steer the Oregon within inches of theintended route.

"Computerized automated controls or not, it won't be an easy matter to race through atight channd at
gxty knots"

"Wecandoit." Cabrillo punched off and hit another code. "Mark,

give me astatus on our defense systems.”

Mark Murphy, the Oregon's weapons specialist, replied in hiswest
Texasdrawl, "If any of them Cuban missile launchers so much as hiccups,

well take them out."



"Y ou can expect aircraft once werein the open sea.”

"Nuthin' we cain't handle."

Heturned to Linda Ross. "Linda?"

"All sysemsare onling” shereplied camly.

Cabrillo set the phoneinits cradle and relaxed, lighting up athin
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Cuban cigar. He looked around at the ship's crew, standing in the control

center. They were d| staring a him, waiting expectantly.

"Wdll," he said dowly, before taking a deep breath, "I guesswe

might aswell go."

He gave a voice command to the computer, thewinch was set in
motion, and the anchor dowly, quietly--through Teflon deevesthe
team had inserted inside the hawsehole, which deadened the clank of
the chain--rose from the bottom of the harbor. Another command and

the Oregon began to inch dowly ahead.

Down in the engine room, Max Hanley studied the gauges and instruments
on the huge console. Hisfour big magnetohydrodynamics

engineswere arevolutionary design for maritime transport. They intensified
and compounded the e ectricity found in saline seawater before

running it through amagnetic core tube kept at absolute zero by liquid
helium. The dectrical current that was produced created an extremely

high energy force that pumped the water through thrustersin the stern



for propulsion.

Not only were the Oregon's engines capable of pushing the big cargo
ship at incredible speeds, but it required no fuel except the seawater that
passed through its magnetic core. The source of the propulsion was
inexhaudtible. Another advantage was that the ship did not require huge

fuel tanks, which enabled the space to be utilized for other purposes.

Therewere only four other shipsin the world with magnetohydrodynamics
engines--three cruise ships and one oil tanker. Those who had

ingtaled the enginesin the Oregon had been sworn to secrecy.

Hanley took proprietary care of the high-tech engines. They were
reliable and rarely caused problems. He labored over them asif they
were an extenson of hisown soul. He kept them findly tuned andina
congtant state of readiness for extreme and extended operation. He
watched now asthey automatically engaged and began pushing the ship

into the channd that led to the sea.

Above in the command center, armored panels did noisdesdy gpart,

revealing alarge window on the forward bulkhead. The murmur among

the men and women gazing intently at the lights of the city was qui€t,



asthough the men manning the Cuban defense systems could hear their

words.

Cabrillo spotted another ship leaving the harbor ahead of them.

"What shipisthat?' he asked.

One of theteam pulled up thelist of ship arrivals and departures

on his computer monitor. "She's a Chinese-registered cargo vessd carrying
sugar to Hangchou," he reported. " She'sleaving port nearly an hour

ahead of her scheduled departuretime.”

"Name?' asked Cabillo.

"In English, the Red Dawn. The shipping lineis owned by the Chinese

amy."

"Turn out al the outer lights, and increase speed until we are close

astern of the vessdl ahead,” he commanded the computer. "Well use

her asadecoy to lead usout.” The outer deck and navigation lights
blinked out, leaving the ship in darkness as she narrowed the gap between

the two vessdls. The lightsingde the command center dimmed to



ablue-green glow.

By the time the Red Dawn entered the ship's channel and passed
thefirst of the string of marker buoys, the darkened Oregon wastrailing
only fifty yards off her stern. Cabrillo kept his ship just far enough back
s0 that the Chinese vessdl's deck lights would not cast their beams on
his bow. It was along shot, but he was betting the silhouette of hisship

would be mistaken for the shadow of the Red Dawn.

Cabrillo glanced at alarge twenty-four-hour clock on the wall above

the window just asthe long minute hand clicked onto 11:39. Only

twenty-one minutes to go before the Cubans defense systems test.

"Following the Red Dawn isdowing usdown," said Linda. "Were

losing precioustime.”

Cabrillo nodded. "Y ou'reright, we can't wait any longer. She's

served her purpose.” He leaned over and spoke into the computer's

voicerecaver.

"Go to full speed and passthe ship ahead!™
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Likeasmal powerboat with big engines and a heavy hand on the
throttles, the Oregon dug her stern into the forbidding water and lifted

her bows clear of the waves as her thrusters erupted in a cloud of froth,
cregting avast crater in her wake. She leaped down the channel and
sweypt past the Chinese cargo ship less than twenty feet away, asif she
were stopped dead in the water. The Chinese sailors could be seen staring
in stunned dishdlief. Faster and faster with each passing second she

raced through the night. Speed was the Oregon's crowning achievement,
the thoroughbred heart of the vessdl. Forty knots, then fifty. By thetime
she passed Morro Castle at the entrance to Santiago, she was making

nearly sixty-two knots. No ship in the world that size could match her

Speed.



The beacon lights mounted high on the bluffs were soon little more

than blinking specks on ablack horizon.

THE ALARM SPREAD quickly onshore that a ship was making an
unauthorized departure--but the radar and fire control operators

did not unleash their shore-to-surface missiles. Their officers could not believe that such alarge ship was
moving at such anincrediblerate of

speed. They assumed their radar systems were mafunctioning, and they
were reluctant to unleash missilesthat they did not think could lock on

to such an inconceivable target.

Not until the Oregon was twenty milesout to seadid agenerd in

Cuban security put two and two together and deduce that the sudden
departure of the ship and the escape of the Santa Ursula prisoners were
somehow tied together. He ordered missilesfired at the fleeing ship, but

by the time the word filtered down through the duggish command, the Oregon was out of acceptable
range.

He then ordered jets from the Cuban air force to intercept and sink
the mystery ship before it reached the protection of a United States
Coast Guard cutter. It could not possibly escape, he thought, as he sat

back, lit acigar and contentedly puffed acloud of blue smoke toward



the ceailing. Seventy milesaway, two geriatric MiGs were sent doft and

set a course toward the Oregon as directed by Cuban radar.

CABRILLO DIDN'T NEED to study achart to see that sailing

around the tip of Cuba from Santiago through the Windward

Passage and then northwest to Miami was little more than a suicide run.
For nearly six hundred miles, the Oregon would be less than fifty miles
from the Cuban coast, avoyage in ashooting galery. His safest option
was to set a course southwest around the southern tip of Haiti and then
amost due west to Puerto Rico, which was aterritory under the U.S.
flag. There he could unload his passengers, where they would be safe

and cared for a proper medica facilities before being flown to Florida.

"Two unidentified aircraft closng,” announced Linda.

"I havethem,” Murphy announced, hunched over a console with

enhanced radar screens and an array of knobs and switches.

"Canyou identify?' asked Linda.

"Computer readsthem asapair of MiG-27s."

"How far out?' Cabrillo probed.



"Sixty milesand closing,” Murphy answered. "Poor beggars don't

know wheat they'rein for."

Cabrillo turned to his communications expert, Hai Kasm. "Try and

raise them in Spanish. Warn them we have surface-to-air missileson

board and will knock them out of the sky if they show any sign of

hostility.”

Kasm didn't have to speak Spanish to deliver thewarning. He

merely ordered the computer to trandate his message over hisradio,

which was tuned to twenty different frequencies.

After acouple of minutes he shook hishead. "They arereceiving,

but not responding.”

"They think we're bluffing,” said Linda.

"Kegp trying." Then to Murphy: "What'sthe range of their missiles?’
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Likeasmall powerboat with big engines and aheavy hand on the
throttles, the Oregon dug her stern into the forbidding water and lifted

her bows clear of the waves as her thrusters erupted in a cloud of froth,
creating avast crater in her wake. She leaped down the channdl and
swept past the Chinese cargo ship less than twenty feet away, asif she
were stopped dead in the water. The Chinese sailors could be seen staring
in stunned dishelief. Faster and faster with each passing second she

raced through the night. Speed was the Oregon's crowning achievement,
the thoroughbred heart of the vessdl. Forty knots, then fifty. By thetime
she passed Morro Castle at the entrance to Santiago, she was making

nearly sixty-two knots. No ship in the world that size could match her

speed.

The beacon lights mounted high on the bluffs were soon little more



than blinking specks on ablack horizon.

THE ALARM SPREAD quickly onshore that a ship was making an
unauthorized departure--but the radar and fire control operators

did not unleash their shore-to-surface missiles. Their officers could not
believe that such alarge ship was moving at such an incredible rate of
speed. They assumed their radar systems were mafunctioning, and they
were reluctant to unleash missilesthat they did not think could lock on

to such an inconceivable target.

Not until the Oregon was twenty milesout to seadid agenerd in
Cuban security put two and two together and deduce that the sudden
departure of the ship and the escape of the Santa Ursula prisoners were
somehow tied together. He ordered missilesfired at the fleeing ship, but

by the time the word filtered down through the suggish command, the Oregon was out of acceptable
range.

He then ordered jets from the Cuban air force to intercept and sink
the mystery ship before it reached the protection of a United States
Coast Guard cutter. It could not possibly escape, he thought, as he sat

back, lit acigar and contentedly puffed acloud of blue smoke toward

the ceiling. Seventy miles away, two geriatric MiGs were sent doft and

set a course toward the Oregon as directed by Cuban radar.



CABRILLO DIDN'T NEED to study a chart to seethat sailing

around thetip of Cuba from Santiago through the Windward

Passage and then northwest to Miami waslittle more than a suicide run.
For nearly Sx hundred miles, the Oregon would be lessthan fifty miles
from the Cuban coast, avoyage in ashooting galery. His safest option
was to set a course southwest around the southern tip of Haiti and then
amost due west to Puerto Rico, which was aterritory under the U.S.
flag. There he could unload his passengers, where they would be safe

and cared for a proper medicd facilities before being flown to Florida.

"Two unidentified aircraft closng,” announced Linda

"I have them,” Murphy announced, hunched over aconsole with

enhanced radar screens and an array of knobs and switches.

"Canyou identify?"' asked Linda.

"Computer readsthem asapair of MiG-27s."

"How far out?' Cabrillo probed.

"Sixty milesand closing,” Murphy answered. "Poor beggars don't

know wheét they'rein for."



Cabrillo turned to his communications expert, Hai Kasm. "Try and
raise them in Spanish. Warn them we have surface-to-air missileson
board and will knock them out of the sky if they show any sign of

hostility.”

Kasm didn't have to spesk Spanish to deliver thewarning. He

merely ordered the computer to trandate his message over hisradio,

which was tuned to twenty different frequencies.

After acouple of minutes he shook his head. "They arereceiving,

but not responding.”

"They think were bluffing,” said Linda

"Kegp trying." Thento Murphy: "What'sthe range of their missles?’
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"According to specs, they're carrying short-range rockets with a

range of ten miles."

Cabrillo looked solemn. "If they don't breek off within thirty miles,



take them out. Better yet, launch one of ours. Then manualy guide it

for acloseflyby.”

Murphy made the necessary calculations and pressed ared button.

"Missleonitsway."

An audible swoosh swept the command center as arocket lifted
from an opening in the foredeck and swept into the sky. They al

watched on the monitors asit raced to the northwest and soon disappeared.

"Four minutesto flyby," ssid Murphy.

Every eyeturned to the big clock above the window. No one spoke,

al waiting in anticipation. Time dragged as the second hand on the
clock seemed to take forever to make a sweep. Finaly, Murphy spoke
mechanically. "Missile passed two hundred yards over and between the

hodtiles"

"Did they get the message?" asked Cabrillo, adight tone of apprehension

inhisvoice.

Therewasalong pause, and then, "They'returning for home,"

Murphy reported happily. " Two Cubans who are very lucky men indeed.”

"Also smart enough to recognize ano-win Stuation.”



"Indeed," Lindasaid with abroad smile.

"No blood on our handsthisday,” Cabrillo said with an obvious
sigh of relief. Heleaned over in his chair and spoke to the compuiter.

"Sow to cruise speed.”

The clandestine operation was dmost complete, the contract fulfilled.
The Oregon and her crew of executives did not consider themselves
lucky. Their achievement had come from a.combination of specia

skills, expertise, intelligence and precise planning. Now, except for a
technician to watch over the command center and the navigation systems,
everyone could relax; some headed for their staterooms for well
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deserved deep, while others congregated in the ship's dining room to

snack and wind down.

Cabrillo retired to histeak-paneled cabin and removed a packet



from asafe under the carpet mounted in the deck. It wastheir next
contract. He pulled out the contents, studied them for nearly an hour,

and then began planning theinitid levels of tactics and Strategy.

Two and ahaf dayslater, the Oregon sailed into the port of San

Juan, Puerto Rico, and discharged the Cuban exiles. Before the sun s,
the remarkable ship and its strange crew of corporate officials were once
again at seaon acourse toward their next assgnment. Before it was
through, they would stedl a priceess artifact, return adivine leader to
power and free a nation. But when the Oregon |eft port, Cabrillo was

not on board. Hewaswinging hisway east against arisng sun.
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back in aBurberry toiletry bag, then left the room to get amidmorning

meal. The art auction he was in Genevafor was due to start soon.

THE BURGUNDY FALCON 2000EX left Heathrow at just after Six



inthe morning, arriving in Genevaaround haf past nine Swiss
time. Thejet arcraft cruised at Mach .80 with a4,650-mile range; it

cost $24 million. Winston Spenser wasiits sole occuparnt.

After arriving at Geneva lnternaiond Airport in Cointrin, Spenser

was met by a chauffeured Rolls-Royce that ddlivered him to the hotdl.
There, he wasimmediately taken to a suite without having to register.
Oncein hisroom, Spenser took afew minutesto freshen up. Standing
in front of the beveled-edge mirror, he stared at hisimage. Spenser's
nose was long and patrician, his eyes pae blue and distant and hisskin
in need of atan. Nether his cheeks nor his chin were very defined. Truth
be told, hisimage aways appeared to be dightly out of focus, asif
lacking character. His was not the face of a man otherswould follow.

It was the face of ahigh-priced minion.

When hefinished his examination, he placed his expensive cologne

WILL MR. SPENSER require anything else?' the waiter asked.
Spenser sared for amoment at the remains of his mea and

sad, "No, | think that will beall.”

The waiter nodded, removed the plates, then took a brush from his
apron and whisked up the few crumbs on the table. Then he silently
retreated. No bill was presented, no money changed hands. The cost of

the breskfast and the gratuity would appear on the room charge, which



Spenser would never see.

Inthefar corner of the dining room, Michadl Tabot stared toward
Spenser. Tabot, an art dealer from San Francisco, had crossed paths
with Spenser before. Threetimesin the last year, the sodgy Britisher

had outbid Talbot's clients, for Spenser's own clients seemed to have unlimited resources.

Tabot could only hope today would be different.

Spenser was dressed in agray suit over asweater vest, a blue polka-dot
bow tie around his neck. His black lace-up leather shoeswere highly
polished, aswere hisfingernails, and his nestly styled short hair was
flecked with gray, as befitted his age, which Tabot estimated at close

to Sixty years.

Once, when Talbot had been in London on business, he'd tried to

vigt Spenser's shop. There was no telephone number available, the small
stone building had had no name outside, and aside from an unobtrusive
video cameraabove the buzzer, it could have been suspended intime
from ahundred years before. Talbot had pushed the buzzer twice, but

no one had answered.

Spenser sensed Talbot staring hisway but only glanced at him out
of the corner of hiseye. Of the other seven men Spenser had determined

had an interest in the artifact hed come to purchase, the American



would probably bid the highest. Talbot's buyer wasa Silicon Valey
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software billionaire with a penchant for Asan art and argumentation.
The billionairés belligerency could only help Spenser. The man'sego
might take him beyond his set price, but as the competition stiffened,
he traditionaly became angry and dropped out. The new rich are 0
predictable, Spenser thought. He rose to return to hisroom. The auction

was not until 1 p.m.



OF THIRTY-SEVEN," THE auctioneer said with reverence, "the

'Golden Buddha"

A large mahogany crate was whedled onto the podium and the auctioneer

reached for the clasp holding the door closed.

The audience of bidderswas smdl. Thiswas ahighly secret auction
and the invitations had only gone out to the select few who could afford

to pay for art masterworks with somewhat shady histories.

Spenser had yet to bid on anything. Lot twenty-one, a Degas bronze

that he knew had been stolen out of amuseum twelve years ago, had
gpped ed to him, but the bidding had gone higher than his South American
client had authorized him to pay. More and more, Spenser was

weaning himsalf away from clients on abudget, evenif the stop price

ran into the millions. The auction today wasthefirst sep in hisplan

for retirement. The auctioneer opened the door to the crate at the same
time that Spenser pushed a button on the miniaturized satellite telephone

in hisvest pocket. He spoke into the tiny microphone clasped to his

lapdl.

"Please tdll your employer they have the object on display,” he said

to an aide thousands of miles away.



"He asksif it iseverything you'd hoped,” the aide asked.

Spenser sared at the massve gold statue asahush fell over the

crowd.

"Everything and more," Spenser said quietly.

A few seconds passed asthe aide relayed the information. He said, "At al costs.”

It will be an honor," Spenser said as he thought back on the his

tory.

THE GOLDEN BUDDHA dated from 1288, when the rulers of what
would later become Vietnam commissioned the work to celebrate

their victory over theforces of Kublai Khan. Five hundred and ninety-six
pounds of solid gold mined in Laos had been formed into asix-foot
likeness of the Enlightened One. Chunks of jade from Siam had formed
the eyes, while aring of Burmese rubies wound around the neck. Buddha's
potbelly had been outlined in sgpphires from Thailand and his

belly button was alarge rounded opd that glowed iridescently. Theicon

had been given asagift to thefirst Dalai Lamain theyear 1372.

For 587 years, the Golden Buddha had remained in amonastery in

Tibet and then accompanied the Dala Lamainto exile. While being



transported with the Dala Lamaon atrip to the United States for display,

however, it had disgppeared from the airport in Manila.

Presdent Ferdinand Marcos had aways been the prime suspect.
Since then, the ownership had dways remained cloudy, until suddenly
it had mysterioudy reappeared for the auction. The seller'sidentity

would remain an enigma.

Whileit was dmost impossible to place avaue on such arare artifact,
that was exactly what was about to happen. The preauction estimates
had conservatively placed the value at between $100 million and

$120 million.

rEWILL START thebidding at fifty million U.S. dollars" the

auctioneer said.

A low dtarting point, Spenser thought. The gold alone was worth
twicethat. It was the history, not the beauty, that made it a priceless

piece of art. Must be the weak world economic climate, Spenser concluded.
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"We havefifty million,” the auctioneer said, "now sixty."

Talbot raised his paddle asthe bid hit eighty.

"Eighty, now ninety," the auctioneer said in amonotone.

Spenser glanced across the room at Tabot. Typical American, ear

on asaellite telephone, paddlein hishand, asif he were worried the

auctioneer would misshissignd.

"Ninety, now ahundred," the auctioneer droned.

The hundred bid was from a South African dealer Spenser knew.

The dedler's patron had made hisfortune in diamonds. Spenser admired

the woman--they'd shared a glass of sherry more than once--but he



a0 knew her patron’s habits. When the value exceeded what he felt he
could sl it for later, he'd drop out. The man loved art, but he only

bought at his price and if he could someday make a profit.

One hundred ten million came from the rear of the room. Spenser
turned to stare at the bidder. The man's age was hard to determine, but
if Spenser had to hazard aguess, hed pick the low side of sixty, based
primarily on the bidder'sflowing gray hair and beard. Two thingswere
odd, though. Spenser knew practicaly everyonein theroom at least by
sight or reputation, but this man was an unknown. And he seemed
totally unconcerned, asif he were bidding on aweekend trip to aspa
at alocal charity auction instead of tendering abid in the amount of a
smdl country's yearly budget. The man was obvioudy qudified--the

auction company would have made sure of that--but who was he?

One hundred twenty from a German pharmaceutical magnate.

"One twenty, now onethirty."

Tdbot again, waving his paddie like alanding semaphore.

The bidding began to stal at $140 million, bid again by the gray-haired

man. Spenser turned again and felt atouch of apprehension. The

man was staring directly into his eyes. Then the man winked. A chill

ran down Spenser's spine.



Heturned to the Sde, where he could see Tabot talking animatedly

into histelephone. He could sense then that the Silicon Vdley billionaire

wasflagging.

"Tdl him," Spenser whispered in his phone, "it's dowed at onefifty,

with maybe one more bid gtill forthcoming.”

"Hewantsto know if you've bid yet."

"No," Spenser sad, "but they know I'm here."

Spenser had bought from the auctioneer many times, the man had

been watching him like ahawk. Any smile, flinch or gesture of hiswould

be taken asahid.

"He asksthat you bid two hundred,” the aide relayed, "and blow

them out."

"Acknowledged,” Spenser said.

Then in dmost dow motion, he placed two spread-apart fingersto

hislips

"Thebid istwo hundred million,” the auctioneer said emotionlesdy.



A raise of fifty million when the auctioneer was begging for ten.

"I have two hundred million in theroom,” the auctioneer said quietly,

"anyonein for two hundred ten?"

The room was as silent as atomb. Spenser turned to the rear of the

room. The gray-haired man had vanished.

"Two hundred going once," the auctioneer said. "Going twice, fair
warning." He paused again. "Sold! Two hundred million, plus buyer's

premium, astunning buy it is"

The room, which had been silent, now rippled with contained applause.

Spenser stayed another half hour to arrange the crating and security

to thearport, and by five that night he was flying east for ddlivery. For
security purposes, Spenser had chartered a plane that could not be traced
to the Macau billionaire who was his client. The company wasfull
service--it would both transport him to Asaaswell asfacilitate the
ddivery of the artifact to its new home by armored car. He was amost

homefree.
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"So doesthis," Lincoln said, "and it barely uses any computer

power."

A buzzer sounded, then the ship dowed and went dead in the water.

>From the north, a black amphibious plane approached, made a pass
over the Oregon to check the direction of thewind by theflag on the

flagstaff, then gracefully dropped into the water and taxied dongside.

"The chairman has arrived,”" Kasm noted.

SIX DAY S AFTER depositing the Cubansin San Juan, the Oregon had
rounded the Cape of Good Hope. Inside the control room, the seas
beyond the bow were projected on a high-definition four-byeight-foot

screen. There wasllittle to see. The sun was dipping in the west, and the Oregon was in an empty part of
the Indian Ocean where few cargo

ships seamed. Twenty minutes ago, Hali Kasm had caught the glimpse
of abluewhale. Triggering the underwater sensors, Kasm made arecord
of the mass of the beast, then began to scan his data banksfor a

meatch.



"She'sanew ong" Kasm said.

Franklin Lincaln, the huge pitch-black man who was sharing duties
in the control room, stared up from his game of computer solitaire.

"Y ou need to find adifferent hobby."

"It passesthetime," Kasim noted.

ONCE SAFELY ABOARD the Oregon, Juan Rodriguez Cabrillo
made hisway to his stateroom. Walking inside, he shut the door,
tossed the bag containing his gray wig and fake beard on the bed, then
kicked off his shoes and started unbuttoning his shirt as he made his

way to the head.

Unlike most ships, where the bathroom facilities are dmost an afterthought,
hiswaslarge and opulent. A sunken copper tub with jets

sat againg the sde of the hull, with abrass-lined rectangular porthole
giving aview of the water outside. Angled next to the tub was a separate
shower decorated with Mexican tile. Along the bulkhead toward the

bow was a cabinet containing a copper sink, with drawers benegth.

Thefloor was dark hardwood with thick cotton throw rugs. A recessed
toilet was set back in the bulkhead across from the snk and a

Philippine carved mahogany Stting bench graced onewall.



Cabrillo stared a hisimagein the mirror above the snk.

His blond crew-cut hair wasin need of atrim and he made amental

note to schedule an appointment with the ship's barber, who aso doubled
asamasseuse. His skin had alight palor, the result of stress, he

knew, and his eyes showed red from the strain. He wastired and his

jointsfelt siff.

Sitting on the mahogany bench, he did off histrousers and stared

down at his prosthetic leg. The leg wasthe third he had owned since

he had lost it in anava battle with the Chinese destroyer Chengdo,
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when the Corporation had been covering aNUMA operation in Hong
Kong. But it was a good one--it worked amost as well asthe one he

had lost.

Rising, he walked over and began to draw a bath in the copper tub.

Whilethe bath filled, he shaved at the sink and brushed histeeth, then removed the prosthetic limb and
climbed into thewater. Ashe

soaked, histhoughts drifted back. . . .

CABRILLO CAME FROM afamily that had descended from the first
explorer to discover Cdifornia, but despite his Spanish surname,

he looked more like aMalibu surf rat than a conquistador. Hed been
rased in Orange County by an upper-middle-classfamily. Cdiforniain
the 1970s had seen wild times, filled with sex and drugs, but Cabrillo

had never drifted that way. By his nature, hed been both conservative
and patriotic, amost athrowback. When everyone he knew was growing
long hair, he'd kept his short and well groomed. When clothing

tastes had run toward torn denim and T-shirts, his wardrobe had remained
neat and presentable. But this had not been his own form of

protest against the time, it was just who he was.

And even today hewas ill abit of aclotheshorse.



In college hed mgjored in political science, and had been an active
member of hisuniversity's ROTC program. So it was not asurprise
when the CIA had offered him ajob at graduation. Juan Cabrillo was
just what they were seeking in new agents. He was bright without being

bookish, stable without being boring, and flexible without being outlandish.

Trained in Spanish, Russian, and Arabic, held proved a master at
disguise and stedlth. Inserted into a country, he could read the pulse of
the people ingtinctively. Fearless but controlled, within afew short years

he'd become avaluable asst.

Then came Nicaragua.

Teamed with another agent, he and his partner had been ordered to

stem the growth of the pro-communist Sandinistas, and at first Cabrillo
had made inroads. But within a year the Situation had spun out of
control. It was the oldest story in the world--too many chiefs and not
enough Indians. Chiefsin Washington caling the shots, netive Indians
in Nicaragua paying the price. And when bombs had burgt, the fallout

had blown back in their faces.

Cabrillo had been one of thefal guys, and he'd taken the hit for

his partner.



Now the partner, high up the ladder at the CIA, was repaying the
favor. The man had been funneling jobs to the Corporation amost since
their inception, but held yet to offer one with a potential payday this

large.

And al Cabrillo and histeam needed to do was to accomplish the

impossible.

WHILE CABRILLO FINISHED his bath and got dressed, Kasim and
Lincoln continued their watch. By thetime they wererelieved

a midnight, Kasm would log one more whale, Lincoln would have
played thirty-two games of Klondike, and both men would have read
three of the magazines that had been |oaded aboard in San Juan. Lincoln

tended to aviation periodicas, Kasm automobile digests.

Quite frankly, there was little work for the two men--the Oregon ran hersdlf.

THIRTY MINUTES LATER--clean and dressed in tan dacks, a
garched white shirt and a Bill Blass blazer--Juan Rodriguez Cabrillo
was Sitting at the large mahogany conference table in the corporate
meeting room. Linda Ross was acrossthe table, Spping aDiet

Coke. Eddie Seng sat next to Ross, flipping through a stack of papers.

Mark Murphy was farther down the table, stroking athrowing knife
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againg aleather strap. Murphy found the action relaxing and he tested

the edge against a piece of paper.

"How did the auction go?' Max Hanley asked.

"Thetarget brought two hundred million," Cabrillo said eeglly.

"Wow," Rosssad, "that's a hefty price.”



At the end of thetable, in front of abank of floor-to-ceiling monitors
that were currently blank, Michael Halpert turned on alaser pointer,

then pressed the remote for the monitors. He waited for Cabrillo, who

nodded for him to gart.

"The job came from Washington to our lawyer in Vaduz, Liechtengtein:
agtandard performance contract, half now, half on delivery. Five
million of the ten-million-dollar fee has dready been recaived. It was
washed through our bank in Vanuatu, then transferred to South Africa

and used to purchase gold bullion, aswe dl agreed.”

"It seems" Murphy said, shaving off adiver of paper with the knife,
"that after al those machinations, we should just stedl the Golden Buddha
for oursalves. It would save usahdl of alot of time and effort.

Either way, we end up with the gold.”

"Where'syour corporate pride?' Cabrillo said, smiling, knowing
Murphy wasjoking, but making the point anyway. "We have our reputation
to congder. Thefirst time we screw aclient, the word would

get out. Then what? | haven't seen any want ads for mercenary sailors



lately.”

"Y ou haven't been looking in the right newspapers,” Seng said, grinning.

"Try the ManilaTimes or the Bulgarian Bugle."

"That's the problem with stealing objects out of history books,"

Ross noted. "They'retough to resell.”

"I know aguy in Greece," Murphy said, "who would buy the Mona 1

Lia" |

Cabrillo waved his hands. "All right, back to business.”

A map of theworld filled the main monitor, and Halpert pointed , >

tothar destination. 1

"Asacrow flies, it's over ten thousand miles from Puerto Rico to

thislocation,” he noted. "By seg, it'salot farther.”

"We're going to run up the costs just getting there," Cabrillo said.
"Do we have any other jobslined up in that part of the world after we

finishwith this?'



"Nothing yet," Hal pert admitted, "but I'm working oniit. | did,

however, require the lawyer to include abonusif we ddliver the object

by acertain date.”

"How much and when?' Cabrillo asked.

"The bonusis another million," Halpert said. "The dateisMarch

thirty-first."

“Why March thirty-first?' Cabrillo asked.

"Because that's when they plan to have the leader return to his people.”

"Ah. Good. All right, so we have atota of seven days, three of

which will be spent traveling. That gives usfour daysto bresk into a

secure building, sted agold artifact that weighs six hundred pounds,

then trangport it nearly twenty-five hundred milesto amountain country

that most people have only heard about in school .”

Halpert nodded.

"Sounds like fun," Cabrillo sad.
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and opened it. "Has your company made arrangements with the armored

car to meet us at the airport in Macau?"

"Don't worry,” Gunderson said. "They've taken care of everything.”

THE PORT OF Aomen was bustling. Sampans and trading barges

shared the sea-lanes with modern cargo ships and afew high-performance
pleasure crafts. The wind was blowing from land to sea,

and the smd| of wood cooking fires on mainland Chinamixed with the
scent of spices being off-loaded. Twelve miles out in the South China

Sea, and only minutes from landing, Gunderson received clearancefor

final gpproach.

Spenser gtared at the Golden Buddha strapped down on the floor

acrosstheaide.

CHUCK "TINY" GUNDERSON was dining on sausage and dabs of

cheddar cheese as he steered the Citation X and watched the



mountainsthat lay below. Gunderson carried nearly 280 poundson his
sx-feet-four frame and had played tackle at the University of Wisconsin
before graduating and getting recruited by the Defense Intelligence
Agency. Gunderson's experience with the DIA had enhanced hislove of
flying, which held transferred into hisjob later in the private sector.
Right now, however, Gunderson was wishing he could have a bottle of
beer with hislunch. Instead, he finished awarm bottle of Blenheim's
ginger detowash it dl down. Checking the gauges every few minutes,

he found them dl in the green.

"Mr. Citation is happy," he said as he patted the automatic control

switch and checked his course.

Spenser made hisway forward to the cockpit, knocked on the door

AT THE SAME ingtant, Juan Cabrillo was enjoying an espresso after
amed of chateaubriand, mixed vegetables, acheese plate and
baked Alaskafor dessert. He held angpkin to his mouth as he talked

from the head tablein the ship's dining sdon.

"We have aman on the ground in Macau," he said. "H€ll arrange

trangportation once we have acquired the Buddha."



"What'shisplan?' Hanley asked.

"He'snot sureyet," Cabrillo admitted, "but he dways comes up

with something."

Seng was next to speak.

"I've retrieved detailed maps of the port, streets and entire city,"

Seng said. "Both the port and the airport are less than amile from where

we bdlieve the Golden Buddhawill be taken."

"That'sagood twist of luck," Linda Ross said.

"The entire country's only seven square miles," Seng said.
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"Arewe planning to anchor offshore?' Mark Murphy asked.

Cabrillo smply nodded.

"Then | need GPS numbers for the entire country,” Murphy noted,

"justincas"

Another hour would pass as the corporate officers hashed out de

tals.

i\ M," THE MAN sad quietly, "from."

The man who would benefit the most from the return of

the Golden Buddha had no idea of the magl strom of activity surrounding
him. He was meditating in atranquil rock garden outsde ahome

in Beverly Hills, Cdifornia. Now nearing seventy years old, he seemed
not to age as did ordinary men. Instead, the passage of time had smply

molded him into amore complete human being.



In 1959, the Chinese forced him to flee his own country for India.

In 1989, he'd received the Nobel Peace Prize for his continued work
toward the nonviolent freeing of hishomeland. In aworld wherea
hundred-year-old house was considered historic, this man was believed

to be the fourteenth incarnation of an ancient spiritua leader.

At thisingant, the Dalai Lamawastraveling on the winds of his

mind back to home.

WINSTON SPENSER WAStired and irritable. He had not had any
rest snceleaving London, and the dreariness of travel and his

age were catching up to him. Once the Citation X had rolled to astop
onthefar end of thefield, he waited while the pilot made hisway to
the door and extended the stairs. Then he climbed out. The armored
car was only feet away, with the rear doors open. To each side of the
vehiclewas aguard in black uniform with a bolstered weapon. They
looked about as friendly as alynch mob. One of the men approached.

"Where's the object?' he asked directly.

"In acrate insgde the main cabin,” Spenser said.

The man motioned to his partner, who walked over.



At judt that ingtant, Gunderson climbed down the gairs.

"Who areyou?' one of the guards asked.

“I'mthepilot”

"Back in the cockpit until were finished.”

"Hey," Gunderson started to say asthelarger of the two men

grabbed his arm and shoved him into the cockpit and dammed the door.
Then the two men eased the crate onto aroller ramp to the ground.
They pushed the crate on the ramp right into the truck. Two men
couldn't lift it. Once it wasinsde, the truck was pulled forward so they
could shut the doors. One of the guards was locking the doors when

Gunderson reappeared.

"Y ou can be sure thiswill be reported,” he said to the guard.

But the guard just smiled dightly and walked forward to climb into

the passenger sedt.

"A-MaTemple?' the driver said out the window.

"Yes" Spenser sad.



The guard pointed to adark green Mercedes-Benz limousine parked

nearby.

"Y ou're supposed to follow usin that."

Roalling up the window, the driver placed the armored car in gear

and started driving.

Spenser climbed into the limousine and set off in pursuit.

THE ARMORED CAR and the limousine carrying Spenser crossed the

Macau-Taipa Bridge, went around the cloverleaf, passed the Hotel

Lisboaand headed up Infante D. Henrique until the name changed and

the road became San Mo La, or the New Road. On the west end of the

idand, they reached the intersection of Rua das Lorchas and headed

south aong the waterfront.

The waterfront was like a scene from an adventure movie. Junks
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and sampans floated on the water, while the street along the water was
crammed with shops displaying everything from plucked chickensto
slver opium pipes. Tourists sood snapping pictureswhile buyersand

sdllers negotiated pricesin the singsong staccato of Cantonese.

At the fork with Rua do Almirante Sergio, the caravan veered

dightly left, drove past the bus termind, then entered the grounds of

the A-Ma Temple. The temple wasthe oldest in Macau, dating from

the fourteenth century, and it sat on adensely wooded hill with aview

of thewater. The complex held atota of five shrineslinked by winding
pebbled paths. The smdll of incense wasin the air as Spenser climbed
from the limousine and walked to the armored car. At just that instant,
someonelit acoil firecracker to chase away the evil spirits. Heingtinctively

ducked, staring up at the driver's open window.



"You okay, Sr?' the driver asked.

"Yes" Spenser said sheepishly, rising again to hisfull height. "I need

to step insde for amoment. If you will just wait here.”

The driver nodded and Spenser walked up the path.

Entering the A-Ma Temple, Spenser walked to arear room he knew
the leader of the monks used as an office, and knocked on the door.

The door opened, and a shaven-headed man dressed in ayellow robe

good smiling.

"Mr. Spenser," he sad, "you've comefor your crate.”

"Yes" Spenser sad.

The monk rang a bell and two more monks appeared from another

"Mr. Spenser is herefor the crate | spoke about,” the head monk



told them. "H€ll explain what to do."

A large donation to the temple had ensured that his decoy would

remain here until needed. A well-placed lie would solve therest.

"I have agilded Buddhaoutside I'd like to display for atime,”

Spenser said, smiling at the monk. "Do you have aspaceto put it?"

"Certanly,” themonk said. "Bringitingde.

Twenty minutes later the switch had taken place. The Golden Bud

dha

wasnow hiding in plain sight. Thirty minutes and lessthan amile

away, the armored car made itsfina delivery of the day. After the

guards were dispatched, Spenser stood with the Macau hillionaire, staring

at the object.

"It'smorethan | could have hoped for," the billionaire said.

But less than you think, Spenser thought. "I'm glad you likeit."

"Now we ceebrate,” the billionaire said, smiling.

Silver platters of delicacieslittered the long cherrywood tablein the



palatid dining room of the man's estate. Spenser had passed on the
monkey mest, aswell asthe seaurchin, and settled on poultry ina
peanut sauce. Still, the spicy sSde dishes were wreaking havoc with his

travel-weary stomach, and he just wished the night would end.

Spenser sat at the far end of the table, the owner at the head. A
total of six concubines were seated, threeto aside, in the middle. After
adessert of wild berry mousse, cigars and cognac, the man rose from

his seat.

"Shall wetake as0ak, Wingon?' he said, "and allow the ladiesto

dotheir job?

The man had no idea he would possess the faux Golden Buddhafor

less than aweek.

And Winston Spenser had no way to know he had less than afortnight

tolive
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Overholt was arunner.

He'd sarted the practice as asenior in high school, when the craze

had swept the country, fuded by the Jm Fixx book The Complete Runner. Throughout college and
graduate school he'd kept up the practice.

Marriage, joining the CIA, divorce and remarriage had not dowed down
his obsession. Running was one of the few thingsthat relieved the stress

of hisjob.

Stress was Overholt's other constant.

Sincejoining the CIA in 1981 fresh out of graduate school, he'd

served under six different directors. Now, for the first time in decades,
Langston Overholt IV had a chance to make hisfather's promise to the
Dda Lamaaredity, while at the sametime repaying hisold friend
Juan Cabrillo. He was wasting no time in moving his plans forward.

Just then, histelephone buzzed.

"Sir," hisassgtant said, "it'sthe DDO, held like to meet with you

assoon aspossible.”



Overholt reached for the phone.

LANGSTON OVERHOLT IV sat inhisofficein Langley, Virginia His
hipsrested in atdl leather chair sdewaysto the desk. In hishand

was a black racquetball paddle, its handle wrapped with white cloth
tape stained by sweat. Sowly and methodicaly, he hit ablack rubber
bal two feet in the air and then back down to the racquet. Every fourth

hit, he flipped the racquet over to change sides. The rhythmic action

helped him think.

Overholt was thin without being scrawny, more lean and sSinewy

than bony. One hundred and sixty-five pounds graced his six-foot-one-inch
frame, with skin stretched tight over muscles that were long and

squared rather than rounded and plump. Hisface was handsomein a
rugged way, rectangular in shape, with hard edges abounding. His hair

was blond, with just atouch of gray starting to appear at the temples,

and he had it trimmed every two weeks at the CIA barbershop insde

the compound.



THE WEATHER IN Washington, D.C., was as hot as Texas asphalt

and as steamy as abowl of green chili. Insde the White House,

the air conditioners were set as high asthey would go, but they just
couldn't drop the temperature below seventy-five degrees. The president's
home was aging, and there was just so much adaptation you

could make to an old building and till retain the historical structure.

"Has there ever been an officid photograph of the president sitting

inthe Ova OfficeinaT-shirt?" the president joked.

"I'll check, gir," said the aide who had just led the CIA director

indde.

"Thank you, John," the president said, digpatching the man.

The president reached across the desk and shook the director's hand

asthe aide closed the door to leave the men aone. The president motioned

for him to be seated.
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"These aides| have are sharp astacks,” the president noted as he
sat down, "but short on asense of humor. The kid's probably checking

with the White House historian as we speak.”

"If it was anyone," the director said, smiling, "I'd guessLBJ."

When you're seventeen years old and you know the director of the
Centrd Intelligence Agency, the spy game seems pretty cool. When you
later become president, you really have a chance to see what happens.
Time had not diminished his enthusiasm--the president ill found the

intelligence game fascinating.

"What have you got for me?' the president asked.



"Tibet," the director said without preamble.

The president nodded, then adjusted afan on his desk so that the

breeze swept evenly across both men. "Explain.”

The CIA director reached into his briefcase and removed some documents.

Then helaid out the plan.

bird fluttered around for afew seconds, then stopped and peered in the

window and looked directly toward Jintao.

"How would you cut costs?' Jintao said to the bird, "and where

dowefind oil ?'

IN BEIJNG, PRESIDENT Hu Jintao was studying documents that
showed the true state of the Chinese economy. The picture was grim.
The race to moderni zation had required more and more petroleumn, and
the Chinese had yet to locate any significant new reservesinside their
borders. The situation had not been such a problem afew years earlier,
when the price of oil had been at twenty-year lows, but with the recent
price spike upward, the higher costs were wreaking havoc. Adding to
the problem were the Japanese, whose thirst for oil had led to aprice

competition the Chinese could not hopeto win.



Jntao stared out the window. The air was clearer than usua today
--alight wind was blowing the smoke from the factories awvay from
central Beijing--but the wind was not so strong as to blow away the
soot that had landed on the windowslll. Jintao watched as a sparrow

landed on the sill. The bird'stiny feet made tracksin the powder. The

GOLDEN BUDDHA

65

Kasm was sound adeep, hisfeet up on the control pand. Hismouth

was partidly opened.

Kasm could deep through a hurricane, Lincoln thought, or inthis

part of the ocean, acyclone.

THE OREGON SWEPT past the Paracel 1dands under a pitch-black

night sky. Thear wasliquid with rain that fell in sheets. The



wind was blowing in gusts without firm direction or purpose. For severd
minutes it would rake the Oregon amidships, then quickly change

to blow bow on or stern first. The soggy flags on the stern were pivoting
onther daffs asfast asadetermined Boy Scout trying to light afire

with adtick.

Inside the control room, Franklin Lincoln stared &t the radar screen.
The edge of the storm began petering out just before the ship passed
the twenty-degree |atitude line. Walking over to a computer termina

in the control room, he entered commands and waited while the satellite

images of the Chinese coastline loaded.

A haze of smog could be seen over Hong Kong and Macau.

He glanced over & Hdi Kasam, who was sharing the night shift.

AT THE SAME time the Oregon was steaming east, Winston Spenser
awoke, sartled. Earlier in the evening he had visited the Golden
Buddhaat A-Ma Theiconwas il inthe mahogany crate, Sitting upright,
door opened, in the room whereit had been taken. Spenser had

gone adone; smple common sense dictated that asfew people as possible

know the actua location, but he'd found the experience unnerving.



Spenser knew the icon was nothing more than amass of precious

meta and stones, but for some strange reason the object seemed to have
alifeforce. The chunk of gold appeared to glow in the dim room, asif
illuminated by alight from within. Thelarge jade eyes seemed to follow

his every move. And whileits visage might gppear benign to some-- only that of a potbellied, smiling
prophet--to Spenser the image seemed

to be mocking him.

Asif he had not known it before, earlier in the evening Spenser had
become certain that what he had done was not a stroke of genius. The
Golden Buddha was not some canvas, dabbed with paint--it was the

embodiment of reverence, crafted with love and respect.

And Spenser had swiped it like acandy in adrugstore.

THE DALAI LAMA listened to the dow flow of water over the
smooth stones while he meditated. On the far reaches of hismind

was static, and he willed the disturbance to clear. He could see the ball
of light in the center of his skull, but the edges were rough and pulsating.

Sowly he smoothed the Sgnds, and the ball began to collgpseinon
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itself until only apinpoint of white light remained. Then he began to

scan hisphysicd shell.

Therewas adisturbance, and it was growing.

Eighteen minutes|ater, he came back into hisshell and roseto his

feet.

Eight yards away, Stting under a green canvas awvning aongside the
kidney-shaped pool on the estate in Beverly Hills, was his Chikyah
Kenpo. The Dala Lamawalked over. The Hollywood actor who was

hishost smiled and roseto hisfest.



"Itistimefor meto go home" theDda Lamasad.

There was no pleading or disagreement from the actor.

"Your Holiness" hesaid, "let mecdl for my jet.”

VICE PRESIDENT OF Operations Richard Truitt was still awake.
Hisbody clock had yet to adjust and his night was till Macau's

day. Logging on to his computer, he checked for messages. One had
been sent by Cabrillo afew hours before. Like every email hereceived

from the chairman, this one was short.

Confirmation received from the home of George. All systems go.

ETA 33 hours.

The CIA was il in and the Oregon would arrive in less than two

days time. Truitt had alot of work to complete in ashort span. Calling
down to the hotdl's twenty-four-hour room service, he ordered a mea
of bacon and eggs. Then he walked into the bathroom to shave, shower

and pick hisdisguise.



IN THE NORTH of Tibet, on the border between U-Tsang and Amdo
province, the Basatongwula Shan mountains towered over the

plains. The peak was a snowcapped sentinel watching over an area
wherefew men trod. To the untrained eye, the lands around Basatongwula
Shan looked barren and desol ate, awasteland best |eft aone and

deserted. On the surface, this may have been true.

But undernesth, hidden for centuries, was a secret known only by

afew.

A yak waked dowly along arocky path. On his back was a black
myneah bird that remained silent as he hitched aride. Sowly at first, but
growing inintengity, alight tremor rippled acrossthe land. The yak
began to shake in fear, causing the bird to take to the air. Digging his
cloven hoovesinto the soil, he stood firm as the land trembled. Then
dowly the disruption passed and the earth tilled. The yak resumed his

journey.



Within minutes, the fur on hislegs and lower body was covered

with ahaze from amineral that over countless generations had made

some men rich and others go mad.
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Cabillo lifted his cup of coffee and then stood up. "We're less than

twenty-four hoursfrom port. How are things going in the Magic Shop?”

"Mogt of the props are constructed and I'm starting on the disguises.”

"Excdlent," Cabrillo sad.

"Do you have any preferencesfor your look?' Hanley asked.

"Try to keep thefacid hair toaminimum,” Cabrillo said. "It can



be muggy in Macau.”

Hanley rose from the table. " Sahib, your wish ismy command.”

IUAN CABRILLO FINISHED thelast bite of an omdet filled with

apple-smoked bacon and Gorgonzola cheese, then pushed the plate

avay.

"It'sawonder we dl don't weigh three hundred pounds,” he said.

"The jaapeno cheese grits alone were worth waking up for,” Hanley

noted. "l just wish the chef would have consulted with my ex-wife. |

might still be married.”

"How'sthe divorce going?' Caburillo asked.

"Pretty good,” Hanley admitted, "considering my reported income



last year was only thirty thousand dollars.”

"Just befair,” Cabrillo cautioned. "1 don't want any lawyers snooping

around.”

"You know | will," Hanley said as herefilled their coffee cupsfrom
adlver thermd carafe on thetable. "I'm just waiting for Jeanieto cam

down."

WHEN THE OREGON had been refitted by the Corporation in the
shipyard in Odessa, two decks had been ingtalled inside the hull,

giving theinterior atotd of threelevels, not including the raised pilothouse.
Thelowest level housed the engines and physica plants, dong

with the moon pool, machine shops, armory and storage rooms. One
level above, reached by metd stairs or the single heavy-lift evator
amidships, was the deck containing communications, wegpon systems,
avariety of shopsand offices, alargelibrary, acomputer room and a
map room. Thethird level housed the dining room, recreation rooms,
afull gym, plus crew cabins and meeting and boardrooms. Leve three

was surrounded by atwo-lane running track for exercise. The Oregon was acity unto itsalf.

Hanley walked from the dining room and across the running track,

then eschewed the elevatorsfor the stairs. Opening the door, he started



down. The stairway was paneled with mahogany and it by sconces. At
the bottom Hanley stepped onto athick carpet in aroom with insetsin
the wallsthat held plagues and medas awarded by grateful customers

and nations to the men and women of the Oregon.

He made hisway forward toward the bow until thewallsin the

hallway turned to glass on the port side. Behind the glass was what

could have passed for aHollywood costume and set shop. Kevin Nixon

raised his head and waved.
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Hanley opened the door to the shop and entered. It was cool insde

and the air was scented with the smells of grease, vinyl and wax. A

Willie Nelson CD was seeping from hidden speskers.

"How long have you been here?' Hanley asked.

Nixon was sitting on athree-legged stoal in front of ametal-framed,
wood-topped workbench that had aring of hand tools around the perimeter.
In his hands he held an ornamental headdress with silken gold

fabric that flowed down hisright sdeto thefloor.

"Two hours," he said. "I woke up early, checked my e-mail and got

the preiminary specs.”

"Did you eat breakfast?' Hanley asked.

" just grabbed somefruit,” Nixon said. "'l need to drop ten pounds

or s0."

Nixon was abig man, but he carried hisweight well. If you saw
him on the street, you would think him stocky but not fat. But hewas

in aconstant battle, hisweight running from 240 pounds to 210, depending



on hisvigilance. Last summer, when held taken afew weeks
off and hiked the Appaachian Trail, hed gotten down to 200, but his
sedentary life aboard ship and the charms of the chef's cooking had

caught up to him.

Hanley walked over to the bench and stared at Nixon's work.

"That'sreigiousgarb?'

"For aMacanese in aGood Friday parade, itis."

"Well need atotd of six sets" Hanley said.

Nixon nodded. "I figured two shaman and four penitents.”

Hanley walked over to the wall, where several more benches were

abutting the bulkhead. "I'm going to start on the masks."

Nixon nodded and reached for aremote control for the CD player.

He punched a button and Willie stopped. Johnny Riverss” Secret Agent

Man" began to play.



"Kevin," Hanley said easlly, "you just love to do that, don't you?"

"Therésaman who livesalife of danger,” Nixon sang in abaritone.

TRUITT SENT A map showing the parade route for Good Friday,"
Cabrillo said. "We lucked out--traffic in the downtown areawill

be a asandstill."

Eddie Seng reached across the table for one of the folders. "It's
surprising that the Chinese would have such alarge celebration for

something that concerns Chridtianity.”

"Macau was a Portuguese possession from 1537 until 1999," Linda

Ross noted. "Roughly thirty thousand of the population is Catholic.”

"Plusthe Chineselove fettivads" Mark Murphy said. "They'll form

aparade at the drop of ahat.”

"Truitt said they are going to do the same aslast year and put on
amassivefireworks display over the city,” Cabrillo said, "fired froma

series of bargesin the bay.”



"So the cover of night and awaning moon no longer apply,” Franklin

Lincoln noted.

Lincoln'sfriend Hai Kasm couldn't resist. "A red shame, Frankie--

you blend in so well when the sky isdark.”

Lincoln turned toward Kasm and brushed his nose with hismiddle

finger. "That's okay, Kaz, the fireworks aso make it harder for you lily-white

Hugh Grant types."

"Therés dill the question of weight,” Cabrillo said, ignoring the

exchange. "The Golden Buddhaweighs six hundred pounds.”

"Four men on each side could lift that weight without too much

grainon their backs" JuliaHuxley sad.

"I think I'll have Hanley and Nixon fabricate something," Cabrillo

sad. "Any suggestions?'

The crew continued planning the operation--Macau was just about

aday'ssal away.
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THE CHAIRMAN OF the Tibet Autonomous Region, Legchog Raidi

Zhuren, was reading areport on the fighting just across the border

in Nepd. Last night, government forces had killed nearly three hundred

Maoist insurgents. Theferocity of the attacks on the communist rebels

had been increasing since spring 2002. After several years of growing

rebel activity, the Nepaese government had begun to fed threatened

and findly started to take firm action. The United States had sent army

Green Beret advisorsto the areato coordinate strikes, and almost immediately

the body count had begun to grow.

To prevent the fighting from spilling over acrossthe border into
Tibet, Zhuren had needed to cdl Beijing for additional troopsto station

them on the high mountain passesthat led from Nepal to Tibet. Presdent



Jntao had not been happy about the devel opment. In the first

place, the cost to secure Tibet wasincreasing a atime the president
wanted to cut costs. In the second place, the Specid Forces advisors
added adimension of danger to the mission. If asingle American soldier
was wounded or killed by Chinese forces protecting the Tibet border,
Jntao was worried the Stuation might spira out of control and China

would be embroiled in another Korea.

What Legchog Zhuren did not know was that Jintao was starting

to congder Tibet more of aliability than an asset. Thetiming was critica
--if the Tibetan people launched a popular uprising right now,
Chinamight have another Tiananmen Square on its hands, and the
world mood was not the same asin 1989. With thefdl of communism
in the Soviet Union and their increasingly close relations with the United
States, any heavy-handed action againgt the Tibetan population might

be met with force from two fronts.

American forces could be launched from carriersin the Bay of Benga
and from basesin occupied Afghanistan, while Russian ground

forces could sweep in from the republics of Kyrgyzstan and Kazakhstan,
aswell asthe area of far eastern Russawhere it bordered northern

Tibet. Then therewould be afree-for-al.

And for what? A smdll, poor mountain country Chinahad illegdly



occupied?

The reward didn't equa therisk. Jintao needed to find face--and

he needed it fast.
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Macau and into the United States, would run him another million or
s0. Asareault, right at thisingtant, for al practica purposes, Spenser

was broke.

The art dedler had tapped dl his available savings and business lines

of credit to fund his nefarious operation--if he didn't have the commission
check lying before him on the table, hed bein trouble. If Spenser

had not been completely certain he had a buyer for the Golden

Buddha, he might be worried. Tearing the dip of paper from the pad,

he tore the note into tiny pieces, tossed the piecesin the toilet and

flushed. Then he poured himself haf aglass of Scotch to cam histrembling

hands. It had taken Spenser alifetimeto build his reputation-- and if his crime was known, it would be
gonein seconds.



Money and gold can make men do strange things.

WINSTON SPENSER TOOK his pen to paper to taly hisill-gotten
gains. The 3 percent commission on the original $200 million

sde of the Golden Buddhawas $6 million. Thiswas hardly asmall sum.
Infact, it was just over five times Spenser'sincome last year--but it was
adrop in the bucket compared to the money he was about to collect

for dling it again.

In thefirgt place, againgt the $6 million commission check, he had

the cost of the decoy. Thefabricatorsin Thailand had charged nearly a
million for that. In the second place, the company held had hired in
Genevarto transport the Golden Buddhato Macau and provide armored-car
serviceto A-Mahad charged too much, aflat fee of $1 millionfor

their services, while Spenser had quoted the billionaire acost of one-tenth

of that S0 as not to arouse suspicion. Bribes now, and in the next

few days, when Spensar was planning to trangport the original out of

THREE-QUARTERS OF THE way across the globe and sixteen time
zones digtant, it was dmost midnight, and the Silicon Vdley software
billionaire was passing histime making changesto his newest

yacht. The blueprints for the massive 350-foot-long vessel had been crested



on a computer, designed on acomputer and refined on a compuiter.

Each individua piece could be highlighted and changed, al the way

down to the screws that attached the thirty toilets to the deck. Right

now, the billionaire was playing around with the furnishings and uphol sery,

and his ego was running rampant.

The computer would generate afull-bodied hologram of him to welcome
guests to the main deck salon, and that had been a cool touch,

but at thisinstant he was deciding what font would be best for his
initials, which were to be sewn into the fabric on al the couches and
chairs. A few years ago, hed bought himsdf aminor British title that

had come complete with acoat of arms, o heinserted the script held
selected into the emblem, then overlaid that onto the fabric. A cameo

of my face might look better, he thought, as he stared at the royd crest.
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Then people could sit on my face. Theidea brought asmile; he was il

smiling when his Philippine houseboy entered the room.

"Madter," he said dowly, "I'm sorry to bother you, but you have a

long-distance telephone call from oversess.”

"Did they say their name?" he asked.

"He said he was afriend of thefat golden one," the man said.

"Put him through,” the billionaire said, smiling, "a once."

THE TIME WAS just before four in the afternoon in Macau, and
while he waited for the software billionaire to come online, Spenser
was fiddling with a voice-dteration device that he had placed over

his satdllite telephone. He had placed a new battery in the device and
thetiny light was blinking green, but till he questioned if the scrambler

would work as advertised.

"Yo," the billionaire said as he came on the line. "What have you

got for me?"



"Areyou ill interested in owning the Golden Buddha?' a

mechanical-sounding voice asked.

"Sure," the billionaire said. At the sametime, heinput commands
into the computer hooked to his telephone to counter the effects of the

scrambler. "But not at two hundred million."

"l was thinking"--the man's voice was scrambled, but then the
computer did its magic and the voice cleared--"a price of one hundred

million."

A British accent, the software billionaire thought. Talbot had told
him a British desler had made the successful bid for the Buddha, and
maybe he had acquired it for a British collector--but that made no
sense. No one would buy something for $200 million, only to offer it
afew dayslater for half that. The dealer must have pulled the old

switcheroo--or he was offering afake.

"How do | know what you are offering isred?' the software billionaire

asked.

"Do you have someone who can date gold?" Spenser asked.

"I can find someone," the billionaire said.



"Then I'll send you adiver of metal dong with avideotape of me
removing it from the bottom of the artifact. The gold used in the Buddha

was mined in--"

"1 know the higtory," the billionaire said, cutting him off. "How

are you going to send the sample?’

"I'll FedEXx it thisevening," Spenser said.

Thebillionaire reded off an address, then asked, "If it checks out,

inwhat form will you want payment?'

"I'll accept awire transfer of American dollarsto an account Il

Specify a thetime of the transfer,” Spenser said.

"Sounds reasonable,”" the billionaire said. "I'll set it up tonight. One
more thing, though," the billionaire added. "I just hope you're better at
gedling than you are at picking electronics. Y our choicein voice-ateration

equipment is second-rate--your accent is as British as beans on toast, and that gives me a pretty good
ideaof who you are.”

Spenser gared at the flashing green light in disgust, but said nothing.

"So just remember,” the billionaire finished, "if you try and screw me--1 can be red unpleasant.”



ULL STOP," HANLEY ordered.

The Oregon had crossed the outer edge of the harbor just after

11 am. and picked up the pilot. Severa containerized shipsleaving port

had dowed their progress, and the trip to amooring buoy in the water

just off the main portion of the port had required most of the next hour.

Thetimewas just before noon when the vessel wasfindly secured.

Cabrillo stood next to Hanley at the helm and stared at the city,

which encircled the harbor. The pilot had just Ieft, and he watched the

stern of the boat retreating.

"Y ou don't think he noticed anything unusual?* Cabrillo asked.

"| think we're okay," Hanley answered.
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The Corporation's previous ship, the Oregon |, had been involved

in a sea battle off Hong Kong afew years before, which had resulted

in them sinking the Chinese navy vessdl Chengdo. If the Chinese officids
figured out thiswas the same crew that had sunk their multimillion-dollar

destroyer, they'd dl be hung as spies.

"Truitt arranged for usto receive our cover cargo the day after
tomorrow," Cabrillo said, scanning the sheet of paper on aclipboard
that listed the operationd plans. "Y ou're going to love this-it'saload

of fireworks bound for Cabo San Lucas."

"The Oregon ddlivering fireworks," Hanley said quietly. "It seems

sofitting."



THE EXECUTIVE JET termind in Honolulu was plush without being
ogtentatious. It was cool ingde, the air conditioning maintaining

an even seventy degrees. The smoked-glass windows gave the lobby
aclear view of the runways, and Langston Overholt IV passed thetime
watching aseries of private jets gppear in the night sky and then touch
down and taxi over to the refueling area near private hangars. Overholt
never saw the passengers of thejets; they were either met by limousines
or large black SUV's on the tarmac then transferred to their locations,
or they stayed aboard while the jets were refueled and continued on
their journies. Pilots or copilots came and went--stopping for weather
briefings, to use the restrooms, to grab a cup of coffee or apastry from
apantry to the side of the lobby--but for the most part it was quiet in
amid-evening lull. Overholt rose from the couch, waked over to the
pantry and poured acup of coffee, then was removing abananafrom

afruit basket on the table when histelephone vibrated.

"Overhadlt," he said quietly.

"Sir," avoice afew thousand miles away said steadily, "tracking

reports the target on fina approach.”

"Thank you," Overholt said as he disconnected.

Then he peded the banana, ate it and walked over to the flight desk.



Taking aleather badge cover from the breast pocket of his suit, he
flipped it open and handed it to the clerk. The man quickly scanned the
golden eagle, then perused the ID card showing Overholt's picture and

title

"Yes, dr," theclerk said.

"l need to talk to the party on the Falcon you have inbound for

landing.”

The man nodded and reached for a portable radio on hisbelt. "I'll

notify the ramp and call for agolf cart. Isthere anything ese you need?’

Overholt turned and stared out the window. Thelight mist was

turning to rain.

"Do you have an umbrelal can borrow?'

The clerk was on the radio calling out to the ramp attendants and

nodded a Overholt'srequest. "Y ou can use mine," the clerk said, reaching

under the counter and handing it across the desk.

Overhoalt dipped his hand in histrouser pocket and removed a

money clip, then peded off afifty. “The CIA would like to buy you



dinner tonight,” he said, smiling.

"Isthiswhen you say you were never here?' the clerk said, smiling

inturn.

"Something likethat." Overholt nodded.

The man pointed to the doors. "Y our golf cart ishere.”

Outsde the window, the landing lights on the Falcon jet reflected

off thelight rain and the wet surface asit lowered onto the runway

with achirp from thetires. A truck with aflashing light bar mounted

on the roof raced down an accessroad in hot pursuit. The truck would

lead the jet to the spot for refueing.

Then Overholt could board and ask the Daa Lamaif he was ready

for thejourney.
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MACAU IS A tiny country congsting of three smdl idands connected
by causeways. The farthest north is Macau, which houses

the government buildings, the middle idand, Taipa, hasamanmade
extension for the airport and runways, and is connected to the main
body of theidand with apair of roads; and the farthest south idand is
Coloane. To the north and east of the country is the Chinese mainland,

and to the west, across the body of water known as Zhujiang Kou, is

Hong Kong.

Formerly a Portuguese colony, the country had reverted to Chinain

1999 and was administered as a special region smilar to Hong Kong.

The landmass of Macau isamere 9.1 square miles, or just under asixth

of the size of Washington, D.C. The population is estimated at around

430,000 people.

The Oregon was moored off Coloane, and nearest to international



waters.

"Dick," Cabrillo said as he reached the top of the ladder leading

from the shore boat to the pier, "how goesit?'

"Mr. Chairman,” Truitt said, "l think dl isin order.”

Bob Meadows and Pete Jones, former Navy SEAL s and operational
specidigts, dong with security and survelllance expert Linda Ross, followed.

Oncethey were dl on the pier, Truitt motioned to the van.

"L et me show you the layout,” Truitt said quietly asthey al entered

thevan.

Truitt steered the van onto the 1.3-mile-long bridge that would take
them to Taipa. It was quiet insde the van, the only sound coming from

thetires asthey periodicaly crossed over the expansion joints.

"ThisisTaipa" Truitt said asthe van reached theidand. "Two
bridges lead to Macau. Well take the shorter, which isabout amile

and ahdf long."

As Truitt steered the van onto the second bridge, Cabrillo stared to

the west across the water toward the other bridge and Hong Kong. The



road was crowded with trucks carrying cargo from the seaportsand air

termind, but the traffic was moving fadt.

"Can the authorities sedl off the bridges?' he asked.

"Thereare no gates per sg,” Truitt said, "but they could easily station

large trucks on the approaches and we'd be in trouble.”

The high-rises on Macau were becoming more visible through the

windshield.

"We're not going to luck out and have the building located aong

the waterfront?' Linda Ross asked.

"Sorry, Linda," Truitt said, glancing in the rearview mirror, "his

homeisonthehillade"

Cabrillo was staring ahead at the mass of humanity and buildings

asthe van covered thefina hundred yards over the bridge. "So if we're

caught making arunfor it ..." Hisvoicetrailed off.

Truitt dowed the van and turned onto a crowded side street. "That's

the score, boss,” he said quietly.
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"How come we never sed thingsthat are hidden in the middle of

nowhere?' Meadows asked.

"Because the stuff we're paid to do never happensin an isolated

area," Jonessad, amiling.

LANGSTON OVERHOLT HAD needed more time with the Dalai
Lamato explain his proposd, so held made aquick cal to Washington,
then boarded the Falcon. Flying againgt the sun had made the

night last along time--it was till dark when they stopped in Manila

to refud. Lifting from the tarmac at ManilaInternationa Airport, the



pilot set acourse skirting Vietnam then over the southernmost strip of
Thailand above Hat Y a. Once he passed over Thailand, hed make a
sweeping turn north over the Andaman Sea, stop at Rangoon for more
fuel, and then he could make it to Punjab, where the Daa Lamawould
takeasmd| planetherest of theway to Little Lhasa, hisexilehomein

northern India

Oncethe jet reached cruising dtitude, Overholt continued the conversation.

"Y our father was afriend of mine," the Dda Lamasaid quietly,
"s0 I've listened carefully to your proposal. But you have yet to explain
how we make the Chinese smply hand back my country. Y ou know |

cannot agreeto thisif there will be bloodshed.”

"The president fedsif we enlist the Russians help, the threat of war

might make the Chinese back down. Their economy isin apinch right

now--the cost to occupy your country is starting to mount.”

"So you bdievethefinancid motiveissufficient?’ theDda Lama

asked.

"It might help if you offered them the Golden Buddha," Overholt

sad, saving hissliver bullet for thelagt.

TheDda Lamasmiled. "Like your father, you are afine man, Lang-ston,



but in this case your information is faulty. The Golden Buddha

was solen when | went into exile. The government-in-exile no longer

hasit to offer."

The sun wasfindly appearing over the horizon and it illuminated
the wings on the Falcon jet in agolden glow. To the rear of the plane
agteward was preparing alight breskfast of juice and muffins. Thetime

had come for Overholt to show his hand.

"The United States has a plan to liberate the Golden Buddha," he

sad. "We should haveit in afew days."

The Dala Lamas smilebecameagrin. "l must say that isvery
unexpected news. Now | can see why you have flown hafway around

the world with me."

Overholt smiled and nodded. "' So you think the Chinese will accept

the icon as payment when combined with the threet of war?'

The Dada Lamashook hishead. "No, my CIA friend, | do not. The



true secret of the Golden Buddhaisingde. . . asecret the Chinese would

pay dearly for."

EXITING THE BRIDGE, Truitt steered the van through the clover-.? leaf. The thousand-room Hotel
Lisboaand casino wasto theright f

asthey drove west on Avenida Dr. Mario Soares. To theright, the Bank
of Chinasoared into the air, apink granite-and-glass structure whose
top levels dlowed the occupants a view across the border into China.
"For anticapitaists, they build anice bank,” Meadows said quietly.

No one replied; they were enamored with the scenery. Central Macau
was a strange mishmash of new and old, European and Asian, traditiona
and modern. Truitt reached Rua da Praia Grande and turned

|eft.

"Fromwhat I'm told, thisused to be abeautiful drive," Truitt said, "until construction started on the Nam
Van Lakes Reclamation Project.”

The road was clogged with construction trucks, cement mixers and

pilesof maerids.
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Driving farther, the road became Avenida da Republica and skirted

Nam Van Lake.

"That'sthe governor'sresdence,” Truitt said, pointing up the hill.

"I'm taking usthelong way around thetip of the peninsulaso you can
see the geography. The hill north of the governor'sresidence is named
Penha. Thisone on the end isBarraHill. Our target is between the two,

on astreet named Estrada da Penha."

Angling left on the road, they climbed arise until the van reached
Estradade D. Joao Paulino. Turning aquick right, they drove afew
yards and made another sharp right onto Estrada da Penha, which
formed awavy U shape around the top of the hill until it met back up

with Joao Paulino.

The van passed the bottom of the U and was hadfway up the side

when Truitt dowed. "Thar she blows."



"She' wasamansion, an old eegant structure worthy of alanded
family. A tall sonewall encircled the grounds, broken only by a
wrought-iron gate and the creeping growth of ivy. Giant, perfectly
placed trees, planted generations past, studded the expanse of emerald
grass. Asthe van rolled past, a croquet field was visible off to the Side.

Farther to the right, down a cobblestone driveway, was atwo-story garage building, where a handyman
was s0gping down aMercedes-Benz

limoudne

The mansion looked like awedlthy nineteenth-century shipowner
could live there now; the only compromise for the times was the series

of security cameras atop the ssone wall fronting the strest.

"There are Sx cameras Strategically located around the grounds.”
The van was gpproaching the junction with Joao Paulino, and Truitt

dowed before commenting.

"That would complicate things” Truitt said, ashe dowed for the

stop sign, "except for onething | failed to mention.”

"What's that?' Cabrillo asked.



"Our target isthrowing ahuge party,” Truitt said as he steered the

van left, "and we're booked as the entertainment.”
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Truitt took the scenic way back, past the temple and along the waterfront.

'ELL?" THE SOFTWARE hillionaire asked pointedly.

,» Onethousand dollarsto the Stanford scientist had pro



cured
hisservices, acal to the president of the university reminding him

of past donations had opened up the full use of the [aboratory.

"The date shows thirteenth century, but for meto give you amore
accurate estimate of the areafrom which it was mined, I'll have to melt

haf of your sample.”

"Well? What are you waiting for?"

"It's going to take methirty or forty-five minutes," the scientist said,
dready growing weary of the billionaire's rude manner. "Why don't
you head to the cafeteriaand grab something to drink?’

"Do they have Chai tea?' the billionaire said.

"No," the scientist said wearily, "but there's a Starbucks on the

commons that does."

After giving him directionsto the Starbucks, he waited until the man
walked out and closed the door to the laboratory.

"ldiot," the scientist said.

Then hewalked over to asmall kiln and did the metal plate holding
the shaving of gold inside. After it melted, he placed the sampleinside
acomputer-powered sampler that would give abreakdown of the percentages

of the other metals present. By comparing the ratios with



known ores dready mined, the scientist could determine the generd area

where the gold had been mined.

Ashewaited for the machine to perform its magic, the scientist read

askiing magazine. Twenty minuteslater, the machine stopped.

THE PRESIDENT OF the United Stateswas Sitting in an Adirondack 1

chair behind the main house a Camp David, Maryland. The pres-1 ident of Russia sat acrossfrom him,
awooden table separating the two.

Though not visible, $2 billion in foreign aid was on thetable,

"How doesit sound, VIad?' the president asked.

"Y ou know I've never been abig fan of the Chinese,” the Russian
presdent said, "but theforeign aid isonly abandage. My country's

factories need ordersfor our economy to mend itsdlf.”

The president nodded. "The biggest-ticket itemsin my budget are
adwaysthe military planes and ships. The Taiwanese have got ashopping

list amilelong. What if | could steer some of that business your

way?"'

The Russan president smiled. "Y ou are acrafty one," he said.



"Y ou've managed to give me what my country needs while at the same
time pitting us againgt the Chinese, who as you well know make an

enemy of anyonewho befriends Tawan."

The president rose from the chair and stretched. "Now, Viad," he
sad, "isn't that the nucleus of negotiation--to give both sdeswhat they

want?'

"| think," the Russian president said, riang, "we may just havea

ded."

"Good, then,” the president said, motioning toward the dining hall.

"What do you say we go see what kind of piethe chef hasin the oven?’

" ATANPAN

r | "HE GOLD WAS mined somewhere in the area of Burma," the
-A. scientist said when the billionaire returned, clutching a paper cup

of tea

"Can you be more specific?"

"South of the twenty-degrees |atitude line, which means southern

Vietnam, Laos, Thaland or Burma. | can try to pin it down more, but



it will taketime"

The billionaire s pped the tea, then shook his head back and forth.

"Don't bother, you said the magic word.”

The hillionaire started toward the door while at the sasmetimere
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moving acdlular telephone from hisbelt. "Bring the car around,” he']

said to the driver. Then he disconnected and reached for the door.

"Do you want your gold back?' the scientist shouted acrossthe

|aboratory.



"Keepit," the billionaire shouted. "1've got alot more where that

camefrom.”

"Y ou're most generous,” the scientist muttered as he scraped the
sample from the now-coal plate and did it into the envelope with the

other.

Carrying the envelope over to his desk, he tossed it into the top
drawer. Then he walked to the door, shut off the lights, and locked the
door to the laboratory behind him. A few minutes later, he wastooling

across campus on his moped, still shaking his head at the strange encounter.

Hanley said. "I'll break out arepeater we can place on BarraHill so

we're not using loca channds™

"Better place abeacon up there, too,” Nixon said, glancing at the
clipboard. "Murphy wants afixed targeting point if he needsto loose

amissle”

"Murphy," Hanley said, shaking his head, "he'd drive athumbtack

with adedgehammer.”

Nixon turned on an exhaust vent, then did hisleg over the motorcycle
and poked the kick starter. The machine roared to life and settled

into anidle. Shutting it off, he moved toward the second motorcycle



and repeated the process. The hours passed as the pair of men checked

then double-checked the equipment.

INSIDE A STORAGE hold on the lower leve of the Oregon, Hanley
was standing with Kevin Nixon, staring a a collection of wheded

conveyances.

"For certain, we should have a couple of the motorcyclesand at j

least one of the dl-terrain vehicles prepared,” Hanley said.

Nixon nodded, then walked over to one of the motorcycles. Since
thelast timeit had been used, it had been cleaned and diled. All the
tools used by the Corporation were kept in a constant state of readiJ

ness--it was one of the easiest ways to ensure success.

"I'll go ahead and test run everything,” Nixon said. "Want meto

fabricate Macau license plates for each?”

"Sounds good,” Hanley said. "Just standard tags, nothing diplomeatic.”



Nixon stared at the clipboard with the sheet of paper Cabrillo had
prepared earlier. "L ooks like Ross wants earpiece communications for

the ground operators, with a secondary channel to reach the ship.”

"Make sure the batteries are charged, and check everything out,”

AT THE SAME ingtant, closer to the stern, Mark Murphy wasin the
armory. The room had abench containing rel oading equipment

and rows of drawers containing ammunition, charges, timers and fuses.
Along the walls were a series of recessed cases that housed automatic
weapons, rifles and handguns. The room smelled of gunpowder, metdl

andail.

Partsof aU.S. Army M-16 sat atop a piece of cloth on the bench.

Murphy pushed the button on adigital timer, then reached for the stock and began to assemble the
weapon. A minute later, he pushed the timer

again, then raised hishandsin the air. One minute and four seconds--he
was dow today. Walking over to an ammunition drawer, he began to

remove banana clips and load them with different types of ordnance.

"God, | lovemy job," he said doud.

THE VAN WAS entering the bridge leading from Macau to Taipa.

"The Minutemen," Cabrillo said. "Where did you come up



with that name?'
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"It could be construed as an homage to Paul Revere and the revolutionary

way," Truitt sad, laughing.

"Wouldn't that be Paul Revere and The Raiders?' Jones said.

"But in fact," Truitt continued, "it's the name of the band that was

aready hired.”



"Won't it be crowded when two bands show up?' Ross asked.

"It would be, but the real Minutemen, a Cdifornia cover band doing
atour of the Far East, was detained in Bangkok after atwo-week stint
in the Phuket bars. Apparently acustoms officid found ajoint in the

drummer's shaving kit."

"Planted?" Caburillo asked.

"Had to," Truitt noted. "The Minutemen are probably the only

band in these parts that are clean--they met one another in atwelve-step

group.”

"The boys sound dl right,” Meadows said. "Y ou can't fault someone
who'sturned hislife around--we shouldn't let them rot in a Thailand

prison.”

"Not to worry, the customs officid ison our payroll,” Truitt said.

"Theré's no record of the stop. One of our peoplein Caiforniamade
contact with their management company and explained the Situation,

and we upgraded them to first class for the flight home since the Macau
gig wasthe last one on the tour. Right now, the Minutemen are convinced

they were criticaly helpful in thewar on terrorism--as per our



standard cover story."

The van rolled onto Taipa and started across the idand.

"| just have one question,” Cabrillo said. "Which one of usisthe

lead Snger?"

DC

THE DALAI LAMA walked down the steps of the jet in Jdandhar,

in the Punjab province of India, into an unusudly hot day. Despite
hisforty-five yearsin exilein India, he had never learned to adjust to
the weather. His Holiness was aman from the mountains and he missed
snow and cold temperatures. He sniffed the air for the dightest smell
from the glaciersfar to the north. Instead of snow and pinetrees, his
nose was assaulted by fumes from the trucks passing by the airport on

the traffic-packed highway.

He smiled anyway and gave thanks.



"Looks like my trangportation ishere," he said to Overholt, who

had joined him on the tarmac.

A large, sngle-engine Cessna Caravan was nearby, with apilot doing

awak-around.

"Very good, Your Holiness" Overholt said.

"Assoon as| return, | will meet with my advisors and the oracle,”
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the Dalal Lamasaid, staring directly into Overholt'seyes. "If they agree
and you can ensure me no bloodshed, then | will agreeto the planwe

have desgned.”

"Thank you, Y our Holiness"

The Daa Lama began to walk toward the Cessna, then stopped
and turned around. "I will pray for your father and for you," he said

quietly, "and pray thisal works out.”

Overholt amply smiled asthe Dala Lamaturned and waked over

to the steps, then climbed into the Cessnafor the rest of hisjourney. As
soon as he was seated, the Dalai Lamaturned to one of his assistants.
"Assoon aswearivein Little Lhasa, | will need the trunk containing

the Golden Buddha documents brought to my office."



The assstant scribbled noteson asmall pad. ;

"Then | will need to see my doctor,” he said quietly. "Thereis

something wrong with my physical shell.”

"Asordered, Y our Holiness" theade said, "1 shdll do."

The pilot started the engine on the Cessnaand ran through his

checks. Four minutes later he was rolling toward arunway, and afew
minutes after that he was airborne. Overholt stood on the tarmac and
watched as the Cessnalifted off the ground and made a climbing turn
to the right. The Caravan was just a speck against the backdrop of the

white cloud cover before he turned to the pilot of the Falcon.

"Mindif | catch aride back to SantaMonicawith you?" he asked.
"We're going that way anyway, Sr," the pilot sad. "Might aswell

tagdong.”

OVERHOLT HAD A quality that was often overlooked in successful
spies. He could deegp anywhere. By the time the jet stopped for

fud in Taiwan, the severd hours of degp had renewed hisvigor. Asthe
plane was being fuded, he walked a distance away and unfolded his

portable telephone, then dided anumber from memory.



Bouncing off asatellite, the sgnd arrived in the Marshdl 1Idandsin

the Pacific, then was redirected toward the ultimate destination. The

sgnal was scrambled and untracesble and there was no way to determine

where the receiving party was actudly located. The voice answered

with an extenson number.

"2524."

"Juan," hesad quietly, "thisis Langston.”

"Que pasa, amigo," Cabrillo said.

"Everything sill looks good," Overholt said. "How isyour crew

coming?'

"We'reten by ten," Cabrillo said.

"Good," Overholt said.

"Looksliketherésalittle sde ded herefor usto grab,” Cabrillo

sad. "'l trust there's no problem with that?!



"Aslong asthere's no blowback," Overholt said. ™Y our company's

dedlings are none of my concern.”

"Excdlent,” Cabrillo said. "If it works out as planned, there will be

no need to bill you for travel expenses.”

"Money's not aproblem, old friend; thisis coming from the top,"

Overholt said, "but timeis-—-make this happen for me before Easter.”

"That'swhy we get the big money, Lang"--Cabrillo laughed--"because
we're so damn prompt. Y ou'll have what you need, you have my

word."

"That'swhat | love about you," Overholt said, "your complete lack

of ego."

"I'll call youwhenit'sdone," Cabrillo said.

"Just don't let me read about it."

Overholt disconnected, did the telephoneinto his pocket, then did
aseries of stretching exercises before climbing back aboard the jet.
Twenty-four hours later, he boarded a military transport plane from
Southern Cdiforniato Andrews Air Force Basein Maryland. Therehe

was met by the CIA car service and transported to headquarters.
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AT THE MANSION on Estrada da Penha, preparations for the party
were moving at ablistering pace. Onetruck after another rolled
through the gates, then parked and unloaded their contents. Threelarge
yellow-and-white-striped canvas tents were quickly erected on the
grounds, with portable air-conditioning units to make the tents more
comfortable. They werefollowed by apair of large portable fountains
with spotlights that would shoot colored streams of water twenty feet
into the air; red carpetsfor the guests to walk across; sound equipment;

ababy grand piano for the musician who would play during the cocktail hour; parrots, doves and
peacocks, and tables, chairs and linens.



The party planner was a middle-aged Portuguese woman named Is-elda,
whose black hair was kept in atight bun on the back of her head.
Shewas chain-smoking thin brown cigarettes with blue satin tipswhile

she screamed ordersto the staff.

"These are not the goblets | ordered,” she said asaworker carried
acaseinto the tent and began to unpack them. "I ordered the ones with

the gold lip--take these back."

"Sorry, MissIselda,”" the Chinese worker said, scanning a sheet.

"Thee arewhat areon thelis."

"Take them back, take them back," she said as she furioudy puffed

avay.

A peacock wandered into the tent and made amess on the floor.

Iselda grabbed a straw broom and chased it out onto the grounds.

"Where arethe laser lights?' she shouted to no onein particular.

AT EXACTLY THAT sameingant, Stanley Ho, host of the party, was
gtanding in one of histhree home offices, this one on the top floor
of hishouse. Thiswas his private sanctuary. None of the staff or assistants

were alowed to enter this most private of spaces. The attic room



was decorated to Ho's tastes, which ran to early eclectic. His desk was
from an early sailing ship, histelevision abrand-new plasma screen.

Bookcases lined one wall, but they were not filled with the classy

tomes Ho displayed in areas where guests visited; these shelveswere
rilled with pulp spy novels, soft porn festuring damselsin distress, and

cheap paperback westerns.

A giant wool rug with astick-shaped phoenix design that had been
woven by aNavgo in Arizona graced the wood floor, whilethewalls
were dotted with framed posters from past and current popular movies.
Thetop of the captain's desk was a study in disorderliness. Stacks of
papers, ametal car mode, a cup from Disney World holding pens, and

adusty brasslamp shared the crowded space.

Ho waked over to asmal refrigerator shaped like abank vault and
removed a bottle of water. Twisting off the cap, he took asip, then
dared at the Golden Buddhasitting upright on the floor, the door of its

case open.

Ho wastrying to decide if he should display hislatest prize a the

party.

Right then, his private telephone rang. It was the insurance underwriter,
who wanted to schedule an gppointment. Ho set atime, then

went back to staring at histreasure.



ASLONG ASwedon't lose power,” Kevin Nixon said, "no one

should bethewiser."

"Did you receive their song list?" Cabrillo asked.

"Wegot it," Hanley said, handing him thelit, "and programmed

the songsinto the computer.”

"Heavy on the Sixties and seventies,” Cabrillo noted, "with afair

amount of guitar riffs"

"Unfortunately, we can't change the playlist without arousing suspicion,”

Hanley said.

"I'm just worried--if any of the guests happen to be guitar players,

they'll know werefaking it," Cabrillo said.

"1 rigged the guitar with tiny LED lightsthat are only visblewith

specid glasses," Nixon said, smiling. "They're color-coded for the

9%
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player'sfingers. All he hasto do is place hisfingers where the light shows

and he should be okay."

Nixon handed Cabrillo the guitar and apair of black-framed sunglasses.
Hedid the strap over his neck and Nixon plugged the guitar

into the power source.

"It goes thumb purple, index finger red, then down thefingers, yellow,
blue and green,” Nixon said. "Same on the frets. Hold a second

and I'll start the computer.”

Cabrillo dipped on the glasses and waited. Oncethe lightslit up,
he pushed hisfingers on the illuminated strings. A crude rendition of

the " Star Spangled Banner" filled the Magic Shop.

"Wewon't win any Grammys," Cabrillo said when the lights went

dark, "but it should get us past any casud scrutiny.”



Hanley walked over to abench and removed a clear glass bottle
containing apale blueliquid. "There's one other thing to consider,” he
sad, smiling. "Thisstuff came straight from the labs at Fort Dietrich,
Maryland. Once we dip some of thisinto the punch bowl, this party

will bekicking."

"Therés no long-term effects, right?" Cabrillo asked.
"No," Hanley said, "only short-term. It seemsthat after afew drops

of thisdlixir, you'l havethetime of your life."

THE SAMPLE CHECKS out," the software hillionaire said over the

telephone.

Spenser had dispensed with the voice-dteration equipment, but his
words were tinged with afear that made his upper-crust accent less

polished than perplexed.

"Thenyou areinterested?’ he said.

"Sure," the software billionaire said, "but |'ve decided that | want

to makethe transfer mysdlf. | have the fedling you're about as trustworthy

as ahooker with a crack habit."



Spenser frowned. His plan of thievery and deceit was unraveling.

The costs he had dready incurred made aquick sale hisonly salvation--

there was no time to line up another buyer. Hewasin the worst possible

place. He was a sdller who needed to sdll--with a buyer who was calling

the shots.

"Then you need to come here and take ddlivery,” Spenser said.
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"Whereshere?' |



"Macau," Spenser sad. |

The softwarehillionaresaredata  cdendar on hisdesk. "I'll bef

there the evening of Good Friday." |

“I'll want cash or bearer bonds then,” Spenser said. "No more bank ;

transfer.”

"Fair enough, but don't try anything, I'm bringing reinforcements.”
"Y ou bring the money,” Spenser said, "and you get the Buddha."
The billionaire disconnected and Spenser sat quietly for amoment.

Hedidn't havelong to go.

MONICA'S A GUEST," Cabrillo said as he glanced at the sheet of
notes. "For this operation, she'saminor member of the Danish

royd family."

"It'sdl so0 common," Crabtree said with a Scandinavian accent.



"Y ou'll need to fake a speech impediment with that accent,” Hanley
said. "Stop by the Magic Shop and well make you amouth guard that

will add aligp.”

"Grest," Crabtree said, "1 get to play alisping lady-in-waiting."

"It could beworse," Cabrillo said. "Lindas replacing the chainsmoking

Portuguese party planner, Iselda.”

"Excdlent,” LindaRosssad, laughing. "I findly quit smoking a
few years ago and now the Corporation is going to get me hooked

agan."

"By theway," Hanley said, "wethink Isdldaa so practices an dternative

lifestyle”

"So I'm a chain-smoking Portuguese leshian party planner,” Ross
said. "At least it's not as bad as when | was a German transsexua

dominatrix."

"l remember that," Murphy said. "Y ou looked like Madeline Kahn



inthat Md Brooksfilm."

"l remember you being kind of turned on,” Ross said.

"We were going to use Julia, but we couldnt, for the obvious reason,”

Cabrillo noted.

JuliaHuxley, the Oregon's medicd officer, grinned. "1 dwaysknew

growing up that these big boobswould pay off."

"You'd just better perfect your Pamela Anderson-Lee-whoever

look," Hanley said.

"| get to play adut?' Huxley said happily.

"Girlfriend of one of the band members," Cabrillo noted.

"Samething," Huxley said eagerly. "Can Max do me some fake

tattoos?'

"Beglad to," Hanley said. "We might even fake some piercings, if

you like"



"And now to the band," Cabrillo said. "I'm playing keyboards--a
lot of songs don't festure keyboards, so that will give metime to snesk
away. Murphy'slead guitar, Kasim is our drummer, and the soul man

Franklinison bass."

"Oh, yeah," Lincoln said. "The pulsing beat runsthrough me.”

"And the singer?' Huxley asked.

"That would be Mr. Ha pert,” Cabrillo said.

The entire conference table turned and stared at Michagl Hapert.
Asthe head of finance and accounting, he didn't exactly seem tofit the
job. Easily the most conservative of the crew, the rumor wasthat he
ironed his handkerchiefs. Theideaof him posing asarock musician

seemed asludicrous as casting Courtney Love asthe Virgin Mary.

"Unfortunately, the lead singer of the Minutemen istal, thin and

dim, and the owner has seen a videotape of the band performing. If no

one can think of anyone ese, Mike's got to be our man.”

"I can doit," Halpert said quickly.

"Areyou sure?' Hanley asked. "Thereisonly so much the Magic

Shop can do.”



"For your information, | was raised on acommunein Colorado,”

Halpert said. "I've forgotten more about the rock lifestyle than most of

you ever knew."
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Cabrillo was the only one who dready knew that--he was the sole

officer of the Corporation who had accessto al employment files.

"Man," Murphy said, "I thought your baby clothes were athree-piece

uit.

"Now you know," Halpert said. "My family got around. Jerry Jeff

Waker was my godfather, and Commander Cody taught me how to



rideabicycle”

"Man," Hai Kasm sad, "just when you think you know someone.”

"Let's get back to the project,” Cabrillo said. He knew Hal pert's
upbringing made him uncomfortable--the day Halpert had enlisted in
the marines, his father had quit speaking to him. Ten years had passed

before they'd talked again, and even now the relationship was strained.

Halpert waited for Cabrillo to continue.

"Right now we have two of our people posing as alandscaping
crew. They will ingal parabolic microphonesin the trees they're trimming.
The microphones record the vibrations on the glass of the house

and we should be able to hear everything that is happening insde.”

"We're having trouble monitoring the telephone lines, however,"

Linda Ross noted, "Normally, we can tap into the mainframe, but since

the Chinese took over the telephone system, they moved the mgjor systems
acrossthe water into Hong Kong. WEell try and ingtall something

at the junction box leading into the house, but were not sure how well

it will recaive”

"So there's a chance we will only be able to hear one side of the

telephone calls?' Hanley asked.



"Right," Rosssad. "Anyonetaking ingdewill cause vibrationson

the glass we can read.”

"1'm not so concerned about that," Cabrillo said, "but we do need
to be ableto cut the lines leading into the house--the burglar darms

work through the telephonelines.”

"That we can do," Ross sad, "but people will till be ableto use

cdl phones

The hours passed as the planning continued. The party waslessthan

thirty hours away.

LIKE A WHIRLING dervish, the oracle began to shake and parade

about.

The Pdlace of Exilein Indiawas much smdler than Potala, but it
served the same purpose. Hometo the Dalai Lamaand his advisors, it
featured atemple, degping rooms and alarge stone-floored mesting

room, wherethe Daa Lamawas Sitting on athrone chair now, watching.



The oracle was dressed in his ceremonia robes, topped by one of

golden sk, itsinterwoven designs of yellow, green, blue and red encircling
amirror on the chest surrounded by amethyst and turquoise

stones. A harness held small flags and banners, and the entire outfit
weighed nearly eighty pounds. As soon asthe oracle had been dressed
and entered atrance, his ass stants had placed a heavy metd-and-leather

helmet upon hishead and cinched it tight.

Had the aging oracle not been possessed by a spirit outside hisown,
the weight of the helmet and robes would have been too much for him
to bear. Instead, once the oracle reached his deep state, the weight
seemed to belifted and he hopped about like an astronaut walking on
the surface of the moon. He exploded in motion. Arms akimbo, he
danced like a praying mantis from one side of the room to the other.
Strange guttural sounds radiated from somewhere deep insde his body,

while hisleft hand flashed a heavy slver-plated sword in afigure-eight

pattern.

Then he stopped in front of the throne chair and shook hisentire

body like adog after aswim.

Once the oracle became motionless, the Dalai Lama spoke.

"Isit timeto go home?' he asked.

The oracle spokein avoice unlike hisown. "The Dda Lamareturns,



but to asmdler Tibet."
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"The oracleexplains,” theDaa Lamasad.

A backflip, aflapping of arms, adtiliness again.

"The north holdsthe key," the oracle said loudly. "We give the

aggressors the land that once held Mongols, then they will go."

"Can wetrust the Westerners?' the Dalai Lama asked.

The oracle bent hisknees and strutted around in acircle. When
facing the Dala Lamaagain, he spoke. "We will soon have something
they want; our gift of thiswill help strengthen the friendship. Our power

isreturning--our homeis near."



Then dl a once, asif agust of wind had blown the skeleton from

his body, the oracle collapsed on the ground in aheap. His assistants
ran over and untied the helmet, then began to remove the sweat-soaked
robes. They began to bathe the oracle with cool water, but it was amost

an hour before he opened hiseyes again.

NLINE," THE CORPORATION technician whispered.

On board the Oregon, aradio operator adjusted his receiver.
The sound of amaid came through his headset. He flipped a

switch to arecorder, then keyed his microphone.

"Okay," hesad, "wererecording."

Climbing down from the tree, the technician gathered up thelimbs

he had trimmed, then spent the next few hours working on the bushes.
When he had finished the job and loaded the rented truck with the
debris, it wasjust past lunchtime. Walking around to the service entrance,
he handed abill to the manager of the mansion. Then he walked

back to the truck and drove away.



Back on the Oregon, the radio operator monitored the conversation

in the mans on and made notes on aye low pad. Nothing much was

happening, but that might change at any moment.
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BELOWDECKS IN THE Magic Shop, the band was rehearsing. Kevin

Nixon motioned for them to stop, then adjusted the control pandl.



"All right," hesaid, "from thetop again."

Murphy started srumming his guitar, and the opening bars of the
Creedence Clearwater Revivd song "Fortunate Son" filled the shop. The
rest of the band added their parts. Halpert's voice was surprisingly good.
After being washed through the compuiter, it was hard to tell hisrendition
from the origind. His moves were good as well--unlike those of

most of the band.

Cabrillo on the keyboards came off as Liberace on methamphetamines.
Kasm moved like Buddy Richinaneck brace. Lincoln was

dightly better--he kept his eyes closed and strummed the bass guitar
and managed to tap hisfoot in time; the problem wasthat his hands
were S0 large it looked like he was not moving hisfingers. Nixon waited

until the song was finished.

"It'snot bad," he admitted, "but | have some videotapes of live

bands and | suggest you men watch them so you can work on your

choreography.”

Three hours later, the band was as ready asthey would ever be.



THISWAS THE part of her job Iseldaloved best--the |ast-minute

nagging detalls.

Shereached in her handbag and found a pack of thin brown cheroots.
Unlike most smokers who stuck to asingle brand, 1selda stocked

her bag with three or four different kinds. She selected her poison depending
on many factors. The aching in her lungs, the rawness of her

throat, the amount of nicotine needed for the job. Mentholsfor that

minty fresh buzz; thin cigars when she needed a boost; long, thin,

brightly tipped tools when she needed to punctuate a conversation by

using the burning sticks like amaestro's baton. She fired up the cheroot

and took a drag.

"| specificaly requested glacier ice for the cocktails" she screamed

at the caterer, "not the round highball cubes."

"Y ou asked for both," the caterer said, "but the glacier ice hasyet

toarrive”

"You'll haveit here?' she asked.

"It'sin thewarehouse, Iselda,” the man said patiently. "We didn't

want it to mdt.”



Iselda stared across the tent to where aworker was adjusting the

devicesthat made clouds of smoke from dry ice.

"We need more smoke than that," she shouted, then quickly walked

across to the row of machines and began to berate the worker.

After afew minutes of adjustment, the man flipped the machine on
again. Clouds of dense, cold gas hillowed from the machine, then began

to settle on thefloor.

"Good, good,” Isdlda said. "Now make sure we have plenty of dry

Ice.

A technician was adjugting the light display and she raced in that

direction.

ON BOARD THE Oregon, the technician monitoring conversations
in the mansion made a note on the yellow pad, then reached for

the shipboard communication microphone.

"Chairman Cabrillo," hesaid, "I think you need to come up here."

THE LIMOUSINE SLOWED outside the gate leading to the runway



at the San Jose, Cdlifornia, airport. A guard with abolstered

weapon stood blocking the way. The driver rolled down hiswindow.

"New security regulations,” he said. "Theré's no more driving onto

thetarmac.”
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The software billionaire had rolled down hiswindow aswell. This

was an unwel come inconvenience. Intolerable, in fact.

"Wait aminute, now," he shouted from therear. "Weve driven out

to my planefor years."

"Not anymore," the guard noted.

"Do you know who | am?" the billionaire said pompoudly.

"Noideg," the guard admitted, "but | do know who | am--I'm the

guy that's ordering you to turn away from the gate now."



With nothing el se to say, the limousine driver backed up and steered
toward the termina, then parked in front and waited for his employer
to climb out. The encounter put hisbossin afoul mood and he could

hear him muttering as he carried the bags a safe distance behind.

"Good God," the billionaire said, "for what | pay for hangar space,

you'd think I'd get some service."

Asthey approached the door leading out to the taxiway, a smattering

of expensive|jets sat awaiting their owners. Therewere atrio of
Gulfgstreams, a Citation or two, ahdf dozen King Airs, and asingle
burgundy behemoth that looked like it belonged to aregiond airline.

The software billionaire was big on appearances.

If therich had private jets-he wanted alarge one. An airplane that |
screamed success and excess like adog collar made from diamonds. The

billionaire's choice wasaBoeing 737. The aircraft wasfitted with al single-lane bowling dley, ahot tub
and a bedroom bigger than many

homes. It wasfitted with alarge-screen televison, advance communications
equipment, and a chef trained at the Cordon Bleu. The pair of

dancers he had ordered from the service were aready aboard. The entertainment
for hisflight was a Cdifornia blonde and aredhead who

bore a striking resemblance to ayoung Ann-Margret.

The billionaire wanted some way to passthetime on thelong flight.
He burst through the door leading outside without waiting for his

driver with the luggage, then made hisway over to the 737. Then he



walked up theramp and inside.
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"Ladies," he shouted, "front and center.”

Thirteen minutes later, they were airborne.

INSIDE THE OREGON, the technician was entering commandsin the

computer when Cabrillo opened the door and walked inside.

"What have you got?' he said without preamble.

"Ho just had atelephone conversation with an insurance adjuster

who is coming out to the mansion to ingpect the Buddha."

"Damn," Cabrillo said, reaching for the microphone. "Max, you

better get up to communications, we've got a problem.”

While the technician continued to trace the source of the cdl, Cabrillo

paced the control room.

Hanley arrived afew minuteslater. "What isit, Juan?"'



"Ho has an insurance adjuster coming out to inspect the Golden

Buddha"

"When?' Hanley asked.

"Four p.m."

Thetechnician hit abutton and a printer spit out a sheet.

"Here'sthelocation of the call, boss," hesaid. | haveit overlaid

onamap of Macau."

"We need to come up with aplan,” Cabrillo said, "posthaste.”

WINSTON SPENSER WA S juggling chain saws.

Only hislong stint as a customer of the bank had earned

him an increase on hisbusinessline of credit, but the manager had made
it clear he wanted the balance paid down in no less than seventy-two
hours. His credit cardswere at their limits, and calls had dready come
into hisofficein London, inquiring about the Stuation. For dl intents
and purposes, Spenser was, at thisingant, in direfinancid draits. As

s00n asthe ded with the billionaire went down, hewould be asflush
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as he had ever dreamed--right now, however, he could not afford an

arplaneticket home.

All he had to do tomorrow was remove the Buddha, transfer it to
the airport and receive hisill-gotten gain. Then heéld charter ajet and
fly off into the sunset with hisfortune. By thetime his customer in

Macau realized he'd been duped, he'd be long gone.

JUAN CABRILLO SAT at thetablein his stateroom and studied the

folder for the third time.



In nine minutes, the hands of the clock would pass twelve and it

would officidly be Good Friday. Game day. Therewasdwaysafair
amount of luck combined with flexibility when the Corporation

launched an operation. The key was to minimize surprises through rigorous
planning, and dways have abackup plan in place.

At this, the Corporation excelled.

The only problem was the object itself. The Golden Buddhawas not
amicrochip that could be dipped into a pocket or sewn into clothing.
It was a heavy object the Sze of aman that required effort to move and
stedlth to concedl . Any way you cut the cake, the movement of theicon

would require men and machinesto transport it to a safe place.

The mere size and weight of the Golden Buddha made that a condition.
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Then there were the players themsalves. The art dedler, Ho; the people
at the party; the Chinese authorities, and now the insurance appraiser.
Any one of them could throw awrench into the works, and the

stakes and timing were such that retresting and regrouping was not an

option.

Cabrillo hated operations where a clear path of retreat was not

avalable

People could be captured, injured or killed when the plan wasto
execute the operation at dl costs. The last time the Corporation had -

sustained losses was the operation in Hong Kong, where Cabrillo had |



lost hisleg and others had been killed. Since then, he had conscioudly |
avoided ultra-high-risk assgnments. The Golden Buddhaassgnment i
had started out fitting the lower-risk profile, but it was becoming more

and more dangerous as time passed.

Just pregamejitters, Cabrillo thought as he closed the folder. Sometime
tonight, they would have the Buddha and begin the process of

transferring it back to the Daa Lama. A few more days and the Corporation
would be cashiered, out of the loop and sailing away to another

part of the globe,

WINSTON SPENSER GULPED Glenmorangie whiskey likeit was

ginger de.

Spenser'sbrilliant plan of deceit had hit a speed bump that had
ripped off the oil pan, and now it waslesking itsfluid onto the ground.
Ho had called earlier in the evening and hiswords had been an ice pick

tothebrain.

"Please cometo the party early," Ho had said. "'I'd like you to be

here when the insurance man examines the Buddha."



One day more and Spenser would have been long gone.

Uruguay, Paraguay, one of the South Pecific idands, anywhere but
here. The fake Buddhawas good--he'd paid a princely ransom to ensure

it could withstand scrutiny--but if the insurance inspector wastop

notch,

he'd see through the ruse. The gold itself would probably pass

mugter. The problem was the precious stones. If the inspector was any
sort of gemologist, he'd redlize the stones were just too perfect. Massive
rocks of the size that adorned the Golden Buddha were extremely rare.

The exigting stonesthat large amost dways had flaws.

Only stones produced in alaboratory were lacking inclusions.

He drained the scotch and walked over to the bed and lay down.

But the bed was spinning and deep was hard to come by.

SINCE HIS EXILE from Tibet, it would be easy to imagine that the

Dda Lamahad lived in avacuum concerning eventsingide his

country. Nothing could be further from the truth. Almost from thetime

he'd stepped across the border, an ad hoc system of local intelligence



had begun filtering south to his headquartersin Little Lhasa.

Messages were passed from mouth to mouth by a series of runners

who breached the mountain passes far from Chinese scrutiny, then delivered
their messages elther in person or through intermediaries. With

hundreds of thousands of Tibetansloya to the Daa Lama, the tentacles

of the operation reached into every part of the country. Chinese troop
movements were reported, intercepted cables sent south, overheard telephone

conversations disclosed.

Snow tables and water flow from therivers and other environmental
concerns were memorized and transmitted. Tourists were monitored and
casudly engaged in conversation to glean more facts about the Chinese
and their attitudes. Merchants that sold to the Chinese soldiers reported
on sales and the troops general demeanor. Times of aert were noted
and sent south, as were times when controls over the popul ation were
loosened. Briefingswere held for the Daal Lamaand hisadvisors, and
most of the time the exilesin India had abetter picture of the conditions

in Tibet than the hated Chinese overlords.

"The troops seem to be buying more trinkets?' the Dda Lama

asked.
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"Yes" oneof hisadvisors noted, "thingsthat are uniquely Tibetan.” |

"When hasthis ever happened before?' the Dalai Lama asked.



"Never," the advisor admitted.

"And we have reports that the fuel stocks at the bases are low?”

"That's what the Tibetan workers at the bases report,” the advisor
sad. "Excursions by trucksinto the countryside are being curtailed, and
we have not had areport of atank on exercisesin nearly amonth. It's

asif the occupation is moving into astagnant time.”

The Daa Lamaopened an unmarked folder and scanned the contents.
"This coincides with the reports from the Virginiaconsulting

group we have under contract. Their latest report shows the Chinese
economy in dire sraits. The Chinese have the largest increase of any
country in il imports, while a the same time the vaue of their investments
overseas are decreasing. If President Jintao doesn't make some
much-needed adjustments, his country could be plunged into afull-scae

depression.”

"We can only hope," one of the advisors noted.

"That brings meto our main topic of discussion,” the Dala Lama

said quietly. "If we could take a moment to meditate to clear our minds,

| will explain.”



THE BURGUNDY 737 was aflying sybaritic paacein the sky.

The software billionaire was dosing himsdlf with acarefully

caculated mixture of Ecstasy and maleimpotence pillsto passthetime.
The Ecgtasy made him loving, but the impotence pills offset that by

fuding his sexua appetite, which was alittle aggressve.

At thisingtant, in aforward part of the jet, aflight attendant was

making notes on the pad of apersona digital assistant. Once he was

finished, he plugged it into the air phone and hit send. Now al he had

to do waswait for areply.

The other flight attendant seemed more concerned. Thiswas her first

flight on the billionaire's 737, and she found the debauchery unnerving.

Turning her head away from the rear section of the plane, she addressed

the blond-haired man.

"Y ou ever worked this gig before?"

"Frs timeg" the man admitted.

"If I didn't need the money," the brunette said, "1'd make thistrip

one-way."



The blond-haired man nodded. " Tl me about yoursdlf," he said.

Thirty minutes later, the blond-haired man smiled. Sheldd fudged

what he knew as the truth--but not by much.

"There's an opportunity you might be interested in," he said eedlly.

Just then, the buzzer from the rear rang and a voice was heard.

"Bring us another two magnums of champagne,” the billionaire ordered.

"Y ou keep that thought,” the brunette said. "I'll go water the

horses."

IN MACAU THE greets werefilled with late-night revelers. Two men
drove dowly along Avenue Conselhairo Ferrierade Almeidathrough

the throngs. The man in the passenger seat stared at a portable GPS
mapping unit and gave directions. Turning at Avenida do Coronel Mesquita,
they headed northwest along the road until they were at aside

dreet that led to aresdentid areawithin ahdf mile of mainland China

"Find aplaceto park," the navigator ordered.

Pulling to the Sde of the road under atree, the driver placed the



van in park, then shut off the engine. The navigator pointed to a house

st back from the road up the street.

"That's the house."

"Shall we?' the driver asked.

The navigator climbed out of the van and walked around to the

front and waited while the driver reached under the seat, removed a

leather bag, then met him in front of the van.

"Y ou notice amost no one here hasadog?' the driver said.
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SUNRISE ON GOOD Friday, March 25, 2005, was at 6:11 am.
On the decks of the sampansin theinner harbor, the Chinese

traders began to stir. Along Avenidada Amizadein front of the Hotel



Lisboa, adozen women dressed in cotton shiftswith conica hats lashed
around their necks began washing the sidewalk with soapy water
splashed from tin buckets. Dipping straw brooms into the buckets, they
erased the debris from both the winners and the losers from the night
before. A few diehards ssumbled from insde and squinted at the light

from asun just beginning her day.

A few smdll three-whedled motorized rickshaws plied the avenue,
their drivers stopping for strong black coffee served in small cups, then
continuing on to deliver packages or peopleto their destinations. At a
smdll restaurant two hundred yards northwest of the casino, the owner
finished a cigarette then walked insde. On the stovein the rear wasa

pot of caldo verde, the Portuguese stew of potatoes, sausage and locally

grown greens. He stirred the mixture, then set the long wooden spoon
onto acounter and started to prepare chickens marinated in coconut milk,
garlic, peppercorns and chilies by rubbing them with rock sdt. Later, the

poultry would be did onto skewers and dow-cooked on arotisserie.

Acrossthewater, Hong Kong was hidden by a haze of humidity

and smog, but the sound of the first high-speed ferry leaving port could
be heard. Thefirst few jets of the day, mainly cargo planes, streaked
across the blue sky and made ready for landing at the airport. A Chinese
nava vess left its moorage below A-Ma Temple and started out for a

patrol, while alarge luxury yacht with a helicopter perched on her fantail



cdled on theradio for the location of her dip.

A lone cargo ship, decades past her prime, started into port to deliver

acargo of bicyclesfrom Taiwan. On another cargo ship, thisone

appearing old and decrepit, aman with ablond crew cut was sitting at

the table in his stateroom reading.

Juan Cabrillo had been awake for hours.

He was running every possible scenario through his head.

A light knock came at the door, and Cabrillo stood up and walked

over and opened the hatch.

"Somehow | knew you'd be awvake," Hanley said.

Hanley held atray of plates covered by metal lids, steam escaping

from under them.

"Breakfast," he said ashewaked indde.

Cabrillo cleared a space on the table and Hanley off-loaded the contents.

Next he pulled the lid off adinner-sized plate and smiled.

Cabrillo nodded and pointed to a seat.



Hanley did into the seat and poured two cups of coffeefrom a

thermal carafe, then removed the lid from another plate.

"Anything unusua happen overnight?' Cabrillo asked.

"No," Hanley said easily, "everything is till according to plan.”

Cabrillo spped his coffee.

"Thereésalot herethat could go wrong," he said.

"Theredwaysis"
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"That'swhy we get the big money."

"That'swhy we get the big money,” Hanley agreed.



SO, DO YOU know when | logt my virginity?" the brunette flight
attendant asked. "Y ou seem to know everything ese.”

"That'stoo personal.” The blond-haired man laughed.

"But my failed rdationships and credit card billsarent?' The attendant

grinned.

"Sorry about the intrusion into your privacy. The group | work with

hasathing for detall.”

"Sounds like youreaspy," the attendant noted.

"Oh, heck no," the blond-haired man said, "we just work for

them."

"Tax-freeincome enough so | can retire?’

"Everyone's dream,” the blond-haired man admitted.

The brunette attendant glanced around the forward cabin. Shewas
redlly nothing more than aglorified waitress on arestaurant in the sky.
"How can | say no?' shesad findly.

"Good," the blond-haired man said, rising.

"Where are you going?" she asked.



"I haveto gokill thepilat,”" the blond-haired man said lightly.
The look on the brunette flight attendant's face was priceless.
"Just kidding," the blond-haired man said. "'l haveto pee. I'm qualified

in 737s, but | think Mr. Fabulous would think it odd if | disappeared.”

"Who are you people?’ the attendant muttered as the blond-haired

man dipped into the lavatory.

RE Y OU SURE this beast will makeit to the border and back?"

—-Carl Gannon asked.

Gannon was staring at adecrepit old two-and-a-half-ton truck
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parked under atree dongside astone building on aside street in
Thimbu, Bhutan. Sometimein the past the truck had been painted an
olive drab color, but most of the paint was gone and now it showed
mogtly alight dusting of hairy rust. The two-part windshield was
cracked on the passenger side, and all six of the tireswere worn past
any margin of safety. The hood, which had a strip down the center so
the sides could be flipped open to work on the engine, was bent and
had been welded more than once. The running boards were wooden
dats. The exhaust pipe hung down from the undercarriage and was held

in place with rusted wire.

Gannon walked to the rear and stared into the bed. Some of the
planks that formed the floor were cracked and some were missing, and
the canvas flapsthat covered the sideswere in roughly the same condition

asaWorld War Il pup tent.

"Oh, yes, gr," the Bhutanese owner said easly. " She has a strong

heart.”

Gannon continued hiswalk around. Climbing onto the passenger
running board, he peeked into the cockpit. The long bench seat was
worn, with portions of the springs underneeth visible, but the few
gauges on the dash were not cracked and appeared functional. He
climbed down, then walked over to the hood and lifted the passenger
sde, which he folded up and over. The enginewas surprisingly clean.

It smelled strongly of thick grease and fresh oil. The belts and hoses,



while not new, were serviceable, and the electrica wires and battery

looked good. Gannon climbed down.

"Can you start her up?'

The man walked around, opened the door and climbed into the

driver's seat.

After pulling out the choke, he pumped the gas pedd, then twisted

the key. After turning over afew times, the engine roared to life. Smoke

drifted out of arusted holein the exhaust pipe, but the engine settled

into an idle. Gannon listened carefully. There was no tapping from the
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valves, but he placed his hand over the coversjust to be sure. Nothing

Was amiss.

"Rev her up,” he shouted.

The owner depressed the gas pedd, then left off. He did thisfour



times.

"Okay," Gannon said, "you can shut her off."

The owner turned off the engine, pocketed the key, and then climbed

from the cockpit. He was smdll, a shade over five feet tall, with tanned

skin and dightly dmond-shaped eyes. Smiling a Gannon, he awaited

the verdict.

"Do you have spare belts and hoses?'

"I can find some," the man told him.

Gannon reached into his pocket and removed awad of billswrapped

with athick rubber band. Removing the rubber band, he fanned out

thehills.

"How much to take me and a cargo to the border with Tibet?' he

asked. "With amnesaincluded.”



"Amnesia?' the man said, not understanding.

"After thisisover,” Gannon said, "l want you to forget we ever

The man nodded. "One thousand dollars," he said easily, "and one

DVD player.”

" Sounds reasonable,” Gannon said. "Now, do you know wherel

can buy an ox?'

nn

THE OREGON WAS abuzz of activity. Belowdecksin the Magic
Shop, the playersin the band were checking their instruments and

arranging their costumes. Juan Cabrillo flipped open hiscdl phone and



answered acdl.

"Situation isstabilized here," LindaRoss sad. "I'm headed to the

dtenow."”

"Weve got three men insde and one watching from outside the

wall," Cabrillo sad. "If anyone catches on, you sound the darm and

hepwill comerunning.”

"Piece of cake," Ross said.

The telephone went dead and Cabrillo turned to Max Hanley.

"lseldais making her entrance.”

"So far so good," Hanley said.

Mark Murphy finished with Kasim and patted his back. "There you

go," hesad.
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Michagl Halpert was playing with amicrophone. Murphy turned to

him and motioned.

"Comeon, kid," he said, "'let me get you strapped.”

Ha pert walked over and turned his back to Murphy, who raised

Halpert's shirt.

"Thisisafeatherlight thirty-eight, Mike," Murphy recited ashe
taped a holster containing the weapon on Hal pert's lower back. "Now

| want you to reach back and yank the smoke wagon.” «

It was aline Murphy had heard from the movie Tombstone--ever

sincethen, held used it unmercifully. Halpert reached back and pulled

the pistal.

"Hang on,” Murphy said. "It'stoo high, you're cocking your elbow."



He readjusted the holster and waited until Halpert tried it again.

"That's better," he said. "L et me see your boot."

Ha pert turned and raised his pant leg. Murphy strapped on aknife

insgde ahard plastic case.

"Be careful with this, Mike," Murphy told him, "the blade has been
dipped in apardytic poison. If thingsturn to shit, you just have to nick
someone and they'll go down. The problem is, the same thing happens
to you if your target takesit from you. Be sure he's close and make sure

you arein control of the Situation.”

"Okay, Mark," Halpert said quietly.

The knifewasin place and Murphy climbed from hisknees. "You

worried?' he asked quietly.

"A little" Hapert sad. "I'm usualy not on the operationd end.”

Murphy nodded and smiled. "Don't worry, buddy, I'm going to be

right next to you. If trouble breaks out, they have to get through me

firgt."

Ha pert nodded, then walked over to pick his microphone up again.



"Boss" hesaid to Cabillo, "yourelast.”

Cabrillo smiled and walked over to Murphy. Hewasdressed in a

costume that would make Elton John blush. Murphy raised one of the

sequined pockets on the vest and did two hypodermic needlesin covers
insgde. In the other pocket, he did an arced carbon-fiber blade that had

holesfor fingers.

"Y our bladeis dipped in pardytic agent, too," he said, spinning

Cabrillo around and strapping asmall autometic wegpon to hislower

back. "The bullets are wad cutters. There's not as much horsepower in

theroundsas| like, so be close before you pull the trigger.”

"Let's hopeit doesn't cometo that,” Cabrillo said.

Lincoln had dready been outfitted, and he stood to one side, playing

with hisbassguitar.

Cabrillo smiled, then spoke.

"Okay, everybody, well be going in soon," he said. "Remember the



order of operations and make sure you've memorized the out. If at any
timel givethesgna to pull out, make your way to the extraction point.
Keep in mind this portion today is only one part of the bigger picture--if
this goes haywire, we till have ways of savaging the operation. There
are no bold heroes--only old heroes. The weapons are to be used only
if everything goesto hell and one of our peopleisin danger of losing
life or l[imb. What we want, asdways, is an orderly operation where

we do our job and return here safe and sound. Any questions?"

The Magic Shop was slent.

"Okay, people," Cabrillo said, "then give your lettersto Julia."

Medica Officer JuliaHuxley hated this part of her job. Theletters
gaveingructionsfor thelengths of medica care each man wanted if
criticaly injured. They dso gave detailed ingtructions asto the dispersa

of the operatives funds and other bequests. Whatever wasin the letters,
Huxley was bound to see it through. She walked around the room collecting

the sealed envel opes. When she was done, the room was quiet.

"That dways putsapall over the proceedings,” Murphy said, laughing.

"We're not going in to disable anuclear warhead. We're just stealing

somegold.”

The sour mood dissipated and they resumed talking.
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Michael Halpert was playing with a microphone. Murphy turned to

him and motioned.

"Comeon, kid," he said, "'let me get you strapped.”
Hal pert walked over and turned his back to Murphy, who raised

Hapert's shirt.



"Thisisafeatherlight thirty-eight, Mike," Murphy recited ashe
taped a holster containing the weapon on Hapert's lower back. "Now

| want you to reach back and yank the smoke wagon."”

It was aline Murphy had heard from the movie Tombstone--ever
since then, he'd used it unmercifully. Halpert reached back and pulled

the pistal.

"Hang on,” Murphy said. "It'stoo high, you're cocking your elbow."

He readjusted the holster and waited until Halpert tried it again.
"That's better,” he said. "L et me see your boot.”
Halpert turned and raised his pant leg. Murphy sirapped on aknife

insde a hard plastic case.

"Be careful with this, Mike," Murphy told him, "the blade has been
dipped in apardytic poison. If thingsturn to shit, you just haveto nick
someone and they'll go down. The problem is, the same thing happens
to you if your target takes it from you. Be sure he's close and make sure

you arein control of the Stuation.”



"Okay, Mark," Halpert said quietly.

Theknifewasin place and Murphy climbed from hisknees. "You

worried?' he asked quietly.

"A little" Halpert sad. "I'm usualy not on the operationd end.”

Murphy nodded and smiled. "Don't worry, buddy, I'm going to be
right next to you. If trouble bresks out, they have to get through me

firg."

Halpert nodded, then walked over to pick his microphone up again.

"Boss," hesaid to Cabillo, "yourelast.”

Cabrillo smiled and walked over to Murphy. Hewasdressed in a

costume that would make Elton John blush. Murphy raised one of the

sequined pockets on the vest and did two hypodermic needlesin covers
insde. In the other pocket, he did an arced carbon-fiber blade that had

holesfor fingers.



"Y our bladeisdipped in paradytic agent, too," he said, spinning
Cabrillo around and strapping a smal automatic wegpon to his lower
back. "The bullets are wad cutters. There's not as much horsepower in

theroundsas| like, so be close before you pull thetrigger.”

"Let'shopeit doesn't cometo that," Cabrillo said.

Lincoln had dready been outfitted, and he stood to one side, playing

with hisbass guitar.

Cabrillo smiled, then spoke.

"Okay, everybody, well be going in soon,” he said. "Remember the
order of operations and make sure you've memorized the out. If at any
timel givethesigna to pull out, make your way to the extraction point.
Keep in mind this portion today is only one part of the bigger picture--if
this goes haywire, we gtill have ways of savaging the operation. There
are no bold heroes--only old heroes. The weapons are to be used only
if everything goesto hell and one of our peopleisin danger of losing
life or limb. What we want, as dways, isan orderly operation where

we do our job and return here safe and sound. Any questions?”’

The Magic Shop was silent.

"Okay, people," Cabrillo said, "then give your lettersto Julia.”



Medica Officer JuliaHuxley hated this part of her job. Theletters
gaveingructionsfor the lengths of medica care each man wanted if
critically injured. They dso gave detailed ingtructions asto the dispersa

of the operatives funds and other bequests. Whatever wasin the letters,
Huxley was bound to see it through. She walked around the room collecting

the sealed envelopes. When she was done, the room was quiet.

"That dways putsapdl over the proceedings," Murphy said, laughing.

"We're not going in to disable a nuclear warhead. Were just stedling

somegold.”

The sour mood dissipated and they resumed talking.
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"We have sometime before we need to leave," Hartley said, "so if

you need to eat or whatever, thetimeisnow."

Everyonefiltered out of the room, leaving only Cabrillo and Hanley.

"Meadows and Jones ready?" Cabrillo asked.

"Right on schedule," Hanley said.

“And the flyboy?"

"Jetting hisway here," Hanley said, "as we spesk.”

"Then the fun is about ready to happen.”



A PAIR OF men on motorcycles with sidecars sat on the side of Rua

de Lourenco and watched employees from the Macau Public

Works Department erecting barricades along the route of the Good Friday
parade. The side streets would al be blocked off, but the barricades

were wooden sawhorses and would yield to the bumper of acar or the

front tire of amotorcycle.

"Let'sride over to the staging area," one of the men said.

The other man nodded and pushed his starter button, then placed

the cyclein gear and drove up the Street. A few blocks away, hedid

over to the sSde of theroad and shut off the engine. The Street leading

out of the staging area was festooned with banners and crepe-paper
streamers. Paper lanterns holding candles were placed along the route,
waiting to belit at dusk. Various vendors were setting up shop in handcarts
to offer food and drink to those watching the parade, while a street
sweeper made a last-minute pass to make sure the street at least started

out clean.

"They sure are big on dragons,” said one of the men, pointing to a

largeline of floats.



Therewere at least seventy different floats. Ships, stages where musicians
would play, sword swallowers and juggling acts. And dragons.
Red crepe-paper monstrogities, a blue-and-yellow dragon with along

tall posedintheair.

The floats were built on motorized platforms, then outlined in thick

wire and covered with cloth, paper or, in one case, what looked like
hammered copper. A single driver perched insde each steered down the
route by staring through asmall dit in the front of the float. The exhaust

from the small internal-combustion engines was vented out the side.

It was quiet now, but by the amount of speakers on the various
floats, it was obvious that once the parade got under way there would

be amedley of sightsand sounds.

"I'm going to go take alook," one of the men said as he climbed
off the motorcycle and waked over to anearby float. Lifting thesde
curtain, he stared at the framework before a policeman walked over and

shooed him away.

"L ot of room under there," he said to his partner as he returned

and climbed back into his seat.

Severa members of amarching band trudged past, followed by an



elephant with ahandler dtting atop in abasket chair.

"Hell of aded," the second man said quietly, "hell of aded.”

T) ICHARD TRUITT STARED inthe mirror in hishotel room on Av--LV/nida
de AlmeidaRibeiro, then adjusted histie. Reaching into his

shaving kit, he removed around container and opened it up. Touching
hisfingertip to the colored contact lens, he placed it over an eye and

blinked it into place. After placing the second lens, he stood back and

examined the reault.

Truitt was pleased and he amiled.

Then he reached into another bag and removed a dental appliance

and did it over histop row of teeth. Now he had adightly bucktoothed
look. Removing apair of tortoiseshd | glasses from the bag, he placed
them over his ears and adjusted them on the bridge of hisnose. If it
was geek he was seeking, he'd hit the mother lode. All that remained
was to grease down his hair and sprinkle alittle false dandruff on the

collar of histweed jacket. Perfect.
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Walking into the living room of the suite, he removed adocument

from the out tray in his printer and gave it an examination. It was ornate

and pompousin true British fashion. By roya appointment to the queen,
said oneline. Since 1834, said another. Truitt folded the document and
dipped it into the inside pocket of hisjacket. Then he turned off the
computer and printer and packed it into its case. His bags were aready
packed and sitting by the door. He returned to the bathroom to gather

up histhingsthere, then waked back into the living room and did them

into a side pocket of one of the bags. Then he walked over to the telephone

and dided anumber.



"Onmy way," hesad quietly.

"Good luck," Cabrillo replied.

Now he just needed to make hisway out of the room without being

17 OR THE MOST part, Linda Ross was a good-natured and positive

JL person.

That's what made playing | selda so much fun. Most people have a
bitchy side--they just keep it suppressed. Since the report on Iselda
claimed she suppressed the best and not the worst, Ross was playing
the opportunity to the hilt. Riding down the elevator to the parking
garage, she stepped over to the attendant's window and frowned. The
man raced from the enclosure to bring her car. As Ross waited, shetried

to decide what Iseldawould tip and decided it was probably nothing.

The attendant pullod up in adirty Peugeot and opened the door.
Rossdid into the driver's seat and muttered "I'll get you next time' to
the attendant and dammed the door. Theinside of the car smelled like
aWisconsin roadhouse at closing time. The carpet waslittered with

ashes and the ashtray was overflowing. Theinsde of the windowswere



covered with afilm of nicotine.

"Herewe go," she whispered as she reached into the glove box and

removed apack of cigarettes and lit one up. Then she placed the Peugeot

into drive and rolled out to the street. Ten minuteslater she pulled in

front of the mansion and passed her first test.

"Open the gate," she shouted at the guard, who stared inside and,

seeing it was her, pushed a button, "I'm late.”

Parking over to one side of the driveway, she climbed from the car

and lit another cigarette.

"Dump my ashtray when you get achance," she said to agardener

who walked past.

The man ignored her and continued on. Walking to the front door,

sherang the bell, then waited until the butler opened the door.

"Out of my way," she said as she swept past and headed for where
she remembered the kitchen to be from the blueprints shed memorized.

Burgting into the kitchen, she stared at the stove, then turned to one of



the chefs Isdda had hired.

"Isthat the bisque?' she asked.

"Yes, maam," the Chinese chef answered.

Strutting over to the stove, she removed the lid and smelled. " Spoon,

please.”

The chef handed her a spoon and she tasted the soup.

"Seemslight on thelobgter,” she said.

"Il add more," the chef said.

"Good, good," Rosssaid. "If Mr. Ho needs me, I'll be out back.

L et me know when you bake the first shrimp puffs--1 want to sample

them."

"Very good," the chef said as Ross headed through the rear door

leading to the grounds.

As s00n as she was spotted leaving the house, the caterer in charge

of the libations walked toward her. He paused and stared.



"You look particularly lovely today, Misslsdda," he said.

"Hattery will get you zilch," Ross said. "Do you have everything

ready?'

"Except for that one thing we spoke about yesterday,” the caterer

sad.
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Damn, Ross thought.

"What thing?' Rosssaid. "'l can't be expected to remember everything.”

"Theglacier ice," the caterer said. "It will be herein another hour



Oor SO.

"Good, good,” Ross said. "Now make sure dl the glassware is polished.”

She hurried away to where a chef with an electric chain saw was

cutting an ice sculpture.

The caterer shook his head at the exchange. Her demeanor wasthe
same, but the caterer could swear that the mole on Iseldas cheek was
afew inches lower. He banished the thought and went to check the

glasses.

Ross crushed her cigarette out under her high hedl. Her head was
spinning from al the smoking, and she paused and took afew deep
breaths. "More detail onthewings," she said to the chef, who nodded
and continued working. A tall man walked past carrying several stacked

chairs. He smiled and winked.

High in ahickory tree on the property, a Corporation employee

dressed in aghillie suit that blended into the leaves keyed amicrophone

and spoke.

"Lindasin and working," hesaid quietly.



STANLEY HO WAS standing in histop-floor office staring down at
the party preparations. He had seen Iseldawalk onto the yard, but

the last thing he wanted to do wastalk to her. The butch Portuguese
woman annoyed Ho--she was good at what she did, but she took herself
much too serioudy. Thiswas aparty, after al, not a Broadway

musical. From past experience, Ho redlized that afew hours from now
most of the guests he had invited would be so inebriated that if he served

rat as an entree, most wouldn't even notice.

Ho was more concerned by the insurance adjuster who was due to

arive.

That and the fact that on the history of the Golden Buddha he had
commissioned, the historian had noted that the icon supposedly had a
secret sorage compartment Ho had yet to find. It was aminor detall,
but it bugged him nonethel ess. The insurance adjuster was apparently
an expert in ancient Asian art. Ho figured held question him when he

arrived and seeif he could supply the answer.

If not, Spenser would be here soon and Ho could ask him about it.



T) ICHARD TRUITT DROVE therentd car carefully up Praia Grande

JL Vjothe gate of the mansion, then stopped. Rolling down the window,

he handed the guard hisinvitation.

"Let mecal the house," the guard said.

Diaing Ho's extension, the guard waited.

"Mr. Ho," the guard said, "theré'saMr. Samuel son from the insurance

company here."

That wasn't who he'd been dealing with, Ho thought.

"Go ahead and let himin," Ho said, "and have him wait downgtairs."

Then he hung up and diaed another number.

"Goonin," the guard said. "Park by the garage and wait downgtairs."

Ho tapped his finger on the desk while the telephone rang.

"Lassiter residence," avoice with a Cantonese accent answered.



"Thisis Stanley Ho. IsMr. Lasster available?!

"Mr. Lassiter sick," thevoice said. "Doctor coming soon."

"Did heleave any messageif | called?' Ho asked.

"Hold on," thevoice sad.

Ho waited afew minutes, then a croaking voice came on theline.

"Sorry, old bean,” the voice sputtered, "I'vetaken ill. A Mr.
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Samue son from our main office wasin town. Hell keep the gppointment

as scheduled.”

Lassiter didn't sound anything like himsdlf, Ho thought. Whatever

he'd caught sounded serious. "He's here now," Ho said.

"Don't worry, Mr. Ho," the voice said, hacking, "he's very knowledgesble,

an expert on ancient Asan art.

"l hope you fed better soon,” Ho said.



The sound of a phlegmy coughing fit erupted that lasted for dmost

aminute.

"Me, too," the voice said, "and | hope | can view the Golden Buddha

very soon.”

Ho hung up the telephone and rose to walk downgtairs.

On the Oregon, the operator disconnected the line and turned to

the man who had portrayed Lassiter.

"For achef," hesaid quietly, "you makeahell of aspy.”

WINSTON SPENSER WAS not wired for alife of crime and deceit.
At thisingant, he was vomiting into the toilet in his hotel room.
Someone might argue it was dl the booze from the night before, but in
fact it was the tenson that was ripping his guts apart. The tenson that
comesfrom living alie, from being wrapped in deceit, from doing what
one knowsiswrong. By now there was nothing but bile risng--any

food he had ingested was long gone, any liquor left wasin his pores.



Spenser reached up, grabbed a hand towel, then wiped the corners

of hismouth.

Rising from thefloor, he sared at hisimage in the mirror. Hiseyes
were red and bloodshot and his skin pallor aghastly gray. Thetension
hewasfeding was revedled by the musclesin hisface. They twitched
and popped like akernd of popcorn in asizzling pan. He reached up

to dab atear from the corner of hisleft eye, but his hand was shaking.
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He supported one hand with the other and finished the task. Then he

climbed into the shower to try and swest out the fear.

T) ICHARD TRUITT STOOQOD intheliving room, waiting. He stared

JL ~around the room and tried to form apicture of histarget. If Truitt

was to guess, he figured the man who resided here was self-made and

had only recently become affluent. He based this judgment on the furnishings
and general decor. The piecesin the room were expensive

enough, they just had no soul. And they were arranged in afashion



favoring flash over comfort. The possessions of old money adways contained

agtory--the story Truitt was seeing was of objects bought in

bulk to fill aspace and give a picture of the occupant that was neither

real nor imaginative.

Therewas astuffed lion, but Truitt doubted the owner had stalked

and shot the animal himsdlf. A few paintings from contemporary artists

like Picasso, but the paintings were far from the artists best works.

Truitt imagined they had been bought for image vaue. Guests without

foundation or substance would be rightly impressed. An ancient coat of

armor that to Truitt's eye appeared to be areproduction ... aFrench

Louis XVI-style couch that looked about as comfortableto St onasa

bed of nalls.

"Mr. Samueson," avoice said from the staircase.

Truitt turned to see who was speaking.



The man wassmadl. Five and ahdf feet tall and dight of build. His

hair was jet black and styled like a 1970s California hustler. The mouth
was smdl, with teeth that held acertain ferd rage. Although Truitt
imagined the man was smiling to be friendly, the effect from hisgrin

made Truitt want to reach for hiswallet to seeif it was safe.

"I'm Stanley Ho," the man said, reaching the bottom of the Sairs

and extending his hand.

The stage was set and Truitt became the actor.

"Paul Samudson,”" hesaid, extending adightly limpwrist for a
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handshake. "The home office asked meto take over for Mr. Lasster,



who has unfortunately been stricken with abug.”

Truitt's version of Samuel son was coming across as alight-in-the-loafers

Michad Cane.

"l trugt you're familiar with thistype of sculpture?”

"Oh, yes" Truitt gushed. "I did graduate Sudiesin Asan art. It's

one of my favoriteforms."

Ho motioned to the stairs, then led theway up. "The object is

known asthe Golden Buddha. Areyou in any way familiar with the

piece?’

They rounded the first leg of the stairs and crossed the landing to

the second flight.

"I'm afraid not," Truitt said breathlesdy. "Hasit ever been displayed?”

"No," Ho said quickly. "1t has been part of a private collection for

decades."

"Then | shdl examineit with an eye for comparison to the other

pieces| am familiar with."



They had exited the second flight and were winding their way

around to the last st of stairs.

"Y ou have abeautiful home," Truitt lied. "The staircases are mahogany,

arethey not?"

"Yes," Ho said, pausing at the door to his office to scan acard that

unlocked the door. "'From Brazil and hand fitted without nails or

rews.”

Ho opened the door and stepped aside.

"How lovely," Truitt said. He stared across the office to where the

Golden Buddha sat. "But nowhere near aslovely asthis.”

Truitt walked over to the Buddha, followed by Ho.

"Magnificent,” Truitt said easly. "May | touch it?"

"Please," Ho said.

The insurance adjuster was acting just as Ho had hoped. Equal parts

respect and sublimation. There was a good chance the gppraisal would
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bein hisfavor. If it was not to hisliking, Ho was sure he could bully <

the agent into capitul ation.

Truitt rubbed hishand over the face of Buddha, then stared into the

jeweled eyes. "Might | ask some about the history?”

"He's from the thirteenth century and from Indoching," Ho said.

Truitt opened asmdl leather clutch he had been holding and removed

ajeweler's eyepiece. He placed it over one eye and examined the



sones. "Exquiste.”

Ho watched as the adjuster examined the Buddha from head to toe.

The man seemed competent, so he decided to ask him about the secret
storage compartment. "I had ahigtorian dig into it alittle and he mentioned

that some of these pieces contained an inner chamber.”

"The part of Buddhawhere thereisno ego,” Truitt said quickly,

"thevoid."

"Then you are familiar with theidea?' Ho said.

"Oh, yes," Truitt said. He was glad the Corporation had seen fit to

provide him with areport on ancient Asan art. The"void" had been

part of the study.

"l can't seem to find one on thispiece.”

"Let'slook closer,” Truitt said.

The two men spent the next twenty minutes carefully examining the



object, but no secret compartment was found. Truitt decided to use the

revelation to hisfavor.

"Shdl we gt for ahit?' he asked Ho.

The men took seats around Ho's desk.

"What value do you havein mind,” Truitt said, "that you would

like our company to underwrite?"

"l wasthinking in the neighborhood of two hundred million,” Ho

sad.

"That's an expensive neighborhood,” Truitt said, smiling.

Leaning forward, he spilled the contents of hisleather clutch on the

floor. Scooping down to pick up the contents, he attached asmall bug

to the bottom of Ho's desk.

"Silly me," he said after the bug was attached and the bag placed

back on hislap.

"What do you think isthe value?' Ho asked.



"The absence of the secret compartment actually addsto the rarity
of the piece," Truitt lied. "It placesthe age at |east afew decades before
what | had estimated. The voids date from the twelfth century and | ater.

Y ou may have something here that defies accurate pricing.”

Ho smiled hisferd smile. Heloved it when he bested someoneina
dedl, and he was beginning to think he/d outsmarted some of the wisest
art collectorsin theworld. At firgt, the $200 million he'd paid had

seemed like aking's ransom--now it was |ooking like he'd bought

cheap.

"What are you saying?" he asked.

"I could easlly insureit for twice what you are seeking,” Truitt said,

"but of course the premiumswould reflect the increased vaue.”

Thiswas going better than Truitt could have hoped--greed had removed
Ho'sdoubt in hisidentity. He had come a stranger, but now he
was afriend bearing gifts. Cons only work when the mark wantsto

bdieve. Ho wanted to bdieve.

"But. ..," Hosad dowly, "if | insured it for more, bankswould

loan on the increased value."

"Yes," Truitt said, "bankstend to follow our lead."



Ho nodded dowly. "Why don't you figure the premiums on four

hundred million."

"I would, of course, need to contact our main office for the quotes,”

Truitt said, "but | can easlly attest to the value.”

Ho sat back in hischair. The redlization that he owned atruly

pricelesswork of art was sinking into his soul. Now his ego needed

gtroking. A stroking that only other rich people could give him.

"I'm having aparty today," he said.

"| saw the preparations,” Truitt said, smiling.

"You, of course, areinvited,” Ho said, "but | wasthinking of displaying

the artifact to my guests. | would fed more comfortableif | had
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arider covering the piece until | receive the actual quote. Just something

to cover today."

"You are, of course, thinking of diplaying it downgtairs," Truitt

sad.

Ho wasn't, but he was now.

"Yes," Ho sad. "Perhaps out on the grounds?’

Truitt nodded. "Let me make aquick cal.”

Ho pointed to histelephone, but Truitt whipped out acell phone

and hit the speed did.

"Samudson here"

"Richard, you're amagnificent bastard,” the voice said. "We have



been ligening for the last few minutes over the bug. Nicework."

"l need aquote on aone-day rider to Mr. Ho's policy to cover a

piece of art valued at four hundred million until we can come up with

an accurate figure for long-term coverage.”

"Ladedah, dedah. All right then,” the operator on the Oregon said, "let me make up anumber for you.
How about twenty thousand

dollars? Or whatever you decide. But I'd take the feein cash if | was

you. Then we can have a party after thisisover.”

"l see," Truitt said, nodding, "so we will requireincreased security.

Hold on aminute

Truitt placed his hand over the telephone.

Back on the Oregon, the operator turned to Hanley.

"Truitt'sred-hot today,” he said. "I had not even thought of that

agle

Ho was waiting for the adjuster to speak.



"Thefeefor the rider for the day will be eighteen thousand five

hundred U.S. But my company isinssting on increased security. Luckily,

we havealocd firm we use--my office will contact them and have some

men out here within the hour, if that's okay with you."

"Doesthe feeinclude the security detail 7" Ho asked.

Truitt thought for asecond, but decided not to push.
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"Thefeeincludes three security guards, but we will want thefeein

cash,” Truitt said serioudly.

Ho stood up and walked over to his safe. " Sounds reasonable,” he

sad.



Truitt smiled--the offer was anything but reasonable, but Ho had

no way to know that.

“I'll tell them,” Truitt said.

Ho began spinning the dia to hissafe.

"We have an agreement,” he said to the operator on the Oregon, "but well need the security people here
assoon aspossihle.”

"Damn, you're good,” the operator said.

"Yes, | am," Truitt said quietly, then disconnected.

Ho returned with two wrapped stacks of dollars. Each strip read

$10,000. Removing fifteen of the hundred-dollar billsfrom one of the

stacks, he handed Truitt the rest. Siding the stacks of money into his

leather clutch, he smiled at Ho.

"Do you have a sheet of paper?”

"What for?' Ho asked.

"I need to write you areceipt,” Truitt said.



HANLEY REACHED FOR the telephone and dialed Cabrillo. "Dick
Truitt just got us three more men insde the compound, acting

as security guards.”

"Excdlent," Cabrillo said, "and there was no problem with the gppraisa ?'

"Hehandled it likethe pro heis" Hanley said.
"Have we got security guard uniformsin the Magic Shop?
"Absolutely,” Hanley said. "I'll just call Nixon and have him blast

off ajazzy patch on the embroidery machine.”

"Get onit," Cabrillo said quickly, "so we can extract Truitt."
"Truitt's been invited to the party,” Hanley said, "unless you want

Oieto order him out."
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"Have him wait until the fake security team arrives," Cabrillo said.
"That way he can verify ther identity to Ho. Then have him stick
around--1 have another job for him."

"Done" Hanley sad.

Cabrillo disconnected and Hanley dialed the Magic Shop.

"Kevin," hesaid, "I need three security guard uniformswith the



appropriate badges.”

"Name?'

Hanley thought for amoment before answering.
"Make them Redman Security Services."
"Asin Redford and Newman?'

"Yougotit," Hanley sad, "The Sting."

"It will take me twenty minutes or so to make the badges," Nixon
said, "but send the three operatives down right away. | can fit the uniforms

whilethe patchesareforming.”

"They will bethere shortly,” Hanley saidin closing.

Hanley glanced at aclipboard in the control room. Most of the
Corporation stockholders were aready assigned to functions of operations,
extraction or backup. His remaining choices were an assistant

chef, Rick Barrett; a propulsion engineer named Sam Pryor; and a
middle-aged man who worked in the armory, Gunther Reinholt. None

had ever worked on the operations end. But beggars can't be choosers
"Get me Reinhalt, Pryor and Barrett,” Hanley said to one of the

communications operators, "and have them meet mein the Magic

Shop."



The operator began paging the men.

DONT WORRY," MURPHY said to Halpert, "it just smellslike

marijuana.”

Murphy was waving what looked like an incense stick near the

members of the band when Cabrillo waked into the conference room-"Smdls

like a Grateful Dead concert in here" he said.
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Murphy walked closer and let the smoke waft over the chairman.

"It'sthelittlethings," he said with agrin, "that makes the Corporation

successful.”

"The red band was sober," Cabrillo noted.

"But Ho doesn't know that."



Cabrillo nodded. "Listen up. Dick Truitt has managed to get three
more operativesingde. The men will be dressed as security guards. I'll
have the company name shortly. Be careful, because there might be
other guards Ho aready hired. Don't dip up and mistake oursfor

them."

Just then, Cabrillo's telephone rang. He listened then disconnected.

"Redman Security isthe name on our guys uniforms,” he said to

the group.

A moment later JuliaHuxley waked into the room.

"Wow," Kasm said.

Huxley was dressed in apair of form-fitting lesther pantsthat laced

up the side and showed two panels of leg from foot to hip. Her top was
ameta-studded vest that barely covered her ample bosom. Around her
neck was astrap of leather with a D-shaped hook, and one of her arms
was decorated with a flowing tattoo of barbed wire and flower vines.
Her hair was teased and coated with hair spray in awild fashion and

her makeup was bold and thickly applied. Five-inch pumps and adusting

of glitter on her exposed skin completed the picture.



"Sutty enough for you boys?' she asked.

"l didn't know the Magic Shop had such costumesin stock,” Hal-pert

sad.

Huxley walked over to Halpert and rubbed herself dlong hisside.

Asthelead singer, he, of course, was the one who got the girl.

"What do you mean?' she asked. "Thisisfrom my own collection.”

Huxley was lying, of course--but then this entire operation wasa

facade.

"Now, who would argue," Kasm said, "that Americas not the

greatest country in the world?"
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T) OSSWAS CHECKING the smoke machines when Ho walked out

iV-onto the lawn.

"Misslsdda" he said ashe waked over, "I have anew piece of

artwork I've decided | want to display out here on the lawn."”

Ross watched Ho carefully. The man was gesturing toward one side

of the tent. He looked back at her expectantly. There was no hint he

found anything amiss.

"Isitapanting?’ Ross asked.

"No, it'sadatue," Ho said.

Two workers were waiting aongside the colored lights near the



smoke machine.

"Take abreak for afew moments," Ross said.

The men walked into the shade of the tent.

"Describeit to me," Ross asked.

"Six foot tal and made of gold," Ho said.

Ross quickly thought. " Perhaps we could place the object there'-- she pointed afew feet awvay--"at the
end of the red carpet leading into

thetent. As sort of asenting.”

Ho and Ross walked over to the spot.

"I could light it with blue and red spatlights,” she said.

"What e se?' Ho asked.

Ross racked her brain. What could help the Corporation with the

theft?

"What do you think about some billowing clouds of smoke," she



said dowly, "so the object seems to appear and disappear like amirage?’

"Excdlent,” Ho sad eagerly.

Ross smiled. Out of the corner of her eye she caught aglimpse of a

trio of men from the Oregon; they were dressed in security guards

uniforms. Somehow her team had sent help. Barrett, acting asthe leader

of the guards, walked over to where she and Ho were standing.

"Areyou Mr. HO?' hesaid.

“I'mHo."

"The insurance company sent us.”

Barrett placed afinger to his eye and winked a Ross when Ho was

not looking.

"Good," Ho said, "I'm glad you arrived so quickly. Thisisiseda;
she'sin charge of planning. We were just now figuring out the best place

to place the object you will be guarding.”

Barrett nodded.

"Werethinking there," Ho said, pointing, "near the entrance to the

tent.”



Barrett scanned the grounds asif to determine the security of the

spot. He turned back to Ho and spoke.

"My company mentioned it was astatue.”

"Right,” Ho said, "asix-foot-tall Buddha"

Barrett nodded asif he were weighing his options.

"Isit heavy?" he asked.
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"It weighs about six hundred pounds," Ho said. "Why do you ask?"



"Well, sr," Barrett said, "'l thought you might want it to be more

of apart of the festivities—-you know, have it moved from place to place

asthe party proceeds. Six hundred poundsistoo heavy for my mento

move, however."

Ross was catching on.

"Y ou mean to have the statue become one of the guests,” she said

eagerly.

"Something likethat," the guard admitted. " The object would actualy

be safer the more people that are around.”

"Interesting,” Ho said.

"The party'samost ready to sart,” Rosssaid, "but | could seeif |

could scrounge up some other Buddha statues and do an entire theme

inthat direction.”



"What do you mean?' Ho asked.

"Maybe | could find some plaster Buddha statues and have them

placed around the grounds,”" Ross said.

"That would help with security,” Barrett admitted, "by confusing

thered and the fakes."

"Do you think you can?' Ho asked.

"Don't worry, Mr. Ho," Ross said, "my company can work miracles.”

THE BAND WAS assembled in the conference room on the Oregon. Hanley and Cabrillo were
waking them through ther last-minute

ingructions.

"Asyou know, we have three more men insde," Cabrillo said, "posing
as security, so we don't need to worry about getting it down to

ground level. It should aready bethere."



"That'saplus" Franklin noted.

"So the actual remova from the Site has become easier,” Hanley

said, "but we have the added problem of more witnesses.”
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"That meanswe dmogt certainly need to drug the guests,” Kasim

noted.

"It's beginning to look that way," Cabrillo admitted.

"The playligt featuresthree sets," Hanley continued. "That gives us

two breaks between sets when you, as members of the band, can move

freely about. Watch the chairman for the lead and.be flexible--this entire

caper isgill unfolding.”

"Do we have the plane waiting to receive the icon after the theft?"

Hal pert asked.



"Arranged,” Cabrillo said. "A planeisinbound as we speak.”

"When's the extraction scheduled?' Monica asked.

"Ten minutes before midnight, tonight,” Hanley said.

"The Oregon sails avay from here sometime tomorrow,” Cabrillo

said, "no matter what the outcome. So let's just do our jobs and take

our leave."

"A littlericher for the effort,” Murphy said, smiling.

"That'stheidea," Cabrillo agreed.

THIN TENDRILS OF richly scented incense smoke wafted toward

the celling inthe A-MaTemple.

A scattering of tourists filed through the public areas and |eft offerings

at the foot of various Buddhas. They walked on the pebbled paths,

sat on the carved wooden benches on the grounds and stared at the sea

inreflection. It was aplace of tranquillity; aport of serenity in astorm

of confusion and haste.

Winston Spenser was not feding cam.



Fear gripped him. The Golden Buddhawas laughing at him--of that
he was sure. The cdm gaze and unmoving solidness made him uneasy.
Spenser dreamed of when he would berid of the curse and collect his
money. He could seeit in hismind. The armored-car company picking
up theicon again and delivering it to the software billionairés plane.

The crates of money he would receive.
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He rose from the bench in the main temple, then walked out the

door and down the hillsde to hiswaiting limousine. The parking lot
was half empty. Most of the people in Macau were preparing for the
parade and tonight's parties. A pair of motorcycles sat off to one side
under atree. Spenser didn't notice them--he was wrapped up in his
own certain falure. Climbing in the rear of the limousine, he gavethe

driver directions. A few moments later the limousine rolled out of the

"I've seen what | need to see," one of the motorcyclists said.



"| agree,”" said the other.

SIX CHINESE VALETS awaited the first of the guests. After showing
their invitationsto the guard, they pulled through the gate, drove

up the circular drive, then climbed from their cars near the front door

of themandon. a

The sun was dowly dipping in thewest and the view from the mansion

was an expanse of seallit with the golden hues of awaning sun.

Spenser climbed from the rear of hislimousine and stared at the scene.

He was dressed in ablack tuxedo that hid the pools of sweat under his

arms. Squaring his shoulders, he walked into the foyer.

Juan Cabrillo rolled down the window of the van and handed the

guard adip of paper.

"Park over by the garages,” the guard said, "then unload your

equipment and whed! it around back.”



Cabrillo nodded. When the gate opened, he drove around to the

garages, then backed the van up near the edge of the lawn.

"Showtime," hesaid.

And the band climbed from the van and began shuttling equipment

to the rear of the house.

Cabrillo walked around to the rear of the house, seeking Ross. He

saw her in the distance talking on acell phone. Severa people were

standing nearby.
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"We're The Minutemen," he said when she had disconnected.

"Good," Ross said. "The bandstand is over there."



"We have some large speskers,” Cabillo said, "that welll need some

help moving."

"Let me summon some help.”

"Weliketo take care of our equipment oursalves,”" Cabrillo said.

"We just need some carts.”

Ross nodded and turned to one of the caterers.

"Thisisthe leader of the band," she said. "He needsto borrow a

few of the carts you use to move the tables.”

The man nodded and motioned to Cabrillo. "Right thisway."

Mark Murphy stood on the bandstand and surveyed the surroundings.
Three large tentswere erected, forming aY with the band at the

far end. The bandstand was dightly eevated from the ground, and to
the rear the back of the tent had dits that opened to provide access.
Electrical cablesto power their speakers and lights stretched out under
the tent. He sat his guitar down and poked through the dit in the back.

Forty feet behind the rear of the tent was part of the wall that formed the boundary of the house. To the
right Sdeof the'Y portion of the

tent, somethirty yards away, wastherear wall of the mansion and the



doors|leading to the kitchens and insgde. He began to walk the perimeter

of thetent.

At thefront, or top, of the Y were the entrances for the guests. In

the opening between the legs of the Y there was a portable fountain and
asmal wooden platform that was currently empty. Murphy continued
around the other sde, examining the way the tents were fastened to the
ground. There were large metd stakes on the edges with guy wires running
farther out onto the lawn, where they were staked into the earth.

He stared up. Long metd poles, two per each section of the three separate
tents, poked through the tops. He found adit in the tent and

walked over to one of the poles. The bases sat on plagtic holders.

Murphy figured it wouldn't take much to bring it al down.
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Ho was making hisway back to the mansion when he stopped in

histracks.

Severd longhaired men were approaching the tent, but that didn't



concern him. What did concern him wasthe lady that was following.

Ho pivoted on hishedl and walked over.

"I'm Stanley Ho," he said, smiling. "I'm your host."

"I'm Candace," JuliaHuxley said.

Ho'seyeswereriveted on Huxley's ample assets. "1 find this hard

to believe,” Ho said, "but | don't remember meeting you before.”

"I'm with the band," Candace said, smiling wickedly. "At least |

came with them."

"Performer?' Ho asked.

"Inmany ways," Candace said, smiling.

Ho was beginning to get thefedling thet if he played his cardsright,

he might get lucky.

"I need to go insde and greet my guests,” Ho said quickly ashe

saw | selda approaching from the corner of his eye. "Perhaps we could



tak later."

He turned and moved toward the back door of the mansion.

"Mr. Ho," Ross shouted after him, "I think we have the placement

figured out."

"Just take care of it," Ho said over his shoulder.

Ross passed by Huxley. "Slut," she whispered.

"Leshian,” Huxley replied.

MAXHANLEY WASdgitting in alegther chair in the command center

of the Oregon.

"Okay, people," he said to thetrio of operators that remained,

"we'reago. Display from thetree," Hanley ordered.

Theimage from thetiny camerain the treefilled one of the screens

in the control room. Hanley could see Cabrillo rolling acart containing
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severa long spesker boxes across the lawn. Ross had just passed Huxley
and was now turning to go back toward the tent. Murphy popped out
from the Sde of one of the tents. Asif on cue, he turned to the tree and

smiled.

"Lary,” Hanley sad, "al okay."

Larry King was the Corporation member hiding in the tree. He adjusted

his sniper rifle and then pushed the tiny microphone over hisvoice

box and answered.

"How's the picture, boss?'

"Looksgood," Hanley said. "Y ou holding up?'

King had been forced to take his position above the party sometime

just after 3am. Held been in his perch over twelve hours dready. There

was agood chance held need to remain there dmost that long again.

"l did six daysoncein Indonesia,” King said. "Thisisapiece of

cake."



"Haveyou dided in your fields of fire?' Hanley asked, dready

knowing the answer.

"About athousand times, boss," King said, swatting away afly on

hisarm.

KingwasaU.S. Army-trained sniper. If Hanley gavethe order, he

could lob a dozen shots onto the grounds in about as long asit took to

sneeze. Hanley hoped it wouldn't come down to that--but if one of the

crew was in trouble and there was no other choice, King was the great

equdizer.

"Stand by, Larry,” Hanley said. "Well call you if we need you."

"Affirmative," King said as he continued to scan the grounds

through his scope.

"Try theingde of thetent,” Hanley ordered.

Animage filled the screen from acamerathat wasinserted in the

body of Cabrillo's dectric keyboard. Theimage was dightly off.

"Juan," Hanley said.

Cabrillo was pushing the cart around the sde of the tent, but he



could hear through histiny earpiece.
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"You'll need to adjust your keyboard dightly to theright. Were |
missing alittle of theleft Sde of the tent.”
Cabrillo made adight nod to confirm.

"Gotothevan," Hanley ordered.

Another picture flicked onto a separate screen that was split in half.
The cameras had been attached to the van's folding mirrors. They were
showing a pretty good view of most of the front of the house. Lincoln
was removing abox from the back of the van.

"Frankie," Hanley said.

Franklin Lincoln moved out of the back of the van and stared into

one of therearview mirrorsasif hewerefixing hishair.

"Try toleavethe van whereit is" Hanley said. "Y ou guys got lucky
and placed it where we have agood field of view."
Lincoln made an okay sign at the mirror.

"Okay, men," Hanley said to the operators, "we're the eyes and



ears, so be dert."

UH

WINSTON SPENSER WALKED into the mansion, snagged aglass

of champagne from apassing waiter, and durped down haf of

the flute before approaching the receiving line. Stanley Ho was beaming
and shaking hands with each guest that passed. Ahead of Spenser were
an Audtralian couple who were just being greeted, and directly in front

of him wasthe local Portuguese consular agent. Spenser waited patiently,
finishing thefirgt glass of champagne and summoning the waiter

for another, then took his placein front of Ho.

"Wington," Ho said, smiling, "it's good to see you, but youre a

little late--the insurance adjuster was aready here.”

"Sorry," Spenser said, "'l wasrunning late."

Spenser tried to keep moving along, but Ho reached out and took

him by thearm.

"That'sdl right,” Ho said. "It seemsyour timing is perfect.”



Ho pointed to the staircase.
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Spenser's stomach did a backflip. The Golden Buddha, strapped to
adolly like apatient in amental ward, was descending the stairs, being

helped down by the guards from Redman Security.

"I've decided to display my newest treasure,” Ho said, "so dl the

guests can sharein the glory. Don't worry, I'll let everyone who asks

know who helped me handle the acquisition.”

A thousand thoughts raced through Spenser's mind. None of them

were good.

"Sir...," Spenser began to say. But the line was moving adong and

Ho was dready preparing to greet the next guest. "I don't think . . ."

"I'll talk to you when we are outside,” Ho said quietly as he turned

to shake a coupl€'s hands.



AT THE REAR door," Hanley said, pointing to ascreen.

Heflipped a switch on the communication console, then

spoke into a microphone.

"Juan, the Buddhais being whedled outsde.”

On one of the screens, Cabrillo could be seen inside the tent checking
the connection to his keyboard. He raised his head and made asigna
that he understood. Ross walked over to the front of the tents asthe

Buddhawas whedled up, then supervised the placement near the fountain.

Thetarget of dl the planning and preparation wasnow in plain

aght.

CHIEF INSPECTOR OF the Macau Constabulary Sung Rhe<
watched the statue from his place on the lawn near the rear door

of the mansion. Rhee had known Stanley Ho since before held become
wedthy. He was an acquaintance, not afriend. Thefirst ship Ho had
owned, the gtart of his shipping fortune, had been a congtant thornin

Rheessde.
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The chief inspector had been amere detective at that time, assigned

to vice and smuggling, and he had become convinced Ho was moving
drugs with the ship. Rhee had just never been able to catch himinthe

act. Ho'sfortune had grown fast, and the chief inspector knew what

that usudly denoted--the problem was that as the shipowner'sfortune

had swelled, so had his power. Twicein the past decade Rhee had been
ordered away from Ho's activities when he was close to amassing

enough evidence to bring charges. Now Rhee was beginning to understand
that as Ho legitimized his holdings, he probably never would pay

the pricefor his past shady dedlings.

Rhee had been invited to the party in an unofficia capacity--window dressing for the guests.

Like the mayor, the ambassadors of various countries, and the minor

royalty who were present, Rhee was here today to add to the theme of

legitimacy Ho so desperately craved.

Hewas a prop--but that didn't make the police officer insde him



take leave. He stared at the chunk of gold and tried to decide how, if
it was up to him, hewould stedl it. Rhee stared around the grounds,
trying to imagine an escape route. The wal surrounding the grounds
amogt ingsted on a departure through the main gate. The fact that the
object was being placed out in the open actually hel ped the security. It
would dmost certainly dways bein view of someone. He glanced

around again, then shook his head dightly.

Rhee concluded theft was not a problem and went inside for some

shrimp puffs

A DARK GREEN Mercedes-Benz limousine pulled up to the gate and
the driver was waved through. Tom Reyes, the driver, swung

around on the circular driveway and positioned the passenger door near
the front door of the mansion. He then climbed out and opened the

door to the rear compartment and helped the occupant out.

Once Crabtree was standing alongside the limousine, Reyesraced to
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the front door and said to the butler, "Thisis Princess Aadborg of Denmark.”

The butler stood aside as she swept into the foyer in arustle of satin



and lace, then walked toward Ho, who was now standing aone.
"Princess Aaborg," Reyes announced from two steps behind.

Ho bent over and lightly kissed the proffered hand, then raised his
head and smiled. "'I'm honored to have you vist my humble home."
"Charmed,” Monica Crabtree said in abizarre accent.

Ho snapped hisfingersand awaiter instantly appeared. "May | offer

you alibation?'

"Champagne with a strawberry would be nice," Crabtree said.

Ho motioned to the waiter, who scurried off.

"Jeeves," Crabtree said to the driver, "I'll be fine now--you may

take your leave."

Reyes backed away a distance, then turned and walked toward the
front door. Moving thelimousine away from the front of the mansion,
Reyes parked in a spot near the garage and climbed out. Then hewalked

around to the front of the limousine, tilted back his cap and lit acigarette.



"Monicaissafdy ingde," Hanley reported to Cabrillo.

TWILIGHT FELL OVER the groundswith alight breeze that brought
the smell of thesea. A few milesaway, at the staging areafor the

parade, the engines of the lead floats cameto life. The marching band

that wasthefirst group to walk the route began to assemblein orderly
rows, awaiting the sgna to begin. Macau began to settlein for the

night, and in the high-risesin the city center and along the waterfront,
lights began to flicker on. Out to sea, the navigation lights of the ships
approaching port began to be visible, and the scattering of airplanes

both inbound and outbound appeared as light specksin the distant sky-All
of the guests had arrived and the front lawn of the mansion

looked like aluxury car dedlership. There were Jaguars and BMWSs, *
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sgngle Lamborghini, apair of Ferraris. Twelve limousines, alone armored

Humvee and an old Rolls-Royce crowded the lawvn. On the wall

along theroad, the security cameras swept back and forth, but no more

cars gpproached and the guard tired of watching the monitor.



So no one noticed when apair of motorcycles drove dowly past.

If someone had, and they were knowledgesble, they might have noticed

that one of the motorcycle's sdecars had been enlarged and reinforced.

The modifications were barely perceptible, but if you looked

closdly, you could see that there was a heavy-duty training wheel undernegth,
and that the passenger seat had been removed and made into

acargo compartment. The motorcycles continued north to the stop sign,

then turned left and headed in the direction of the Inner Port. The bikers

had an appointment to keep in aplace not too far distant.

THE BAND WAS performing a sound check. Thewall of speakers
behind the bandstand lent an air of full-on rock concert, but the

actua sound coming out of them was |ess than one would have thought.
Unless someone was standing directly in front of the speaker wall, held
have no way to tell that many of the speakers were not functioning.
Some were hollow shells, others held items that would be needed for

the operation.

Rosswalked over and spoke to Cabrillo.

"Thefirst set dartsat seven,” shesaid. "Areyou ready?"



Cabrillo gtared at the players, then at the crowd that was till milling
about the tent, some seated, more il flitting from table to table. "1l
put the background music on in asecond. That should signd were

about to begin."

He walked over to the main console and adjusted a switch. At the
sound of the music, the crowd began to make their way to their assigned
seats. Stanley Ho was standing just inside one of the tents on the left
sdeof theY. Hewas attempting to regae Huxley with stories of his

Vast wealth and power.
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"I lovethe Buddha," Huxley said, smiling. "Perhgps you have some

other artwork you could show me later."

"I'd beglad to,” Ho said. "In fact, there are many piecesin my

upper office that might interest you. Maybe we could dip away later

and take alook."



"I'dlikethat," Huxley said.

Ho nodded greedily. He was aready imagining the possibilities the \ suicide blonde might offer his
libido--if he needed to ignore his guests'

for the opportunity, so beit.

"I need to go to the front and make my introductions now," Ho

said, "but we can meet later."

Huxley smiled and dinked away. Ho walked through the crowd,

stopping at varioustablesto glad-hand his guests. A few minuteslater,

he was standing in front of the bandstand.

"I'm Stanley Ho," he said to Halpert. "Might | use your microphone

to make an introduction?'

Halpert handed his microphone to Ho, who tapped the top to be

sureit wasworking.



"Ladiesand gentlemen,” he said.

The crowd quieted down.

"I'd like to welcome you to my Good Friday party.”

The crowd clapped.

"l hope that you are finding the food and drink to your liking."

Another round of applause.

"I hope each of you has achanceto view my latest acquidition, a
good-luck charm. | have displayed the piece at the entrance to the tent.
Like another we honor tonight, he signifies enlightenment and spiritudity
and that isthe theme of this evening'sfestivities. Now, if we could

take a second to remember those that have sacrificed themsalves for our

freedoms.”



The crowd was slent.

"Thank you," Ho said afew momentslater. "Wewill have

fireworks and light displaystonight, aswell as an excellent band straight
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from Cdiforniain the United States. Please join mein welcoming the

Minutemen."

He handed the microphone back to Halpert. At the sametime, the
lightsin the tent began to dim until asingle spatlight illuminated Hal-pert's
back, which was turned from the crowd. The band keyed their
ingruments and the opening notes of the Eagles song " Already Gone"

began pulsing through the crowd.

Halpert swung around and began to belt out the lyrics.

MORE THAN ANY onething, the key to a successful robbery is

gedth. The pair of men on the motorcycles knew thisand they

moved quietly through the A-Ma Temple toward their target. The tourists



had gone home for the night and most of the monkswerein the

dining hall partaking of their smple evening med. The side room where
their target stood was dimly lit, and the men, who were dressed in black
clothes and face masks, blended into the air like whispery goblins.

"Thereheis," one man whispered.

The man was pushing a heavy-duty dolly stolen from arenta store

the previous night. He whedled it over, examined the artifact, then
waited while his partner closed the door on the wooden crate and tilted
it 0 the other man could dide the dolly underneath. After securing it

with straps, they began to make their way toward the door.

WINSTON SPENSER WAS past wine and into cognac. He was
pleasantly buzzed and beginning to fed that he might just accomplish
hisgoa. He glanced at hiswatch. He had some time before

he needed to dip away and meet the armored-car company at the temple.
Then he would make hisway to the airport and consummate the

saewith the software hillionaire.

By firgt light, hed be on hisway away from here, then héld take a

break from al the drinking.
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Finishing the snifter, he motioned to a passing waliter for arefill.
Then heturned to one of the guests seated next to him.
"Excdlent band."

"They truly are," Crabtreereplied.

TWO HUNDRED AND twenty-seven milesfrom Macau, in the South |
China Sea, the burgundy jet was passing over Tungshaldand,
inbound for landing. The software billionaire walked forward, fastening

asash around his black silk kimono.

"Theladiesaretired,” he said with abarely hidden trace of pride.

"Could you prepare pitchers of coffee, orange juice and some pastries

and take them to the rear?"

"Immediately,” the blond-haired man said, legping to hisfeet.

Continuing forward, the billionaire knocked on the cockpit door.

The copilot opened the door. "Sir?" he asked.



"How far out are we?"

"Lessthan haf an hour," the copilot said, glancing a his navigationa

chart.

"Have you arranged for refuding?'

"All taken care of, gr," the pilot said, turning his head toward the

cockpit door.

Passing through the gdley, the billionaire could smell the coffee’

brewing. "About ahaf hour and well be on the ground,” he said as

he passed.

The blond-haired man waited until he was gone, then removed a

digita pager from his belt and pushed afew buttons. Then he winked

at the other flight attendant and resumed his preparations.

THE TRIO OF Redman Security officers glanced up asthe band was

finishing thelast song in the firgt set. Then Sam Pryor turned toward



acameraand touched his nose.
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Back on the Oregon, Max Hanley reached for amicrophone.

"Julia" hesad, "you can sart now."

Huxley dipped from behind the speaker wal and motioned to Hal-pert.

Cabrillo, Lincoln and Murphy began to remove afew speskers

from the bank behind them. Ho walked over.

"Y ou have two more s&ts," he said.

"We have somedectricd glitches,” Cabrillo told him. "Three of the

tower speakers aren't working. Don't worry--they haven't worked yet

and we sound dll right.”

"Do you want me to take them back to the truck?' Huxley asked.

"That's part of your job," Halpert said.



Ho gtared at Huxley. The thought of his suicide blonde becoming

sweaty disturbed him.

"I'll have one of the guards give you ahand,” Ho said. "Miss Candace

asked exlier if she might have atour of my home."

"Okay, Mr. Ho," Cabrillo said. "Well move them around to the

front of the tent, then have one of the guards help us put them in the

van.

"Whatever," Ho said. "Now, Candy--may | show you my home?'

ROSS MOTIONED TO the caterer. "Before the second set, Mr. Ho

wants to make a specia toast.”

"The passion fruit punch?' the caterer said.

"Correct," Ross said.

"Just beforethe main med is served?'

"That'sthe plan.”

"I'll go ahead and ice down the punch then," the caterer said.



"You look busy here" Rosssaid, "I'll take care of the punch.”

When the chef had his back turned, Ross removed the flask of liquid

and broke the sedl. The viscous fluid was a strange blue green with flecks

of what looked like powdered silver. She swirled it around then poured
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it into the vat. Taking awooden spoon, she ftirred the mixture and

added ablock of ice.

The caterer was on the far end of the kitchen, talking to the chef.

Ross called across the room.



"Have the punch transferred to the crysta pitchers and taken into

thetent,” she said. "Then order the waitersto begin serving."

The caterer waved ahand in reply and Ross walked back outside.

Huxley walked over to Ho and rubbed her ample assets againg his

Sde.

"I'll quickly go make thetoast,” he said with agrowing need.

"I need to make an appearance, too," Huxley said, "then well have

plenty of time."

Ho motioned to the door and the pair started out of the office.

"OIGNAL FROM ROSS," Larry King said.



On board the Oregon, Hanley was watching the monitors.

"Wesaw it too, Larry."

Hanley zoomed in on the Buddha; Reinholt, Pryor and Barrett were

gtanding in adeltaformation around the object, whileto the left three

large speaker stacks sat on carts awaiting removal.

"As soon as Ho makes histoast and the band resumes, we can begin

the extraction,” Hanley said. "Did anyone see where Ho went?'

"He headed insgde with Huxley," King noted.

"I've got him on audio in the upper office," one of the operators on the Oregon said.

"Put him on spesker," Hanley ordered.

"It'saManet," Ho was saying.

"l dways get Monet and Manet confused,” Huxley said. "But then,

art isnot my strong suit.”

"What exactly isyour strong suit?' Ho asked.

Just then, Hanley keyed thetiny earpiecein Huxley's ear. "Julia,"

he whispered, "you need to have Ho get back to the tent and make the

toast now."



"It's something | need to show you, not tell you," Candace purred,
"but it takes some time. Once the band starts the next set and my boyfriend

isbusy, I'd fed alot safer.”

"Safer isgood,” Ho said.

INSIDE THE TENT, the waiters were clearing away the appetizers.
Then they began to pour the punch from crystd pitchersinto small

glass cups at each setting. Most of the guests had returned to their seats
by the time Ho walked through the center of the tent toward the stage.
Snagging acup of punch from a passing waiter, he continued toward

the stage.

Mark Murphy was setting the last of the charges around the perimeter

of the grounds and tent. He pocketed asmall remote trigger, then

walked around to the rear of the stage. Juan Cabrillo was standing of f

to one side of the stage, staring at the crowd. Crabtree had her large
purse on the floor next to her and she moved her foot to make sureit

was a her feet. Kasam, Lincoln and Halpert stood off to one Side, awaiting

their cues. At the front of the tent, the trio from Redman Security

paced nervoudly.

Ho walked over to Cébrillo. "Isthe P.A. system on?'



"Just asecond,” Cabrillo said as heflicked aswitch. "Okay, Sr."

Ho tapped the microphone to see that it was working.

THE MONK WALKED out from the dining room, then stopped in

histracks. There was a banner with Arabic writing stretched

across the a cove where the Golden Buddha had been placed--but the

massive golden icon was nowhere to be seen. He raced back to the

dining room to dert the others. A dozen monksin yellow robes entered
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the main temple. After gppraising the situation, the head of the monks

walked into the office and lifted up the telephone.

"Why don't they make dollies with brakes?' one of the motorcyclists

said ashe dug in his hedlsto dow the descent down the hill outsde

thetemple.



The other man wasin front of the dolly, trying to dow Buddha

down, but the loose soil was not alowing him much purchase and he

was diding downhill fast.

"Drop it down and dig intherear," he whispered.

With more of adide than a controlled descent, they reached the
bottom of the hill. Once they had regained control of the dolly, they
quickly whedled it over to the motorcycle sidecar and cut the straps.
The man at the front lowered the door on the sidecar.

"Let'sget himin," hesad.

At just that instant, a gong on the grounds of the temple started

sounding.

"Damn," thefirst man said as the two wrestled the chunk of metal

into the sdecar, "1 figured wed at least be out of the parking lot before

someone caught on.”

"I'll strap him down," the second man said. 'Y ou Start your engine.”



The man climbed aboard the motorcycle and pushed the sarter. The

engineroared to life. The second man finished with securing the Buddha
and walked over to his motorcycle and started the engine. Looking up
the hill, he caught a glimpse of severa monks starting down, and he
beeped his horn. The first man turned his head and, upon seeing the
monks stumbling down the hill, reached for the clutch, then toed the
motorcycleinto gear. He twisted the throttle and began driving out of

the parking lot.

GAIN," HO SAID, "thank you al for coming. Before | make g .toast, let's give around of applauseto
the Minutemen.” 1
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The crowd clapped.

"Now," Hosad, "if you will dl raise your glasses”



He paused.

"To peace and prosperity on thisholy day," hesad. "Let usal
remember the sacrifices the few have made so that the many may find

Ho tipped the glass cup to hislips and took adrink. The crowd

followed suit.

"The dinner will be served now," Ho said, "and in asecond the

band will begin again."

THE POTION ISin," Hanley said to everyone listening, "we move

infive minutes.

Sometimes, if you know whereto look, a person can redize that life
isawdl-orchestrated balet. If oneisin tune, seemingly unrelated events
begin to reved themselves. If there were someone high above the party,

what he would see right now would be two digtinctly different groups.

The people from the Corporation began to move like pieces on a chessboard,
while those who were part of the party seemed to act asasingle

unit.

Sung Rheetried to focus his eyes, but the view of theinside of the

tent was ebbing and flowing. Specks of blue dotted the far edges of his



peripherd vision. Then he saw what he thought was a yelow-and-red

weasdl out of the corner of hiseye, but when he moved his head, it was

gone. At just that ingtant, his cdllular telephone rang.

IIRI,RII

"| can barely hear you, Sir," one of his detectives said.

Rhee stared at the tiny telephone. Hewas holding it afoot from his

mouth, asif unable to gauge distances. He tried to moveit to the proper

place, but he dammed it into histemple.

"How'sthat?' he asked.

"Better. Sir, we just received a call from the head abbot at the
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A-MaTemple. They report that apair of men hasjust stolen alarge

golden Buddhathey had on display.”

Rhee thought for a second. The Buddha was right outside the tent.



"That'sdl right," Rheesaid, "I saw our friend earlier.”

"What are you talking about, Sr?'

Rhee stared at the flord arrangement in the center of thetable. The

head of atiny horse appeared and spoke in a British accent. Take me

for aride, it said.

"Ligten, you," Rheesad, "my horseishere”

"Sir," the detective said, "I'm coming over thereright away.”

Rhee dropped the tel ephone and turned to the person next to him.

"Seemy horse?"

The person was atroll and he was spesking in alanguage Rhee

could not understand.

OVER THE ROAR of the motorcycle engine, asiren came from just
over the hill. The two men shut off the engines and listened. The

sound neither grew louder nor diminished.



"Good," thefirst man said, "they're stuck in traffic, just like we

planned.”

"Let'sdoit," the second man said.

They started their engines and roared away.

DETECTIVE LING PO was screaming into theradio as he raced

toward the mansion. Hewas a hdf mile avay when thetraffic

ground to a stop.

"Can anyone reach the temple?’ he shouted.

The unitsreported in one at atime. Only the car dong the Inner

Port Road was making any progress.

"We have apair of men on motorcyclesthat have stolen alarge gold

Buddha," he said as he beeped his horn. "Has anyone seen them pass?'
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The reports were negative.

Po steered his squad car onto the sdewalk and, blaring his horn,

continued on.

THE BAND WAS performing the Thin Lizzie song "The Boys Are

Back in Town."

On the Oregon, Hanley was watching the monitorsin darm. They

had expected some unusua behavior once the potion was administered,
but what he was seeing was chaos. A crowd of guestsin tuxedos and
evening dresses had suddenly filled the dance floor, and severa of the

ladies were shedding their clothes.

Stanley Ho waswalking through the tent in adaze. He wasfedling

strange, but he had no ideawhy. Spotting Candace acrossthe tent, he

began to make hisway toward her.

"Okay, everyone, we go in sixty seconds,” Hanley ordered.



"I hear Srens," King reported, "and they are growing closer.”

"Monica" Hanley sad, "are you hearing?'

Crabtree turned to where she knew the camerawas in the keyboard

and winked.

"Now," Hanley said.

Crabtree bit down on a packet she had taken from her purse and

dipped it insde her mouth. Ho was afew feet away and she stumbled

toward him with foam seeping from the edges of her mouth. She

grabbed him around his neck and held tight.

"Go ahead, Murph," Hanley ordered.

Murphy dipped his hand inside his pocket and hit the trigger. AlImost

ingtantly there was aseries of explosionslike fireworks. The outside

lights and those insde the tent went dark.

"Wereago for switch,” Hanley said.

At exactly that instant, Barrett and Pryor did one of the spesker

boxes off the cart and opened aback door. A gold-painted plaster Buddha



replicadipped onto the ground. At the same time, Reinholt flipped
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the edge of the tent over the Buddha on display. Severd potted plants

placed inthe Y insde the tent shielded the guards from anyone who

might be watching.

"All dark on the western front," King said as he scanned the ground

through the pale green light of anight scope.

"Anyone moving?' Hanley asked.

King swept across the grounds, then down the hillside.

"There's an unmarked police car with aportable light on the roof

proceeding dong Avenida Republica. He's three hundred and fifty yards

distant.”

"Canyou hit at that distance?' Hanley asked.

"Ohyeof littlefath,” King said. "It'sacar, not abug. | doubt |



can hit the driver's nose, but you never know."
"Just atire, Larry,” Hanley said.

"Hold on,” King said.

Supporting therifle on abranch, he regulated his breathing, then

waited until the police car wasin hisfidd of fire. Hewasin an amost

Zen state of concentration. When the target appeared, it was asif it
werein dow motion. King squeezed thetrigger, then willed the bullet

to run true. Ingdetherifle, thefiring pin hit the shdl primer and

sparked, the gunpowder burned and propelled the shell out of the cartridge
and sent it spinning through therifling inddethe barrel. Leaving

the end of the barrel and passing through the noise suppressor, the dug

garted down the hill in agtraight line toward the target.

"Shit," Po said as hisfront tire shredded. He dowed down and

climbed out of the squad car, leaving the door open. Looking back onto
the sdewdk, hetried to see what he had hit. There was nothing visible,
but that didn't mean anything. He stared up the hill to hisintended
destination, then decided the hill wastoo steep to climb. Po did back

into the driver's seat and reached for the radio.

"Target has stopped and he's calling for help,” King said.

"Good job," Hanley said.



Hanley was watching the monitors, but without lights there was
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little to see. He stared at hiswatch, then glanced at the schedule of

actions. Thirty seconds passed. King continued to scan the grounds. A

few of the kitchen workers had popped out from inside and were clustered

around the rear door. He swiveled his scope to the front of the

house and noticed that the front gate to the driveway had opened automatically

when the power was cut. Ten seconds.

"Have you sghted the charge on the fireworks display?' Hanley

asked.

"Gotit," King sad.

"Protect your eyes after the shot,” Hanley said.

"I'll switch back to regular sights,” King agreed.

"Wegoinfive, four, three, two, one."



King squeezed the trigger and hit the explosive packet Murphy had
laid in place hours earlier. The fireworks exploded with aroar. Roman
candles streaked skyward and the large mortarlike devices began to
spew forth in belches. There was shrieking and thumping sounds asthe
fireworks began to discharge. King rubbed his eyes and stared at the

now-lit-up scene.

Threeflickersfrom aflashlight at the front of the tent caught his

atention.

"l have asignd the switch has been made," King noted.

"Signal the helicopter,” Hanley said to one of the operators.

"Shel'shaving asaizure,” Ho shouted.

Monica Crabtree hung on to Ho's neck and rolled her eyes back in

her head. A doctor Ho knew was dancing on one of the tables nearby,

but he didn't respond to Ho's request to come over. At just that instant,

Barrett walked over.

"Thiswomanissck," Ho sad.

The guard grabbed Crabtree and did her to the ground. Theinside



of the tent was chaos, the music was blaring, but in the dim light no

one noticed the band had |eft the stage. Ho's head was spinning and he

vvas having trouble concentrating. The guard placed hislips over Crab-treg's.
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"No tongue, please," Crabtree whispered.

Faking CPR, the guard turned to Ho. "Thiswoman isdying."

"Cdl for hdp," Hosad.

The guard reached for the radio on his belt and caled for an ambulance.

"Juan," Hanley sad, "the bird isinbound.”

"Timeto pull out,” Cabrillo said to histeam. "Round everyone up.”
Reinholt and Pryor wererolling the cart containing the fal se-bottomed
speakers over the lawn to the far side of the heliport. Once

the cart was positioned, they removed green light bars from their pockets
and bent them in half. The chemicd reaction made the tubes glow

and they spread them in a crude circle so the hdlicopter pilot would



know whereto land.

The scene insde the tent was absolutely chaotic. People were singing,
howling, dancing and prancing. Sung Rhee was groping awoman

at histable, the mayor of Macau was drinking the water out of the table

arrangemen.

Only Winston Spenser seemed composed. When his ssomach was
upset, he was sengitive to fruit juice. He had faked the toast and was
beginning to see something wasterribly wrong. Right then, hefet a

prick on hisneck. A second later, his head dumped over on the table.

THE TRAFFIC OPENED up for asecond and the police car racing
aong the Inner Port Road managed to make some headway. |

the distance, the officer managed to glimpse the motorcycles making a
turn onto Calcadada Barra. Pushing the gas peda to the floor, he raced

after the retreating pair of motorcycles.

"l havethemin sght,” he shouted over theradio. "They're northwest

on Calcada"



The man aboard the motorcycle carrying the Buddhaglanced in his
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rearview mirror and saw the police car gpproaching. He waved his hand

inthe air and the second motorcyclist turned his head. Dropping back

alittle, hewaited until the police car wasright behind him. Then he

reached over and tripped alever on his sidecar.
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STANLEY HO'SMETICULOUSLY planned party had deteriorated



into abacchandia

Juan Cabrillo walked over to where Ho was standing next to the

prone Crabtree. Ho was in adaze. There were so many things happening,
his drug-addled brain could not comprehend them all. A few moments
ago, the leshian party planner had cometo him and said that she

could not figure out how to restore the lights ingde the tent and offered

to have some workers raise some of the side panelsto alow the scant
naturd moonlight to filter insde. It was now alittle brighter ingde the

tent, but many of the guests had started wandering outside onto the

tion.

"Sir," the security guard said, "the roads are choked with traffic and
the ambulances can't get through. They recommended an air evacua
Ho

gared down. A minor member of aroyd family expiring & his

party would definitely put acrimp in hissocid aspiraions.

"Doit," Ho said through the fog in hisbrain.

"| dready did," the guard admitted, "but we have another problem.”



That was al Ho needed.

"What isit?'

"There's another guest dumped over,” the guard said, pointing toward

Spenser.

"Have him taken out, too," Ho said.

Juan Cabrillo spoke. "Mr. Ho. Some of my band isfegling queasy.

Weindulged in some of the appetizersand | think something was bad.

I'd recommend we end this party and have the guests seek medical attention

immediatdly.”

The entire affair was collgpsing before Ho's eyes.

"The band wantsto leave," Cabrillo said. "We're going to pull our

van around to the rear and load up our equipment.”

"1 need the P.A. system to make an announcement,” Ho said.

"We dready brokeit down," Cabrillo told him, "but we have a

portable megaphone we can let you use. I'll go get it from the van.”

Ho turned to the security guard. "Who iswatching the Buddha?'



"The other two guards,”" he said. "1'd recommend we place it back

indde.”

"Takeit to my office," Ho ordered.

The sound of an approaching helicopter grew louder.

The guard reached for hiswalkie-talkie and ordered the Buddhato

be moved upgtairs. Then he reached down and lifted Crabtree and cradled

her in hisarms. He started walking out of the tent toward the

landing zone. Cabrillo raced across the grounds to the van. Onceinside,

he adjusted the outside mirror and stared into the camera.

"We're collecting the props,” he said as he twisted the key and

Started the engine.
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ON THE OREGON, Max Hanley was watching the unfolding scene

with amazement.

The two distinct groups were obvious. The Corporation members
were moving about in ablur of motion and action, whilethe rest of the
party seemed caught in ahaze of indecision and disbelief. The element
of chaos in the surroundings was complete. It was dmost time to stoke

the fires of escape.

"Murph, Lincoln, Hapert," Hanley said, "Juan’'s coming around

with the van. Load up fast and make your way to the front of the

mandon.”

He saw the waves of acknowledgment.

"Ross, dispose of the punch and the doctored appetizers|eft on the

tables"

"Larry," Hanley asked, "what do you see?!



"The policeman isleaning againg the front of his car, waiting for

help. | think we can count him out for now. One of the guards has just
|eft the tent, carrying Monica. HeE's making hisway to extraction point
one." King scanned the grounds with the scope. "Two of the guards are

whesdling the faux Buddhatoward the rear door as| speak.”

"Good," Hanley said, "everything isin play. Y ou can make your

egress anytime you deem fit. If you make your way dong thewal and

wait by the street, I'll have Juan dow the van down as he passes.”

"Understand,” King said.

He began to break down therifle and fit it into its case. Once that

was done, he climbed down to the edge of the wal and began to make

hisway wes.

"Who haven't we used?' Hanley asked one of the operators, who

stared quickly at thelist of participants.

"Truitt," the operator replied.

"Where's Julia?'

"Last we saw her, she was going back insde the tent,” the operator



said. "But since the chairman broke down the keyboard set, we've lost

the cameraindde.”

"Dick," Hanley said, "if you can hear me, Sgna someonein our

team."

Cabrillo pulled the van to the rear of the tent. It had been dow
going with al the people wandering the grounds. He did the van into
Park and opened the door. Truitt appeared at the rear of the tent and

motioned to the camerain the van's mirror.

"Dick, | need youtofind Julig" Hanley said. "Sheimmobilized the
art deder. Carry him to thelanding zone, then | want the two of you

to exit via Crabtree'slimousne."

Truitt gave the camera a thumbs-up and raced away.

The members of the team were tossing the remaining speskers and

electronicsinto therear of the van. Out over Nam Van Lakes, the landing

lights of the helicopter were visble and growing brighter. The

thumping of the rotor bladesincreased as the helicopter drew near.

Insde thetent it was pandemonium. Truitt found Huxley talking to



Ho, who seemed unable to move from where he stood. Too much was

happening, hisbrain could not put it dl into place.

"The megaphone," he said in adaze. "'l have to warn the guests.”

"Who hasit?' Truitt asked Ho.

"The band," Ho said. "The band said they had one."

"l just saw them at therear of thetent,” Truitt said. ™Y ou should

gothere

Ho raced off.

Truitt reached over and whispered in Huxley's ear, "Wherésthe art

dede?'

Huxley led him over, and she and Truitt carried Spenser out onto

the grounds.



The helicopter pilot dowed hisforward speed and initiated ahover.
The Eurocopter EC-350 that the Corporation had leased was a sweet
meachine--it hung in the air with little input from the controls. Reaching

to the radio on the control panel, the pilot changed the radio frequency.
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"I'mwaliting," he said to the Oregon.

"What do you see?' Hanley asked.

The pilot flicked on hislanding lights

"1 have two people carrying abody to the zone," the pilot said.

"Everything dseisin place.

"As soon as they reach the zone, touch down,” Hanley said, "but



watch for another party who will be arriving. Well need four to get the

object aboard.”

"Tom?' Hanley sad.

Crabtreg's limousine driver was behind thewhed of the car. He

flashed hislights.

"I have acar flashing their lights" the pilot said.

"Drive onto the lawn and park near the landing zone. Then load

the helicopter.”

Thelightsflashed again and the limousine began moving.

"He heard you," the pilot said.

Hanley was pacing back and forth. There were severa carefully



timed actions occurring. Aslong as everyone followed the plan, the team
would be out in afew more minutes. Thiswas what the Corporation
cdled Criticad Time. Thetimewhen it could dl go to hdll in seconds.
"Juan'swaving," one of the operators said, pointing to amonitor.

Just then, Ho wandered over.

"What are you doing?" he asked.

Cabrillo turned and smoothed hishair back. " Just checking my

Ho nodded. "Y ou said you had a megaphone | could use?"
Cabrillo nodded and reached between the seets, removed the megaphone

and handed it to Ho.

"It's battery operated,” he said. "Just flick that switch.”

Hoflicked it on. "Testing."

It worked. He stared into the van, where the rest of the band members

were sprawled across the seats and atop the cases of equipment.
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"Where's Candace?' Ho asked. His head was Sarting to clear. That

was dangerous.

"We are going to meet her around front,” Cabrillo said ashe

climbed into the driver's seat. "Now | need to get my peopleto the

hospitd.”

"Tdl her she can ay if shewants," Ho said.

"I'll mention it," Cabrillo said as he twisted the key, then placed

thevan in gear and dowly began to steer through the crowd.

Ho wandered back into the tent. He was thinking clearer now. The

megaphone was not that powerful, but if he could find aspot above the

crowd they would probably be able to hear hiswarning. His office-- his office was on the top floor.

The helicopter pilot touched down and Truitt opened the rear door.

Then Truitt, Barrett, Reyes and Huxley struggled to didethe crate



insde the cargo area. Once the Golden Buddhawas safely stowed, they
laid Spenser on the floor and helped Crabtreeinside. Truitt did the door
closed, then dapped it twice to Sgnd the pilot to lift off. Then they

bent over and protected their faces from the rotor wash as the Eurocopter

lifted back into the air.

Once the helicopter was safely away, Reyes stood up.

"I'm supposed to give you guysaride,” he said easlly.

At that instant, Reinholt and Pryor had just reached the bottom

gair. They opened the front door and walked out onto the driveway.

The door had only been shut afew seconds before Ho raced to the first

step and headed up to his office.

"What'sthe playlist?' Hanley asked an operator.

"The hdlicopter has Crabtree; the limo contains Reyes, Barrett,

Truitt, and Huxley, with Reyes driving. Cabrillo hasthe band insde the

van." The operator pointed to the screen. "They are just past the end

of thetent and will be on the driveway momentarily.”

"Where's Ross?"

"There, on the grounds,” the operator said, pointing.

The van containing the band was passing and she cameinto view.
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A few minutes before, Ross had ordered the waitersto dump dl the
cups of punch, then she wheedled the cart containing the pitchers outside

and tipped it over.

"Linda," Hanley ordered, "go to your car now! | want you out of

there"

Ross began walking quickly to thefront.

"Who else?' Hanley asked.



"Kingison thewall awaiting extraction, the other two guards
should bein front now and that'sit,” the operator noted.
"Isthevan full?' Hanley said to Cabrillo.

Cabrillo mouthed yesin the mirror.

Thevan rolled onto the drive, with the Mercedes-Benz limousine
directly to the rear. Ross followed the retreating motorcade. She reached

the Peugeot and started the engine.

"Sow at thefront door and tell the guardsthey will be catching a

ridewith Ross," Hanley said to Cabrillo, who acknowledged the instruction.

A second later, he dowed the van and explained, then continued

down the driveway toward the gate. Thefirst team was amogt off the

property.

Stanley Ho opened the door to his office. He started toward the
window to warn the guests, then stopped dead in histracks.

Cabrillo made it out the gate and turned right.



"Sow aong the corner of thewall," Hanley ordered. "The King i

coming.”

Thelimousinewas not far behind the van; it dowed a the gate to
turn at the same ingtant Ross pulled up at the front door, and Reinholt
and Pry or climbed inside the Peugeot. She steered toward the gate.

"Close the gate," Ho screamed.

"The eectricity'sout,” the guard said. "The gates are locked open.
"Y ou need to stop anyone from leaving,” Ho shouted.
Ross was twenty feet from the gate when the guard burst from the

guard shack, fumbling with his holster. Ross never hesitated, never fal-
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tered. She steered toward the guard and hit the gas. At the same second
the guard was making alife-and-death choice, Cabrillo heard athump
as Larry King jumped from the wal and landed on the roof of the van.
Sliding off theroof, till holding the case containing his sniper rifle, he
opened the passenger door, tossed the case between the seets, and

climbed into Hal pert'slap. The limousine passed the stopped van, and



then blew through the stop sign at the end of the street.

The front gate guard could not get hisweapon out of the holster.
Asthe Peugeot accelerated toward him, he could only jump out of the
way. Ross blew through the gate at nearly fifty milesan hour, then

stomped on the brakes and twisted the whed! to the stops.

The Peugeot did around in ahard right turn. Ross hit the gas. Cathrillo's
van was moving again. He raced through the stop sgn and

turned right, following the limousing, just asthe guard madeit to the
middle of the treet in front of the mansion and removed his sdearm.

Sighting down the barrel, he began to squeeze off rounds.

Thefirg hit theleft rear taillight, the second and third went wide.
Thefourth entered the rear window and shattered the rearview mirror
a the sameinstant Ross passed the stop sign and did aleft-hand turn

toward the water.
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the cloud of powder from the airbag inflating cleared, the motorcycles

were two blocks away.

After pushing the bag away from hisface, the officer reached for

theradio. "I've crashed and lost them," he said.

ONCE THE LEVER was pulled back, the cargo insde the Sidecai

of the motorcycle began diding down achute and spilling ont<

the road. The small meta orbs were about the size of marbles but wed
shaped like children'sjacks. The difference with these jacks was thet thj
dozen points sticking out were razor-sharp. They bounced off the as

phat and spread acrossthe road. |

The motorcycle accelerated away as the police car hit the patch

metal shards.

Thetwo front tires exploded, followed a second later by thereai

The police car careened out of control asthe officer fought with tl



whed, while at the same time stomping on the brakes. The policec

did hard to the left, dammed into a newspaper rack, then into atel

phone pole just beyond the rack. A microsecond later, theair bag d

ployed and dammed the policeman back againgt the seat. By thetil

DETECTIVE LING PO was monitoring the radio insde his unmarked
sguad car asthe tow truck pulled aongside. Headquarters

had just reported the robbery at the mansion and Po knew his
immediate superior, Sung Rhee, had been scheduled to attend. Po had
no ideawhy Rhee was not dready coordinating the efforts to capture
thethieves. A few minutes before, held heard the report from the officer
chasing the motorcyclists who had robbed the A-Ma Temple, and he
was beginning to think the two were reated. He jumped out of the car

and ran over to the tow truck.

"Hook thisup fagt," he said, "then tow me up to Estradada

Penha"

"Right away," the driver said.

Po reached into his car and removed a portable radio. He continued



listening asthe driver hooked his car to therear. A few moments later

they were on their way around the hill, then up to the mansion. Eight

minutes later, the tow truck stopped on the street outside the wall

around the mansion, and Po raced toward the gate. A guard stood in

the dark near his shack and Po flashed his badge.

"Detective Ling Po," he said quickly. "Macau Police.”

"I'm glad you're here," the guard said. "Mr. Hoisgoing crazy."

"Tell mewhat happened,” Po said.

The guard related what had occurred. "I got off afew shots," he

sad, "but they kept going.”

Po made notes on the vehicles descriptions and radioed themin to

leadquarters. "I want a countrywide bulletin issued. If anyone seesthe
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vehicles, heisto follow them but not make astop unless he has



backup."

After heedquarters had confirmed hisrequest, Po turned to the
guard. "Have you seen any other officers heretonight?' he asked. "My

boss, aMr. Rhee, was scheduled to attend.”

"l saw him when he came," the guard noted. "He hasn't lft.”

Po nodded and raced up the driveway. Cutting across the lawn, he
made hisway to the front door and flung it open. Stanley Ho was Sitting
in the front living room on the couch, a portable telephone at his ear.
Chief Inspector Rhee wasin achair nearby.

"What happened, sir?' Po asked Rhee.

Rhee rubbed his face before answering. "'l think | was drugged--
my head isgtarting to clear, but I'm gtill having trouble concentrating.”
Po nodded, then listened to Ho on the telephone.

"What do you mean?" he shouted. "We called the emergency number.”

"We have no record of any cdl," the operator said.

"Well get back to you," Ho said, disconnecting.

"Who are you?' he asked Po.

"Thisis Detective Ling Po," Rhee answered, "one of my best men."
"Heresthe situation,” Ho said. "A priceless piece of artwork |

owned was stolen tonight.”



"What exactly, Sr?' Po asked.

"A gx-foot-tal solid-gold Buddhafigure,” Ho said.

"A gmilar icon was heisted from the A-Ma Temple earlier tonight,”

Po said. "'l doubt that is acoincidence.”

"That makes mefed better,” Ho said sarcadtically.

"The telephone cdl you just completed?' Po asked. "What was thet

about?'

"A guest becameill and we called ahdlicopter ambulanceto take

her to the hospita,” Ho said. "Only the hospital has no record of our

reques.”

"Didyou cdl for the hdlicopter?'
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"No, it was a security guard,” Ho said, "but | was standing right

there"

"I'll question the guard,” Po said.

"That's the problem,” Rhee interjected. "The guards are gone.”

"Did you hirethem yourself?' Po asked.

"Theinsurance company supplied them," Ho admitted.

"Which company?' Po asked.

Ho retrieved acard from his tuxedo and Po dialed the number. After

explaining who he was, he grilled the company operator, |&ft hiscell

phone number, and then hung up.

"She's calling her boss, Mr. Ho," Po said, "but she has no record

of any contact with you in the last month."”



"That'snonsense,” Ho said. "They had an underwriter come out

here and everything."

"Was he your usua agent?' the detective asked.

Suddenly it al became very clear to Ho. HEd been set up from the

dart.

"Those bagtards,” Ho screamed. Sweeping hisarm acrossaside
table, he spilled the knickknacks on the floor then threw achair against

thewdl.

"Cam down, Mr. Ho," Detective Po said quietly, "and tel me what

has happened from the start.”

HANLEY WATCHED THE blips on the GPS screen showing the
progress of the van, limousine and Peugeot. All were progressing
according to plan, so he flipped over the page in the playbook.

"Time to report the kidnappings,” he said to an operator.

The man dided the Macau police and gave them Lassiter's address.
Then he did the same with Iselda. Two minutes|later, police carswere
racing to the separate scenes. It was one more element of confusion and

discord in an dready confusing Stuation.



Bdow A-MaTemple near the Maritime Museum, LindaRoss did
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the Peugeot to astop and climbed out. Reinholt, who was sitting in the
passenger seat, had been hit by the bullet that had shattered the rearview
mirror and was bleeding from hisright ear.

"Help him to the boat," she said to Pryor.

Then she raced over to the dock, where a thirty-foot-long high-performance
Scarab sat waiting. Climbing aboard, she raced to the hem
and started the motors. Once the engines had settled into anidle, she

climbed off again and walked toward the Peugeot.



"Get him aboard and keep his head elevated,” she said as Pryor

scurried past.

Then she took the keys to the Peugeot, opened the trunk and stared
ingde. Twisting atimer, shewaited to make sure that it was counting

down, then raced back to the boat.

"Canyou drive this?' she asked Pryor.

"Damn graight,” he said as he engaged the drives.

Ross started to adminigter firgt aid to Reinholt as the Scarab pulled
away from the dock. The boat was one hundred yards from the dock
and just climbing up on plane when the Peugeot erupted in afirebal

thet lit the night sky.

WE HAVE AN explosion near the Maritime Museum,” the dispatcher

reported to Po.

"Summon fire and rescue,” Po said. "What's the status on the kidnapping

cdls?

"Unitsarejust now arriving a thefirst scene,” the digpatcher said.



"It'sahome in the northern section. A second group should be a the

high-riselocation in afew moments.”

"Keep me posted,” Po said, walking to the window and staring a

the column of smokein the distance.

* % *

ON THE FRONT sedt of the limousine next to Reyes, Barrett started
removing his Redman Security uniform. He waswearing apair

of lightweight dacks and ablack T-shirt undernegth.

"So, Rick, do you like the gdley or operations better?' Huxley

asked.

Huxley wasin the rear compartment with Richard Truitt. She had

pulled a deeveless blue swester over her leather top and was now fumbling
around inside the sweater, unfastening her vest. Once she got it

off and did it out from under the swester, she rolled down the window

and tossed it out. Barrett had been watching the entire affair through

therearview mirror.

"l can't say the gdlley isquitethisexciting,” he admitted.



Truitt flicked on alight in the center console of the limousinesrear
compartment, then removed a fake mustache from asmdl clutch and
dapped it on hisface. Onceit was straight, he removed a set of false
teeth from the same bag and dapped them over hisown. He stared at
the resultsin the mirror. He was rubbing gray liquid from asmal bottle

in the bag as he spoke.

"By now they're on the lookout for thisvehicle" he said.

Reyes reached to his chest and pulled on hislimo driver'suniform

shirt. It ripped cleanly away, reveding another shirt underneath. Tearing
at the tabs on his pants, he unleashed the pleats. "Sunglasses,” he said

to Truitt, who handed them over the seat. He placed them over hiseyes.
At the same time, Huxley ripped the Ve cro-attached legs off her leather
pants and reached into a compartment in the rear of the limousine and
removed a conservative skirt, which she dipped under herself and zipped
up. Pedling off her fse eyeashes, shetook aplagtic bag from Truitt

and removed awet cloth and scrubbed her face clean of the garish

makeup.

"Lookslike were good to go,” Truitt said.

Reyes pulled to the side of the road and the four climbed out. Walking

through an dley, they made their way toward the Main Market and



gplit into groups of two. Back on the Street, the limousine sat running
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with the door open. A police officer would find it therein lessthanten a

minutes. But the vehicle had been cleaned of clues and there would not

be much to report.

CABRILLO TOUCHED THE garage door opener halfway down the

block and the door begantorise.

Once the van was inside and the door had shut again, everyone piled
out. "They have descriptions of everyone by now," he said quickly as
he popped the top off afifty-five-gallon drum containing their change

of clothes and disguises, "'s0 change fast and make an exit.”

Removing afolder from the top of the clothes, he set it asde and

quickly dressed. Once he was changed, and the others were doing the



same, he opened the packet and began to remove documents.

"A couple of you are staying in town tonight,” he said, removing
passports and hotel reservation forms. "We don't want too much traffic
heading back to the Oregon. Asadways, the rule is no boozing, and stay
where we can reach you 0 if there's a change we can dert you.”

He handed out the various assgnments, then stared at the group.

"So far so good," he said, just as a siren approached.

Cabrillo ran over to awindow, but the car continued past the building.

"Firetruck," he said. "Ross must be safely away.”

Hewalked back to the group. "Okay, men," he said, "make like an

egg and scramble”

Filing out through aside door, the men went their separate ways.

PRY OR STEERED THE Scarab around the end of the Southern Peninsula,
then set a course for where the Oregon was anchored. Ross

stepped into the opening between the seats next to the helm.

"How's he doing?' Pryor asked over the noise of the racing boat.

"Not too good,” Ross said. "He'slost some blood and the top of

hisear aswdl."
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"Isheinpan?"

"Damnright, it hurts" Reinholt said.

"We should contact the Oregon,” Pryor said, "so they can havethe

clinic ready."

"Were onradio slence,” Ross said. "The authorities might hear.”

Pryor turned and looked back at hisfalen friend. Reinholt smiled

gamdy. "The Oregon's monitoring al the frequencies, right?' he asked.

"Ground, seaand air," Ross agreed.

" And we need to maintain slence on the marine bands."

"Right."



"But the helicopter can talk, becauseif it goessilent, air traffic control

will know something'sup, right?’

"Yeah," Ross sad, suddenly understanding.

Pryor reached for the wakie-talkie on his belt. "These can sometimes

tranamit on the aviation bands."

Ross grabbed for it and hit Scan. A few seconds later, a burgundy

737 passed overhead and Ross could hear the pilot receiving fina clearance.
Pressing Tak, she gavethe cal sign for the heicopter. A few

moments before, he had landed and transferred Spenser and Crabtree

to awaiting car. He had just returned to remove his headset when the

cdl camein. Another two minutes and he would have been gone.

"Helicopter four-two, X-ray, Alpha," he said, "go ahead.”

"Six-three, report one Indio,” Ross said over the roar of the boat's

engines

Sixty three was Ross's employee number; Indio was the code for

injured party.

On the Oregon, Hanley reached for the microphone. "Helicopter



four-two, X-ray, Alpha, I've got it, continue to point agreed. Six-three,

report Indio.”

"Eight-four.”

"Get methefile on eighty-four,” Hanley shouted to an operator,

who pulled up Reinhalt's records on the computer screen. His blood

type was at the top of the chart.
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"Six-three, underdand,” Hanley said, "Bravo affirm.”

"Six-three, ETA infive"

"Terminate communications,” Hanley ordered.

Ross clicked the button three times. "Hit the gas," she shouted.

"Go down to the clinic and check the blood supply,” Hanley said,

garing a the computer, "we need AB positive stlanding ready.”



"You," he said to another operator, "go on deck and watch for
Linda's approach through the night scope. As soon as you see the boat

approaching, flash the deck lights, then help her off-load the injured

"Got it," the man said, racing away.

At that exact sameingtant, the helicopter pilot was pulling awhite
Chevrolet SUV out of agate at the far end of the runway. Driving down
the road, he stopped a a stop sign then merged with the traffic leaving
the airport. He was just touching thirty miles an hour when two police
carswith flashing lights passed and then dowed to turn down the road

where he had come from. Punching the accelerator to passabus, he

turned to Crabtree.

"That wasclose" he said.

Crabtree was checking Spenser's pulse by placing her hand on his



jugular.

"True, but werefreeand clear," shesaid.
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operation required only afew minutes and that was good. In the distance,
across the water, he could see the sweep of the searchlight from

apolice patrol boat.

As soon asthe davit sopped inits arc, he pushed another switch.

Four of what looked like rusty metal plates rose from the deck of the
ship and surrounded the Scarab. Then he pushed another button and a
retractable roof did closed over the vessdl. By the time the patrol boat
passed dongsidein the channel, the man was dready insde and making

hisway to theclinic.

THE BOAT SLID adongside the Oregon and Pryor grabbed aline
tossed through the air. Tying the Scarab into the ding that would
lift it back onto the deck, he waited until Ross and the operator from

the control room had carried off Reinholt. Then heloosened thelines



and positioned the Scarab in the dings that were already in the water

Shutting off the engines, he climbed off the boat and walked over to ' switch on anearby bulkhead.
Sowly the Scarab rose from the watel

Onceit was clear of the upper deck, he pushed another button tha

rotated the davits around so the Scarab was over the deck. The entire
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IN HIS DISGUISE, Juan Cabrillo looked like an aging academic or a
retired bureaucrat, not the leader of agroup of specidized operatives.
Walking through downtown Macau, he fiddled with his persona

communicator, then waited for Hanley to answer.

At thisingtant, histeam was about one-quarter of the way through

the assgnment and therewas till ahost of variables. Thefirst part of
the operation had gone well--the team had | oaded the Buddha onto the
helicopter as planned and made a smooth exit, but he had no way to

know the progress of team two. That information would come from the



control room on the Oregon.

Cabrillo had just passed a goldsmith's shop when his communicator

vibrated.

An address was displayed and he made his way toward the location.

YES, SIR," THE Macau police officer said into acdlular telephone,

"both he and his wife were bound and left in bed."

"Were they harmed?’ Po asked.

"No, gr," the policeman said. "In fact, whoever did thisleft music

playing on the stereo to entertain them, and anote of gpology."”

"How were they restrained?"' Po asked. "Do they have a description

of the assallants?"

"No," the policeman admitted, "they witnessed nothing. Both of
them have smal punctures on their upper ams, like they were given
shots from a hypodermic needle, and they were bound with plastic ties.

They only awoke when we arrived.”



Whoever this crew was, they were good--Po had to give them that.

"Takethe noteto thelab," he said, "and make sure the technicians

carefully search the housefor clues.”

"They're doing that now, Sir," the policeman said.

"Good," Po said, "I'll beintouch.”

He disconnected and turned to Rhee.

"They drugged the insurance man and hiswife," he said quietly,

"and left anote of gpology.”

Stanley Ho was becoming increasingly agitated. Not only had he

been made afool of--he had been made afool of in an open and

obvious manner. It was that son-of-a-bitch British art dedler.

"So | was set up from the start,” Ho said loudly. "The countess was

fake, her illnessaploy and the air evacuation aruse.”

Po raised his hand to be quiet as histelephone rang again.

"Sir," the officer said, "we entered the gpartment in the high-rise



and found awoman named Isdldatied up in her closet.”

"Was she harmed?"

"Other than severe nicotine deprivation, no," the officer said. "She's

smoked half apack of cigarettes since we untied her."

"Did she see her assailants?"

"Shesad it waslike staring into amirror," the policeman relayed.
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"A woman disguised to ook like her popped out of the closet and held

arag soaked with something to her mouth. That'sal she remembers.”

Po held his hand over the cell phone and spoke to Rhee. "They

switched the party planner.”

Ho raised hishandsin the air and began curaing.



"Carefully search the gpartment for clues," Po ordered. "Then have

the kidnapped woman fill out areport at the station house.”

"Got it, boss," the officer said as Po hung up.

Rhee's mind was dmost back to norma. He paced the living room

as he spoke.

"Thiswas a high-budget, carefully orchestrated operation,” he said.

"S0 let'stake aminute and look at what happened from the start.”

"The insurance man was aplant,” Ho said. "They replaced my party
coordinator and band with others, then put fake guestsinside as well."
"It appearsthey even provided their own security,” Rhee noted.

"The aleged protectors were the thieves.”

Just then, the tow truck driver who had brought Po to the mansion

walked into theliving room.

"What do you need?' Po asked. 1

"Y our tires have been changed,” the driver said, "but | found ahole

inddetheinner fender wdl."



"What do you mean?'

"| think someone shot out your tire," the tow truck man said.

"There's probably a dug somewhere insde the engine compartment.”

"WEell look intoit," Po said. "If the car's ready, you can take off.

Jugt bill my department.”

Thetow truck driver waked from the room.

"Thisis not some haphazard group of thieves," Rhee noted. "They

have snipers cagpable of long-range shooting, helicopter pilots and masters

of digguise”

"They sureashell aren't locals," Po said quietly.

"Oh, that makes mefed so much better,” Ho said loudly. "At least

| was robbed by professionals. How about you two work on recovering
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my Buddhafirgt, then you can play dl the mind games you want about



their modus operandi.”

At this second, there were seventeen Macau police officers and two
other detectives searching the grounds and mansion. In addition, atrio
of teams had been dispatched to the airport and the two kidnapping

gtes The entireforce had been mobilized and Ho was complaining.

"We are doing everything in our power, Mr. Ho," the detective said.

"Weé're going to catch them.”

Ho shook his head with disgust and walked out of the room.

THE PARADE CAME down the hill just asthe fireworks bargein the

inner harbor launched the first severa rounds of the evening's display. The Macau police had moved
quickly and surrounded the edges

of the route as soon as the pair of motorcyclists had been spotted. There
was no chance of escape except a shoot-out. It was just amatter of time
until the police captured the men. The man driving the motorcycle containing
the Buddha steered down a side street, then honked his horn for

the crowd to part. His partner followed close behind with the sound of

grensgrowing closer.

A tall float of adragon wasjust ahead. At regular intervas, his

mouth spewed fire.



ON THE OREGON, Max Hanley stared at the screen, then moved
thejoystick alittle to the left. The dragon moved to the center

of the road. On another screen, a camerawas showing aview from the
sde. Hanley caught sight of the motorcycles. Another screen displayed
aGPS map of Macau, with pulsing dots that showed the location of the
police cars. The net was closing in on the motorcyclists. He adjusted the
movement of thefloat again, and then stared at the blueprints stolen

from the Macau Public Works Department.
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CLIFF HORNSBY WAS tired and swesaty. Staring at his watch, he
arose from the crate he was Sitting on in the slorm drain, then

inflated alift bag at the base of ametal ladder. Once that wasin place,
he climbed the rungs of the ladder. On the way up, he tested the wooden
ramp to ensure it was solid. Finding it fine, he touched his hand to the
bottom of the manhole cover he had already removed once, earlier in
the night, to make sure that it was free.

Now hejust had to wait for the signd.

Hanley stared at the control box. Gasjetsfor the fire from the

dragon's mouth, auminum powder chargesfor the maelstrom, joystick

for control. Just then, avoice came over theradio.

"They have blockaded the route at Avenida Infante D. Henrique,"

Halpert said.

"Got it," Hanley said. "Y ou're done, Michadl, get out of there.”

Halpert began walking in the direction of hishotel for the night.

"Go now," Hanley said to the motorcydligs.



Steering the float with the dragon over the top of the manhole cover,
Hanley stopped it in itstracks. From the Side camera, he could seethe

motorcycles approaching from the side Street.

"Pop the top, Hornsby," he said over theradio.

Hornsby pushed againgt the manhole cover and-lifted

itintheair.

Then hedidit to the sde and stared up into the bowels of the beast

that had stopped over hislair. Unclipping aflashlight from hisbdlt, he
scanned the inside. There was ameta frame constructed of welded tubes
with afabric outer layer. A round gas canister with tubing was attached
to one sde, another tube with asmall explosive charge on the other.

The explosive charge was flashing with atiny green light. At just that

ingtant, Hornsby heard the sound of motorcycles approaching and he

ducked down.

The first motorcycle drove under the fabric sdewadl and didto a

dop ingde. It was asif he wereinsde atent. Theinterior of the dragon

float was fifteen feet long and more than eight feet wide, and the peaked
top reached nearly seven feet above. The motorcyclist felt likeakid in

asecret fort as he climbed off the seat. The second motorcycle steered



under the fabric sde curtain and stopped. Hornsby climbed from the

hole.

Bob Meadows was unfastening his helmet; he got it off and tossed

ittothesde.

"| could seethe cops," he said quickly. "They'reright at the end of

the street.”

Pete Jones tossed hishalmet aside. "So beit," he said to Meadows.

"Hey, Horny," Meadows said as he began to unfasten the Golden

Buddha from the sidecar.

Jones walked over and dropped the hinged metal sides of the sidecar.

"Thisisheavy, Cliff."

"I've got aramp,” Hornsby said. "'If wewalk it to the ground and

over to the ramp, we can just let go--it'll dide down to alift bag at

the bottom."

"Slick," Meadows said as he started to wrestle with the Buddha.

Hanley stared at theimage from the forward camera. The Macau

police had organized, and with weapons drawn, they were walking carefully



through the parted crowd. He hit the button for flames and the

dragon's mouth roared.

The Golden Buddhawas lined up above the ramp, then released. It
plunged down the wooden ramp onto the lift bag, then tumbled over
on itssde. Hornsby wrestled the ramp over to one side, then motioned

to Meadows and Jones.

"Youtwofird," hesad. "Pull the ramp aside when you hit bottom.

Il dosethe cover."

Meadows and Jones started climbing down the ladder. Hornsby

walked over to the charge on the metal tube and armed the device. The

light flicked red. He was walking back to the hole when Hanley came

over theradio.
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"The police arelessthan ahundred feet away,” he said quickly.

"Whereareyou a?'



Hornsby climbed down the ladder afew feet, then reached up and
did the manhole cover back in place. He flicked atiny switch on the

lapel of histhin jacket and spoke.

"We're armed and the door closed," he said. "Give me ten seconds

to reach the bottom."

"Got it," Hanley said.

Hornsby reached the bottom of the ladder and stared at the crate

containing the Golden Buddha. " So what have you guys been up to?"

he asked.

Hanley pushed a button and increased the flow of gasto the

dragon’'s mouth. A flame shot forty feet forward and the crowd backed
away. Then he pushed the button to ignite the charge. A small explosion
ripped into the sde of the metal tank containing the a uminum powder.

It began to burn with a hot white light. Almost ingtantly the fabric
covering of the float ignited and began to burn. In afew seconds, the

float was amaelstrom, with flames reaching twenty feet into the air.



"We need fire and rescue,” one of the officers said, giving the address.

Then he stared at the firestorm, waiting for apair of mento run

screaming forth.

But no one emerged from the glowing pile.

THEWHITE CHEVROLET SUV pulled to the side of theroad and

Cabrillo climbed into the front seet. The helicopter pilot, George

Adams, pulled away from the curb.

"Gorgeous George," he said, "any problems?’

Adamslooked like aposter child for the American way. He had a

chisgled jaw, short brown hair parted to one sde, and a smile that could

| toothpaste. Strangely enough, in spite of hislooks, he was dmod
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without ego. Married to his high school sweetheart, he had been an

army warrant officer before joining the Corporation.

"No, gr," hesaid.

"Monica?' Cabrillo said, turning to the rear sedt.

"No, boss," shesaid. "Our guest is il out of it, however."

Cabrillo stared at Spenser dumped againgt the window. Then back

to the rear compartment, where the speaker frame holding the fake Buddha

was gtting.

"Did the folding ramp work?" he asked Adams.

"Likeadream,” Adams said. "Wejust adjusted the legsto the same

height as the helicopter floor, then pushed the package across on the

wheds"

"Good. Weve rented part of asmall hangar at the airport,” he said

to Adams. "We need to go there now."

Adams nodded and steered the Chevrolet back toward the bridge.
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ALIGHT RAIN began fdling over Macau. Sung Rheeand Ling Po
were standing on the front porch of the mansion staring toward

the city. Po disconnected his cdllular telephone and turned to Rhee.
Down the hill, near the Maritime Museum, the lights from the fire trucks
that had extinguished the burning Peugeot were ill visble. To theright,
along the parade route, a column of smokelit by the city lightswas

visblefrom the burning float.

"Whoever's seding Buddhas tonight, they're wdll trained and well

funded," Po said to Rhee.

Rhee's mind was back to normal. And he was as mad asaDobel
man. It was bad enough that some team of thieveswas using hiscity as

aplayground--it was worse that he had been made part of the hei<t.



"Whatever happens" he said, "they Htill have to spirit theicons out

of the country."

"I have men at the airport and patrolling the waters,” Po said, "and

the border into China has been alerted to be on the lookout. They won't

be ableto leave Macau, that'sfor sure.”

"All of the suspects except the British art dedler are American,”

Rheesaid. "Did you pull up thelist of tourist visas?"

"The tourism authority is closed for the night,” Po admitted, "but

I'll have someone therefirgt thing in the morning.”

"These guysare professonas,” Rhee said quietly. "They won't hang

around. By the time we get the list and begin to question dl the Americans,

they will belong gone.”

Po's telephone rang and he unfolded it and pushed the button.

n Fb_"

"Thefirereached part of one of the buildings," an officer a the



parade reported, "but the fire department has got that under control.
They are hosing down the float as we speak, but the framework is il
hot and it melted in onto itself. Thereisapile of twisted metd that is

dtill too hot for ingpection.”

"Can you see the motorcyclesingde the wreckage?!

"It seemsthey areingdetheframe," the officer said, "but it's hard

to becatain."

"I'm coming down there," Po said. "Keep the crowd back and order

the rest of the floats to the end of the route. The parade has officidly

ended."

"Excdlent, gr," the officer sad. " See you shortly."

Po disconnected and turned to Rhee. "1'm going down to the parade.

Would you liketo comeaong, Sr?'

Rhee considered thisfor amoment. "I don't think so, Ling," he

said. "Were going to get some flack over this-I think it'sbestif | go

to headquarters and coordinate efforts there.”

"| understand, gir," Po said as he Sarted to walk down the driveway.

"Y ou find these men," Rhee said, "and recover the objects.”



"I'll do my bet, sir," Po said.

Then Rhee opened the door to the mansion and went inside to report

to the mayor of Macau.
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"Good luck, Mr. Chairman,” Hanley said.

"Cabrillo out."



INSIDE THE CHEVROLET SUV, Juan Cabrillo adjusted hisradio and
caled the Oregon. "Where are we at, Max?"

Therewas adight lag asthe scrambled signa was rearranged and

ddivered.

"The Ross team took a casudty,” Hanley said. "He's being worked

oninthedinic."

"Report to me as soon as you know more," Cabrillo said. "What

dse?'

"The temple team has made it to the catacombs, as planned.”

"| saw the smoke," Cabrillo said. "Noinjuries?’

"None," Hanley said. "So far so good. They areinitiating the extraction.”



"What about the others?"

"Most everyone staying in town hasreported in,” Hanley said.

"King made it back to the boat and is going to direct offensive actions

until Murphy returns.

"Target threeg?'

"The 737 landed afew moments ago,” Hanley reported. "They

should be going through customs as we speak.”

"Our manis4ill with them?"

"Awaiting indructions.”

"What else?"'

"The second leg of the journey isamost ready to activate," Hanley

said. "Theway it looks so far, we can deliver the package on time."

"Good," Cébrillo said. "Weredmost at the airport.”

Hanley stared at the flashing blip on one of the monitors. "I've gol



you made, Juan.”

"Now dl | haveto doiscollect on our sidedeal,”" Cabrillo said,

"and we can be on our way."

MEADOWS, JONES AND Hornshy looked like three tourists on an

Arizonaminetour.

They were wearing slver hard hats made from pressed meta, with
small battery-operated lamps that spewed beams of light from the front.
Hornsby was holding a blueprint that showed the underground drainage
systems. The map looked like the tentacles of an octopus. Jones stared
overhead asthefirst drops of water from the rain above filtered down

through an aged tiledrainpipein thewall.

"Did the operations plansfactor in possiblerain?' he asked.

"Aslong asthereisn't aprolonged shower," Hornsby noted, "we

should be okay."

"What if thereis?' Jones asked.



"That's not good," Hornsby admitted.

"So we should get moving," Meadows said.

"Exactly," Hornsby said. "But let's not worry too much--the plan
sates we can have sx hours or so of continuous rain before the drains

resch chest-high levd."

"We can be out of here by then,” Jones said.

"That's the plan,” Hornsby agreed.

The Golden Buddha was resting on the wooden ramp. When

Hornsby had entered the storm drain through a side tunnel earlier that
evening, he had brought along a bag that contained four rubber-tired
whedls that attached to the ramp. It was acrude arrangement, but it
would alow the three men to whed the heavy object along the tunnels.
A pair of olive drab ditty bags was atop the crate containing the Golden
Buddha; these contained emergency supplies and weapons. The entire

affair ood at nearly chest height.

"Heréswherel camein,” Hornsby said. "It'sashame we can't

leave the same way--it's only about two hundred yardsto the grate.
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The problem is, when we emerge, were right in the middle of town and

the police should be everywhere by now."

Meadows |ooked to where Hornsby's finger was pointing. "'So
which way did the control room route us?'
Hornsby traced the route with hisfinger.

"That'salong way," Jones noted.

"A couple of miles," Hornsby agreed. "But we come out in a secluded

spot alongside the Inner Port, where we can be extracted.”



Meadows wiped the edge of his hard hat to dispel afew drops of
water, then walked around behind the Golden Buddha. "Y ou've got the
map, Horn Dog," he said. "Why don't you pull the front strap and

navigate. Me and Jonesy will push from the rear.”

Sowly, the three men began trudging along the storm sewer. Outside,
therain grew inintengty. Within the hour, it was afull-fledged

monsoon.

LINDA ROSSWALKED into the Oregon's control room. Max Hanley
was pouring acup of coffee from a pot on asidetable. Hisface

was lined with tension and Ross could see he was stressed.

"Reinhalt's rebounding,” she said quietly. "It looked worse than it

was. If we keep any infections at bay, he should pull through.”

"Will there be any lagting damage?' Hanley asked as he motioned

to the coffee and Ross walked over and poured a cup.

"Thetop of hisear isgone," Ross said. "Hell need plagtic surgery

to makethat right.”

"How's his attitude?"



"He came out of the stupor once and asked where he was,” Ross

said. "When | told him he was on the Oregon, he seemed happy.”

"Propulsion engineers aways seem more comfortable on board

ship," Hanley said.

"How's the rest of the operation going?' Ross asked.

"The actual Golden Buddhais currently in an underground storm

sewer," Hanley said, pointing to amonitor. "That team ismaking its

way to the waterfront."

"| thought the Buddhawas lifted out by helicopter,” Ross said.

"That wasthefake," Hanley said.

"But. . .," Ross started to say.

"It was on a need-to-know basis," Hanley said. "Remember when

the chairman arrived by segplane?’

"Sure," Ross said. "When we were under way at sea.”



"He had just returned from the art auction where the icon was sold.
The Corporation jumped in then--we arranged the shipment to Macau.
Gunderson was the pilot. Then a couple of our men met the plane with
an armored car--we thought we'd just grab it then. The art dedler had
other plans, however. He was planning to screw the owner with afake,
S0 wejust went ong with his plan, knowing dl the while where the

true artifact was hiding.”

"So dl the efforts at the party were afacade?”

"It was designed to throw off the authorities and confuse the picture,”

Hanley sad. "Meanwhile, if dl goeswdl, Cabrillo will complete

the art dedler's sdle and the Corporation will pocket the proceeds.”

"So Reinholt was shot for no reason,” Ross said.

"There were a hundred million reasons Reinholt was wounded,"

Hanley said. "A hundred million and one, if you count the fact that we

confused the Macau police and made the art dealer the prime suspect.”

"Sothe art dedler isthe patsy,” Ross said.

"He's our Oswald," Hanley agreed.



"Diabolical," said Ross.

"It'snot over yet," Hanley said quietly. "We still need the payoff.

And to get out of here.”

N BEIJNG, THE foreign secretary, the head of the Chinese army and

Presdent Hu Jintao were garing at satellite photographs.

"Asof yesterday," the foreign secretary said, "Novosibirsk in Siberia
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isthe busest airport in theworld. The Russansareferrying in military 1

suppliesat an alarming rate. Cargo planes are landing at the rate of one

every few minutes.”

Hu Jntao was examining a photograph with amagnifying glass.

"Tanks, personnd carriers, attack helicopters are aready on the



ground.”

The head of the Chinese army handed Jintao a photograph. "The

amount of suppliesaready on the ground can support nearly forty thousand

ground troops, and moreis arriving every minute."

"I've dready contacted Legchog Zhuren in Tibet," Jintao said.

"He's mobilized hisforces and they are starting toward the northern

border."

"How many men are under his control?' the foreign secretary

asked.

"He has twenty thousand combat and support troopsin Tibet," the

head of the Chinese army answered.

"Then it'saready two to one," the foreign secretary noted.



Jntao pushed the photographs aside. "To maintain control insgde

Tibet, we have sponsored mass immigration from the other regions of
Chinaover the years. Zhuren has mobilized the Chinese citizensin Tibet
and drafted them into the army. That gives us nearly twenty thousand
morethat are of the right age to serve. Some have dready left Lhasa
for the march north--we are trying to train them as they travel."

"The Russans have crack troops,” the head of the Chinese army

said. "Our recently recruited farmers and shopkeepers will be wiped

out."

"That'sif the Russans cross the border,” the foreign secretary

noted. "They are till claiming through diplomatic channdsthet thisis

just anexercise."

"That'sadamn big exercise,” Jintao said quietly.

He sat back in his chair to think. The last thing he wanted was to

face off with the Russians--but he could not back down from the threst,

ather.



THE BOEING 737 was gill undergoing customs ingpection when
Cabrillo and the others arrived &t their rented hangar. Spenser had
started to come out of his stupor afew minutes before. Adams opened
therear door of the white SUV, then waved smelling sdts under his
nose. Spenser shook his head several times, then cracked open his eyes.
Adams helped him to hisfeet just outside the door of the Chevrolt.
Spenser stood on the floor of the hangar on wobbly legsand tried to

remember what had happened.

"Comehere," Adamssaid, leading him over to achar dongsdea

Workbench and seating him.

With the help of Kevin Nixon, Cabrillo was erecting the folding
ramp to unload the fake speaker case holding the faux Buddha Nixon
had arrived at the hangar severa hours earlier and had been busy ever

snce

"Iseverything ready?" Cabrillo asked.
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"Yes, gr,"” Nixon said as he grabbed one side of the speaker case.

The two men rolled the case onto the whedled metal conveyor. When

it reached the end, they tilted the case upright, folded the legs of the

ramp under, then bent it in half on the hingesand did it back into the

SUV.

"We havethe clothes?' Cabrillo inquired.

"| stopped at his hotel room on the way over. His bags were aready



packed,” Nixon said.

"Thebest-laid plans,” Cabrillo said, "of mice and men.”

Cabrillo, followed by Nixon, walked over to where Spenser was

gtting.

The art dedler stared up at Cabrillo. "Y ou look familiar,” he said

dowly.

"Weve never met," Cabrillo said coldly, "but I know alot about

you."

"Who are you people?' Spenser said, shaking his head to clear the

fog, "and what do you want from me?"’

Adamswas standing afew feet from Spenser. While his rugged good



looks did not make him appear menacing, Spenser was surethat if he
tried to stand, he wouldn't get far. Cabrillo walked right in front of the

art deder and invaded his space. He stared into Spenser's eyes and spoke

quiely.

"Right about now," Cabrillo said, "you're not in agood position,

so shut up and listen. A few milesfrom here, you have oneinfuriated
Asgan hillionairewho is convinced you bilked him out of acouple of
hundred million dollars. And contrary to what you might think, heis
not a nice man--he launched hisfortune by running drugsfor an Asian
triad, and though he's legitimized his actions, he's fill connected. |
would guess he'sdready made acal, and the entire crimina element

of this country is searching for you aswe speak."

"What are you--" Spenser began to say.

"You'renot listening," Cabrillo said acidly. "We know y°u switched Buddhas and were just about to
resdl| theicon. If you coop'

erate, we will give you achanceto run. Otherwise, well do the switch

anyway, then phone Ho and tell him where you can be found. Asthey

say, you are out of options.”

Spenser thought wildly for amoment. Without the sde of the Buddha,



he wasfinancidly ruined. But as soon asword got around about
what he had tried herein Macau, hislife asan art dedler wasfinished.
His only hope was to change hisidentity and disappear. Escape to some

faraway place and start hislife anew. He truly was out of options.

"I can't run without papers,” he said. "Can you help me there?'

Cabrillo had him and he knew it--now he just needed to red him

into the boat.

"Kevin," Cabrillo said, "areyou linked to the ship?'

"Yes, dr," Nixon answered.

"Good," Cabrillo said. "Then shoot Mr. Spenser for me."

"My pleasure," Nixon said.

THE LAST FERRY from Hong Kong dowed near the dock and the
captain began manipulating the thrustersto line the ship up with

the dock. On the bow, aman wearing highly polished Cole Haan loafers,
apair of lightweight wool pleated dacks and a silk-andcotton-blend
shirt waited to depart. His hair waslonger than usua and wavy, and

tucked into his shirt was acravat of finesilk. If you knew what to ook



for, the Sgns of aface-lift were barely visble. But one would need to
look close, asit had been an expensive and painstaking operation. Save
for the fact that the man was exhausted from the flight from Indonesia
to Hong Kong, and the long day he had aready faced, you might not

have noticed anything odd about him at all.

The man was forty-five but appeared a decade younger.

He watched the deckhands secure the lines. The men were young and fit and he liked that. He liked the
ethnic look and enjoyed young

men's passions. In the country where he resided, he tended to seek out

companions of Latin descent; there were many where he was from,
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and luckily they seemed attracted to him aswell. Quite honestly, he
wished hewas homeright now, cruising the hilly stregts of hiscity ina
quest for love or lust. But he was not. He was thousands of milesfrom
home and he had ajob to do. He smiled at one of the deckhands as he
walked pagt, but the man did not return the greeting. Sowly, theramp

on thefront of the ferry lowered.

Along with the few other passengers at thislate hour, he made his

way up the dight rise, then into adoor marked Visitor. Handing over



his passport, he waited as his entry into Macau was approved. Ten
minutes later, he waked from the building and hailed a cab. Then he

flipped open asatellite telephone and checked hisemail.

BACK ON THE Oregon, Max Hanley was catching a catnap. His
feet were propped up on adesk in the control room and his head
dumped to one sidein hischair. One of the operators touched his shoulder

and he wasingtantly awake.

"Sir," the operator said, "1 think we have a problem.”
Hanley rubbed hisface, then rose and walked over to the coffegpot

and poured a cup. "Go ahead," he said.

"Someone flagged just passed through Macau immigration.”

. The Corporation maintained alarge database on their computers.

Over the years, the names of many people had been entered. Whenever |
any of them cropped up on any of the numerous systems the Corporation
hacked into, the information was examined and andyzed. Hanley

took asip of coffee and then read the sheet of paper the operator handed

tohim.

"We conddered that possibility,” Hanley said quietly, "and now



he's here"

IXON WALKED OVER ,0 Spenser, aimed at his head and pushed the button.
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Then he sared a theimagein the digital camera.

"Canyou grow facid hair?' Cabrillo asked.

"It's sparse,” Spenser admitted.

"What have we got," Cabrillo asked Nixon, "to make him look

different?"

Nixon walked over to the bench and rustled through a box of disguises.

"Weve got hair, makeup and prosthetic mouthpieces. How far



do you want to go?"

"It'sthe new you," Cabrillo said. "Where are you planning to

hide?"

Spenser considered the question. On the one hand, he was not interested
in having anyone know his ultimate destination--on the other

hand, from what he had seen so far, these people would probably find

out anyway.

"l was thinking South America," Spenser said.

Cabrillo nodded. "Go with alight tan, medium matching mustache,
nothing big, and dightly longer hair,” he said to Nixon, who nodded

and began removing items from the box.

"l know from your file you don't speak Spanish or Portuguese, so
if I wereyou I'd try Uruguay or Paraguay, where your British accent

won't stand out as much."

Crabtree walked over. "Why don't you have Kevin make him a

Canadian?'

Cabrillo nodded. "Heresthe ded," he said. "Y ou do the switch for

usand we will build you anew identity. Y ou become a Canadian who



immigrated to Paraguay afew years ago and hold citizenship. Well give
you aflat one million U.S. dollarsto start over and aplaneticket from

Hong Kong to Asuncion. What you do thenis up to you and luck.”

"The authoritieswill op meif | try to leave Hong Kong with a

million cash,” Spenser said, fedling hope,

"Well take care of that," Cabrillo said. "Now pick aname.”

Nixon waked over and began to apply the disguise.
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"Norman McDonad," Spenser said.

"Norm McDondd it is," Cabrillo agreed.

TINY GUNDERSON WA S watching the customs officialswalk

through the 737 when hisdigital communicator vibrated. He removed

it from his pocket and stared &t the readout. Memorizing the

message, he erased it and did the device back in his pocket. The customs
agents wa ked to where Gunderson was standing, then signed a sheet

of paper and handed it to the pilot.



"Well moveto thefuel ramp now," the pilot said to the officids,
who nodded and walked out the door and down the ramp. The ramp

was retracted and the operator drove it away.

"Close the door," the pilot said to Gunderson. Then he steered

down the wet runway.

Thirty minutes later, the 737 was refudled and parked in alarge
hangar only yards from where Cabrillo and histeam werewaiting. The

software billionaire dialed his satdllite telephone.

HORNSBY, MEADOWS AND Jones stopped to catch their breath.
All dong the walls of the storm sewer, metal and tile pipeswere
funneling water into the main line. Therewas elght inches of water on
thefloor of the main sewer and it was dotted with cigarette butts, scraps

of paper and the refuse from the world above their heads.

"We're gaining an inch every few minutes" Meadows sad.
Hornsby was staring at the blueprint under the light of hisminer's
helmet. He traced the route and stared at his compass. "I don't think

the water isrising that fast," he said, "but it is cause for concern.”



Jones stared around the crowded space. He didn't like being in confined

spaces and he wanted out as soon as possible. "Which way do we

go, Horny?'

"Wetaketheleft passage,” Hornsby said.

207

GOLDEN BUDDHA

INSIDE THE CONTROL room on the Oregon, Max Hanley was staring
a aweather radar image. A cdll of clouds, the center an angry
red color, was situated in the water between Hong Kong and Macau.

" Show the movement,” he said to an operator.

The man entered commandsinto the computer and the image moved
in adow, sweeping wave to the west. At the present speed, the storm
center would pass over Macau around four am. Sometime during

breskfadt, the trailing edge would reach the Chinese mainland and the



weather would clear. Between now and then, there would be only rain.

"Eddie," Hanley said, "I'm going to need you to take ateam into

thetunnd."

Eddie Seng was the Corporation go-to guy. He had served in marine
RECON, had spearheaded more than afew Corporation projects and
had an innate knack for making good out of bad. So far, Cabrillo and
Hanley had kept him on the Sddinesin this operation. He was thelr
reserve man in case of unforeseen circumstances, and he wasitching to

get inthe game.

"I'll need a couple of Zodiac boats, and a method of locating the

men if thewater keepsrising,” Seng said.

"Murphy, Kasm and Huxley," Hanley said quickly. "I'll havethe

boats prepped and the equipment arranged. Y ou assembl e the team and

meet me back here.”

Seng walked quickly from the control room.

n *AL.

Ak T O COMMENT," SUNG Rhee said, damming down the telephone.



-1-i

The reporters for the local newspapers had gotten wind

something was happening--they just did not know what. The hospita
Wasfilled with guests from Ho's party, but as the drug wore off they
Were leaving one by one. Food poisoning was mentioned as the source

of the guests discomfort, but the cover story was flimsy and someone
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would soon pierce through that lie. The kidnappings were being investigated;
reporters with police scanners had ensured that. The theft at the
A-MaTemple, the burning Peugeot, thefire at the parade--all were

being investigated by reporters. Only Stanley Ho's house was sedled

from them. Once he had cleared the house, he had locked the doors to

outsiders. Once morning came, Rhee would be compelled to comment.



Just then histelephone rang again.

"The wreckage of the float is cooling, but we have yet to get close
enough to ingpect for remains,” Detective Po said. "But my guessisthey

burned up in the conflagration.”

"Was the float being observed the entire time?* Rhee asked.

"Yes, 9r," Po sad.

"Then find me someteeth,” Rhee said, "and melted gold.”

"Yes gr."

Po stared at the firemen who were still spraying water over the

twisted mess of meta. Within the hour, he should be able to inspect the
wreckage. In the meantime, Ho's theft would take center stage. Somewhere
in Macau was another Golden Buddha. And Po intended to

findit.

OUR DEAL WAS cash," Spenser said in answer to Cabrillo's question.



Monica Crabtree was on the secure line to the Oregon. She made
notes on a sheet of paper, then disconnected. "Mr. Chairman,” she said,

" think you should seethis"

Nixon was doing layout on Spenser's new documents. Once he had

the basic package together, he entered a command and they were sent
through the lines to the Oregon, where there was a store of blank passports,
immigration documents and blank credit cards. Someone on

board would print up the material and deliver it to the hangar.

Cabirillo stared at the notes and handed them back to Crabtree.

"Shred them."
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TOM REYESWAS driving at breskneck speed, with Franklin Lincoln



in the passenger sedt. Lincoln stared at the cab dispatch records,
then out the windshield once again. " There were three cabs dispatched

to the ferry dock, numbers twelve, one twenty-one, and forty-two."

"I've been listening to the scanner,” Reyes said. "Forty-two has dready
dropped itsfare a the Hotel Lishoa, and number twelveis

heading along the New Road. He must be on number one twenty-one.
He called the dispatcher to report that he was inbound to the Hyatt
Regency on Taipa, then he was supposed to wait for hisfare and take

him onward."

Reyes steered onto the bridge leading to Taipa. "Call Hanley and

explain the gtuation.”

Lincoln turned on his radio and reported to the control room.

"Givemeaminute or s0," Hanley said.

"Access the Hyatt computer and search for thisname," he said,

handing Eric Stone, an operator, the sheet of paper, "and get mea

room."



Stone's hands danced over the keyboard; a second later he turned

| to Hanley.

"What timing," Stone said. "He's just now checking in.”
Stone waited until the datafilled the screen. "Room twenty-two

"fourteen," hesaid.

"Hyatt Regency, room twenty-two fourteen,” Hanley said to Lincoln,
"and grab him fast--if he asked the cab to wait, he's headed for

the airport soon.”

"Gotit," Lincoln said. "Then what?'

"Bring him here"

Reyes steered up the driveway to the Hyatt Regency.
"Room number twenty-two fourteen,” Lincoln said. "We grab him

and bring him to the Oregon.”

Reyes stopped the car and did it into Park. "Y ou got any money?"
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"Sure, what for?' Lincoln asked.

"Therésthe cab," Reyessad, pointing. "Pay him off and tell him ]

to leave. Then meet me on the twenty-second floor."

MICHAEL TALBOT PAID the bellman, then closed the door. He
was due at the airport any minute, but he was grimy and decided

on aquick shower. Undressing, he walked into the bathroom and



adjusted the shower.

Tom Reyes reached into hiswallet and removed auniversa key

card. Then hedid it through the dot and waited until the light went
green. Then he dowly opened the door. At firgt, he thought no one was
in the room, then he heard the shower running. Reyes started to close
the door but heard the sound of footsteps approaching down the hall.
He peered out and saw Lincoln. Reyestouched hisfinger to hislips,

then motioned Lincolnindgde.

bedspread. Next, he was quickly gagged and blindfolded, with hisarms

and legs secured with plagtic ties.

Earplugs were dipped into his ears. He could not hear Reyestdll

Lincoln, "I'll go find aroom service cart. Y ou say here."

Lincoln nodded and flipped on the television. Their prisoner was not
going anywhere. He lay trussed like a Thanksgiving turkey, not moving
amuscle. Eight minutes|ater, Lincoln and Reyes had snuck him out a
back entrance of the hotel, then brought the car around and did him

onto the backseat.

"I'm hungry," Reyes said as he reached over to placethecar in

Drive.



"Man," Lincoln said, "you dways say tha."

BARRETT," HANLEY SAID, "areyou cross-trained in the Magic

Shop?!

"I'veworked it before," Barrett said.
"Go down there and warm up the latex machine.”
"Youvegot it, boss," Barrett said, walking quickly out of the control

room.

TALBOT WAS TOWELING himsdf off and trying to decide what he
would wear. He stepped from the bathroom and into the bedroom.
A large black man was sitting at histable, and the image so

surprised him that his mind was unable to process the discovery for a

second.

Then, from the side of the door, he falt ahand around his mouith.



He was thrown facedown on the bed, his eyes pressed tight against the
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stainless-sted screws on the rear of the box with an optometrist’'s screwdriver.

"Goagan."

"l did not have sex with that woman, MissLewinsky," Barrett said.

"Read my lips, no new taxes. Out of respect for thefamily, | will not

answer that question, lade dah.”

"Hold on," Hanley said.

He repeated Barrett's ramblings while staring at the screen. Barrett

watched and raised an eyebrow. Hisvoice was coming from Hanley's

mouth. It was both eerie and amazing.

"My mother couldn't tdll the difference,”" he said.

"Modern technology," Hanley said, "till astounds me."

"How are you going to attach it?" Barrett asked.



Hanley showed him.

AT THE SAME ingant that Reyes and Lincoln were pulling dongside

the Oregon and parking, Max Hanley was checking adevicein

the Magic Shop. In the background, on one of the numerous workbenches,
the machine that heated liquid latex beeped to sgnd it was at

operating temperature, then automaticaly went to standby.

Hanley turned and stared at the latex machine, then diverted his

eyesback to the smal box in hishand. "Okay," Hanley said to Barrett,

"let'stry it again.”

"Testing, one, two, three," Barrett said. "The brown cow jumped

over the red moon, four score and seven years ago our--"

"That'sfing," Hanley said, cutting him off.

He stared at the small box, then placed it to histhroat and repeated

what Barrett had said. Staring at a computer screen displaying aseries



of bar graphs, he noted the discrepancy and adjusted a series of tiny

T) EYES GLANCED AROUND the port; no one was watching. With
-L.Xiincoln's help, he removed Ta bot from the rear seet, then

dragged him up the gangplank onto the Oregon. Met &t the inner door
by Julia Huxley, the trio was directed down to the Magic Shop. Tabot,
gtill blindfolded, stumbled down the passages, into the elevator, then
aong the last stretch of halway until they reached the Magic Shop.
Once Lincoln opened the door, Reyes directed Talbot to achair, then
sat him down and placed straps across his body. A light was moved to
the front of Talbot's seet, then turned on. Talbot could fedl the hest
from the lamp. A few seconds later, his blindfold was removed and the

blinding light met hiseyes.

"You Michad Tabot?' Hanley asked.

"Yes" Tadbot sad, turning from thelight.

"Eyesforward,” Hanley sad.

Tabot complied, but he had ahard time looking into the light. He

could sense someone was behind him, but the straps were too tight to

turn.

IT1
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"Did you have sex with ateenage boy in Indonesa?'

"Who are you people?' Tabot said.



A second later, hefet atouch on hisneck, then asurge of dectricity

hit his body.

"We ask the questions here," Hanley said. "Did you have sex with

ateenage boy?'

"He told me he was eighteen,” Talbot said through gritted teeth.
"We'retired of dimelike you coming over to Asato partake of
your sSck desires,” Hanley said. "It's giving Americaa bad name.”
"I'm here on busi--" Tabot started to say.

The sharp bite of dectricity.

"Silence," Hanley snapped.

Tabot was afraid, the kind of deep-down fear of the unknown and
unseen that cregps into aman's soul and plays with his nerves and
interna organs. Tabot began sweating from hisforehead and the need
to urinate was overpowering.

"l haveto pee" he sad.

"When we say you can,” Hanley said. "First we are going to make
amold of your head. Then wewill produce athree-dimensiond image

of it, which wewill transmit over our computer network. From hereon



out, the Asian police organizationswill be on the lookout for you. Then
you are going to read a confession aloud. If you cooperate and perform
these tasks, you will be taken to Hong Kong so that you can catch the
firg flight to the United States. Screw with usin any way and you will
be washing up on the beaches of mainland Chinaafew daysfrom now.

Whet'll it be, lover boy?"

"Okay, okay," Talbot blurted. "But I'm about to pee my pants.”

"Takehimtothefacilities'" Hanley said.

Blindfolded once again, Tabot was led to arestroom and his hands

untied.

Four minutes later, he was back in his seat and strapped in place

Fifteen minutes after that, the mask was formed and the voice prin

recorded. A few minutes later, Michagl Ta bot was placed facedown on

the rear seat of the sedan again and was driven toward the ferry dock.

WINSTON SPENSER WAS trying to figure an angle. There was



none. He had grabbed for the brass ring and come up short. His

choice now wasto live or to die, and the people that were controlling
him had made a compelling argument. Hed walk out with anew identity
and amillion in funding. He decided thiswas aded hewould

honor.

Spenser gtared at his new passport and documents, then watched the
lady in the group talking on the cellular telephone. She disconnected

and turned to the leader.

"The president ison hisway, Mr. Chairman,” she said. "He's taken

care of the problem.”

Spenser had no idea of theidentities or affiliation of the people who

had taken him hostage. He only knew from what he had witnessed so

far that they had a power that went far beyond anything he had ever

_seen. They seemed to exist in aworld of their own creation, aworld of

" control and illusion, and whatever Spenser may have planned, they had



aways been one step ahead. And then it hit him.

"You were a the auction in Geneva," he said to the leader.

Cabrillo stared at Spenser, asif trying to decide. "Yes, | was."

"How did you know I'd switched the Buddhas?"

"Y ou paid our company to fly theicon here to Macau, then take it

by armored car to the temple,” Cabrillo said.

"So you staged the entire affair at the party asaruse?’

"That, and we wanted to fulfill your ded with the man outside,”

Cabrillo said.

"Unred," Spenser said. "And the one hundred million?!

"It will go to charity,” Cabrillo said. "Wewere hired to bring the

real Buddhaback to itsrightful owner--thissde ded isjust frosting on



the cake."
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Spenser thought for amoment. "What is your ideology, your

group's motivation?"

"Weareacorporation,” Cabrillo said. "That isthe only ideology



we need."

"So you exist to make aprofit?”

"Weexig," Cabrillo said, "to make right from wrong. But along

the way, we've learned how to make that avery lucrative enterprise.”

"Amazing," Spenser said.

"Not asamazing asthis," Cabrillo said asthe door to the hangar
opened and the car carrying Hanley drove inside. Once the door closed,
Hanley climbed from the passenger side of the SUV. "Meet Michadl

Tabot," Cabrillo said to an astonished Winston Spenser.

THE SOFTWARE BILLIONAIRE took akey from achain around his
neck and opened the leather portfolio on the table. Then he removed
afolder and flipped through the papers. The stack of papers was

nearly an inch thick and was composed of bearer bondsin various
amounts. Thelargest denomination was for an even $1 million. The
smallest, $50,000. The banks that had issued the bonds were from a

hodgepodge of European countries, from Gregt Britain to Germany to



the most prevaent, Switzerland and Liechtenstein. The total was $100

million.

It was aking's ransom to purchase a princely prize.

But to the software billionaire, it wasjust money. He lived for the
fulfillment of hisown desires. It was not the art of the Golden Buddhs
that intrigued him, nor the history that surrounded theicon like acloud;
it was the fact that it had once been stolen and now it had been stoler
agan. It wasthe crimethat turned him on, the inflation of hisego h<
would fed when he knew that he was the only man in the world to
possess the rare and priceless artifact. Truth betold, he already owned

acollection of stolen art that rivaled any museum in Europe. Monet,

Manet, Daumier, Ddacroix. DaVinci sketches, Donatdlo bronzes. [Hluminated

manuscripts, crown jewels, stolen historical documents.

Warehousesin Cdiforniawerefilled with antique automobiles, historic
motorcycles, and early airplanes. Stolen Civil War artifacts, Romanov

icons heisted from amuseum in St. Petersburg, scientist Nikola
Teddswritingslifted from amuseum in Romania after thefdl of communiam,

secret presidentid |etters, even atoilet from the White House.

Thefirst computer, thefirst persona computer, the first mass-produced



consumer computer.

Thoselast were for nostalgia, since computers were where hisfortune
had come from. He still had ahard copy of thefirst program his
company had sold--one he had stolen himsdf from an unsuspecting
programmer who'd believed he was just helping another enthusiast.
That had been hisfirst and largest theft, and it had set the stage for dl

the others.

He stared &t the bonds again, then reached for the satellite telephone.

EDDIE SENG WATCHED asapair of olive-green Zodiac boats were
raised from alower deck on autility elevator that exited amidships

on the Oregon. As soon as the elevator stopped, Sam Pryor hooked a
cableto the center hoisting ring of thefirst boat and swung it over the
sde, then into the water. Down at water level, Murphy took the bowline
of the boat and tied it to the dock. While Pryor was hooking up the
second boat, Murphy climbed aboard and checked the fuel and oil for
the high-output four-stroke outboard motor. The oil was fresh and full,
the tanks topped to the rim. Murphy turned the key and watched the
lights on the dash; once he was sure everything was fine, he twisted the

key and the engine started and settled into an dmost slent idle.



Once the second boat touched the water, Kasim duplicated Murphy's
efforts. The two boats sat idling in the night. Seng climbed aboard

Murphy's vessal and checked the supplies that had been loaded aboard

IT?
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down in the inner workings of the Oregon. Finding al in order, he

spoketo Huxley inalow voice.



"Y ou got everything?'

Huxley stared at her lit, then found the last item. "Were good.”

Next, Seng reached across between the boats and handed Kasm a
CD. "These are the coordinates for the onboard GPS--we are running
an exact copy on thisboat. Let'stry to stay within ten feet or so of one

another, that way the radar shielding should hide us both.”

Kasm nodded. "Y ou got it, Eddie.”

"Okay, Mark," Seng said quietly as hethrew off theline, "you can

take us out."

Murphy did the control lever down and the boat backed in reverse.

A few minutes later, the two boats were skimming across the rain-splashed
water at speeds of nearly thirty knots. For al intents and purposes,

they were undetectable. Any radar that might try to paint them

was being jammed; anyone listening for the engineswould not be able

to hear the noise over the storm. Help was coming.



TWO IN THE morning and thetrio in the tunndl had between three

and four hoursuntil first light.

That was not as much of aproblem asit might seem. Right now,

the main threat was drowning. Hornsby stared ahead to where alarge
tile pipe was spilling its contents into the main sawer. What had begun
asatrickle from the offshoot pipes had grown into angry torrents of
water. The pipe ahead was raging with such force that the stream of
water was dapping againg the far wall of the main sewer like the torrent

from abroken fire hydrant.

"From that point forward," Meadows said, "we lose the bottom

haf of the sawer to water."

Already the water was knee-deep, and the farther the men had gone,

the moreit had risen. Now they were at an impasse. From hereto the



end of the line, the water would be too deep to walk through. "Let's

inflate the rafts," Jones said wearily.

Hornsby opened one of the duffle bags and removed apair of folding
rafts. Taking ahigh-pressure air supply from indgde the bag, he attached
it to araft and turned the switch. Theraft unfolded and quickly

becamerigid. Two minuteslater, Hornsby turned off theinflator.

"We need to place the Buddhain oneraft," Hornsby said, "and the

three of usin the other."

"Weight problems?" Jones asked.

"Each raft can carry amaximum of seven hundred pounds,”

Hornsby said. "Since none of usweighs under ahundred pounds, hell

need toridedone."

M eadows was unpacking the second raft. Helaid it out and attached

theinflator. Asit wasfilling with air, he spoke. "What do you think?"

he asked his partners. " Should we let the Buddhalead or follow?!

Hornsby thought for amoment. "If hel's behind, the weight might

push usinto something.”

"But if heleads," Jones said, "we can let go of the lead ropeif we



get into trouble.”

Meadows stared at the rapidly filling pipejust ahead. "There will

not be much steering required,” he said, pointing to the risng water. "l

think well al just go with the flow.”

"Then heleads," Hornsby said as he grabbed one end of the Buddha

to wrestleit onto the raft, "and we just go dong for theride.”

"Hear, hear," Meadows said.

"Makes senseto me," Jones added.
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device mafunction, he might have been dl right--asit was, everything
that had happened to him was rushing back in aflood. Now these
people had created some kind of robot. Who knew what they might do

next?

"Mr. Tabot," Spenser managed to say.



"I think you fixed it, Kevin," Hanley said.

Spenser stood mute.

"Okay, everyone, lisen up,” Cabrillo said, "it'samost time."

TALBOT?' SPENSER SAID. "You'e part of this?'
Hanley walked over to Spenser and stood as the art dedler
examined him. At least he seemed to be passing the visua test--Spenser

waswaiting for him to answer.

"Win...ston Spen...ser,youold...," Hanley croaked.
He sounded like achegp P.A. syslem in arun-down school. Hanley
moved the smal device from hisvoice box and spokein his normal

voice. "Kevin," hesaid, "come take alook at this--I thought | had it

didedinright.”

Nixon walked over and flipped the device over. He took a pen from

his shirt pocket and clicked asmall toggle switch over two notches.



"Y ou had the delay used for telephone transmissions engaged, boss,”

Nixon sad. "Try it now."

"Hi, Wington," Hanley said. "Long timeno see"

Spenser stared at the man and shook his head. Had he not seenthe |

DETECTIVE LING PO stared at the mass of melted metal. The support
beams of the float had been twisted into grotesgque shapes

by the intense heet of thefire, and they were wrapped around the remains
of the motorcycleslike the blackened tentacles of an octopus. A

handler with adog was poking at one Side of the wreckage.

"Sir," the handler said, "the dog is not signaing any human remains.”

"Does that mean there are none?' Po asked.

"Usudly, it would need to be an extremdly hot fireto fully turna

corpseto ash. Anything lessthan that helll smell.”

Po glanced at the wreckage. It had melted the asphalt of the road,
and parts of the metal support beams were imbedded into the roadway.

There was no way to tdll with any certainty what was undernesth.



"Hook achainto theend,” Po said, "and drag it with one of the

trucks. | want to see what's under there."

A fireman ran to remove a chain from the storage compartment on

histruck. A few minuteslater he had one end secured to the wreckage

and the other end to the truck's bumper. Slowly, the fireman eased the

truck forward and the wreckage was wrestled from down in the asphalt.

After dragging it afew feet north, the fireman stopped histruck.

"It that far enough?" he shouted out the window to Po.

"Perfect,”" Po said, staring at the manhole cover.

Bending down, Po tried to lift the cover, but he had no luck. Another
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fireman removed atool from the truck and did it into the small opening
on the manhole cover, then pried it open. He did the cover afew feet

away. Po removed asmall flashlight from his pocket and shined it down

into the hole,

"Bingo," hesad.

Reaching for his cell phone, he dialed the number for headquarters.

"Sir," hesaid, "l think | know where the A-Ma Temple Buddha

went."

THERE ARE A totd of sixteen placesin Macau where the storm
runoff exitsinto the bay. Seng and histeam were pulling up to
the only one that mattered. After securing the Zodiacs to some rocks

aongsdethe grate, Seng walked over and examined the metal shield.



The square screen was made of tubular stock, with the openings measuring
some two feet by two feet, or large enough to alow any trash to

pass through. It was connected to the angled concrete dab that attached

to the storm sewer by a series of large bolts. Seng walked back to the
Zodiac and removed atoolbox. Finding the proper size socket, he attached
it to a battery-operated wrench, then walked back over to the

grate and began to remove the bolts. Once the boltswere all free, Seng,
Huxley, Murphy and Kasim positioned themselves on al four corners

of the grate and lifted it free. The water wasracing out of the outflow,

and on the far sde Murphy and Kasm had some trouble pulling the

grate onto the rocks. Once it was out of the way, everyone stared into

the opening.

"It'sbecoming ariver inthere," Huxley said findly.

Seng threw a gtrip of bright yellow plastic in the stream and then

timed the movement. He stared at the second hand of hiswatch intently-Once

the piece of plagtic wasfifty yards out in the Inner Harbour, he

caculated the speed.

"The water's flowing about ten milesan hour," he said, "but you



know that's going to increase.”

"Piece of cakefor the Zodiacs,” Murphy said.

Seng nodded.

"Aslong aswe don't run out of headroom," Kasm said, "we should be able to collect our boys and be
back on the Oregon in an hour or

S)_"

Seng started walking back to the Zodiac. "Okay, you two," Seng

sad, "drive onin and collect the team. Juliaand | will be providing

security, just like we planned.”

"Be back shortly,” Kasm said as he climbed behind the whed!.

If only it'd be so easy.
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CABRILLO TOOK AN erasable marker and drew on aboard placed
on one of the benches.

" just checked again and the 737 is parked here," Cabrillo said,
making an X on the board. "They won't be moving until they taxi out

to leave. Adamswill drive Spenser in the SUV to the ramp, then park.”

Adams nodded in agreement.

"Once you've stopped, climb out and erect the portable avning over

therear of thetruck," Cabrillo said. "Then you can open the crate

displaying the Buddha."

"What if the buyer wants usto bring the Buddha aboard?' Spenser

asked.

"Tdl himno," Cabrillo said. "He needsto do hisingpection on the



ground and take ownership on Macau soil."

Spenser nodded, but he didn't look convinced.

"Max," Cabrillo continued, "you are going to leavein afew

minutes and make your way around to the front termina, where acab
will bring you back to the 737."

"Got it," Hanley said.

Cabrillo paused and stared at the team. "This should go niceand
easy," hesad quietly. "Hanley will verify the authenticity, the payment

will be made, and then the billionaire can haul the Buddha aboard. Any

questions?'

No one spoke.

"All right then," Cabrillo said. "Good luck, Max."

Hanley nodded and walked toward arear door to the hangar.
"George," Cabrillo said, "you and Spenser can climbin the SUV.
WEell want to give Hanley afew minutes to make contact and some

small talk, then we need to make the approach.”



Adams nodded and motioned to Spenser to climb in the passenger

seat of the Chevrolet.

THE SOFTWARE BILLIONAIRE was drinking teawith coconut milk
and smoking athin cheroot. Theintrigue of the event had caught

up to him and, afew minutes before, he had retired to the rear compartment
of the 737 to change into dl black clothing. His successinthe

software industry, acondition of luck and timing more than skill and

ability, had over the years dlowed his ego to swell into dangerous proportions.
He was beginning to believe hisown hype. At thisingant,

with the drugs and sex wearing off and the nicotine and caffeineincreasing,
he was beginning to think he was a secret agent. The halst,

followed by the payoff, and then absconding with the goods. He was
dready thinking about the fun he would have relaying the story to his

friends.

ANLEY WALKED OVER to the Macau taxi and climbed into the

backseat. Thetaxi rolled around the edge of the mam termind,
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then back down toward the 737. Once it was close to the ramp, Hanley |

ordered the driver to dow, then sound the horn.

Thebillionaire heard the sound and glanced out awindow of the

jet. Seeing Tabot in the rear of the taxi, he walked forward toward the
open cabin door, then stood at the top of the ramp. Hanley climbed ;'
from therear of the taxi. The billionaire motioned for him to climb the

ramp.:

Hanley started up the steps. ;

At that exact ingtant, Juan Cabrillo picked up aportableradio and



pushed Tk. -
"Hyswetter,"

he sad, "how you holding up?'

Larry King was perched inside the scooped intake of the hangar's
ar-conditioning system. The rain was occasondly blowing insdethe

shaft, but a least he had something over hishead. "1 stopped by the Oregon after the party,” King said,
"and picked up athermos of tomato

soup, awaterproof cover for the nightscope and some depleted uranium

rounds. I'mintall cotton."

Cabrillo was dways apprecidtive of King's professonaism. The
Corporation could parachute him into a barren wasteland with afew
packaged meds and hisrifle, and within hours he would have found a
nest and lined up his shots. Then he would patiently wait until his specia
serviceswere needed or not, without complaint. Since Cabrillo had
access to the operatives persond records, he knew that King was also
the owner of apiano bar in Sedona, Arizona. It had been odd the single

time Cabrillo had traveled through the areaand caught King at work-- not only had the sniper been
dressed in ablack tuxedo instead of camouflaged

sniper clothes, but hed sung mainly love songsand baladsin

asweet melodious voice.

"How's the reception, Larry?' Cabrillo asked.

"The parabolic is distorted some by the droplets on the glass,” King

admitted. "But | can make out some of what's being said.”



"Y ou know to cdl if something big happens.”

"Yes, gr," King said, staring through the nightscope and touching

the earpiece to the microphone. "Hanley just made his greetings.”

Monica Crabtree was on the far end of the hangar, staring out a
crack inthe door. "Mr. Hanley just walked inside," she said acrossthe

gpace of the hangar.

"Comeonin out of therain, Michad," King heard the billionaire

say.

Hanley passed Gunderson in the aide as he followed the billionaire.
He touched the middle finger of hisleft hand to his eyebrow, asif to

wipe away adroplet. Gunderson brushed hischinin reply.

"Have asedt," the billionaire said as they reached a conference table

in acompartment in the front section of the 737.

Hanley did into a seat and stared at the man.

"I couldn't tell you what was happening over the telephone,” the

billionaire said. "But the Buddhathat you bid on for me has come up

for sdeonceagan.”



"That'squick," Hanley said.

The billionaire nodded but offered nothing more. ™Y our voice

sounds rough. Can | offer you something?'

"Therain and the air on the commercid flights|'ve been taking,"

Hanley said. "'l think I'm coming down with something.”

The billionaire pushed a button and Gunderson appeared.

"Could you bring Mr. Tabot some teawith lemon and honey?"

"Andfor you, Sr?'

"I'll have asnifter of warmed Ouzo, please.”

"Right away, dr,” Gunderson said.

Ontheroof of the hangar, King heard the exchange. "They are

ordering drinks, sir."

"Open the door, Monica," Cabrillo ordered.

Crabtree hit a button and raised the hangar door far enough for the

SUV to exit.



"Timeto go, men," Cabrillo shouted to Adams and Spenser.
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Adams placed the Chevrolet in gear and drove dowly to the door.

Then he exited the hangar into the pouring rain.



Gunderson returned with the drinksto find the billionaire staring
dlently at Hanley. "The pilot asked meto tell you that atruck is gpproaching,”

said Gunderson.

The billionaire turned from Hanley and stared out the window. A |

white Chevrolet SUV pulled near the ramp, and aman he didn't recognize
climbed from the driver's seat and walked to the rear. Once there,

he removed afolded, portable, duminum-legged awvning from the rear

and erected it. Then the billionaire watched as Spenser climbed from

the passenger sedt.

"Comeon," the billionaire said to Hanley. " Our prize has arrived.”

At the sametime Hanley and the billionaire were walking toward
the ramp, Adams pulled the crate containing the Buddha forward and
opened the top. Then he walked back to the driver's seat and climbed

indde out of therain.

The billionaire appeared at the top of the stairs and Spenser, under

the awning, motioned for him to descend. The two men walked down

the ramp.

"Let'sdo thisout of therain," the hillionaire said when he reached

thetarmac. "Insde my plane.”

Spenser shook hishead in the negative. "I don't know you, and you



don't know me," hesaid, "so until | receive payment and you take

delivery, the Golden Buddharemains on the ground.”

The billionaire turned to Hanley. "Isthisthe deder that made the

winning bid?"

"Yes" Hanley said.

"You're Mike Tdbot," Spenser said.

"Michadl," Hanley corrected.

"Did you bring cash like we agreed?’ Spenser asked.

"Bearer bonds," the billionaire answered. "If everything checks

out."

Hanley stood quietly, with the gusts of wind blowing sprinkles of

rain onto his mask.

"Check it out," the billionaire said to Hanley.

Hanley walked over and examined the Buddhain detail, then

reached down and shaved asmal sample of gold from thefoot. "Did

you bring the other sample?"' he asked the billionaire, who reached into



his pocket and removed an envelope.

Hanley removed an eyepiece from his pocket and pretended to study

the samplefor afew minutes. "They match,” hesaid at last.

"I'll retrieve the payment,” the billionaire said.

At exactly the same time, Chuck Gunderson was placing the last
strip of duct tape over the mouth of the copilot. Binding the men'swrists
with plagtic ties, helaid the pilot and copilot together on the floor of

the cockpit.

"Target's heading up the stairs,” King radioed Caburillo.

"Makethecdl," Cabrillo said to Nixon.

Inside the 737, Gunderson turned to the brunette flight attendant.

"Do meafavor," hesad, "close that cabin door."

Asthebillionaire climbed the sairsin therain, he could not hear

the footsteps as Adams, Spenser and Hanley sprinted through the puddles
to the rear of the hangar. His mind was on the Golden Buddha and
retrieving the briefcase that held the key to owning theicon. Hewas
halfway up the ramp when the door to his jet started to close. Just as

he reached the top step, the hatch waslocked in place. Banging on the

door, the billionaire began screaming at thetop of hislungs.



ACROSS TOWN, LING Po wasjust about to enter the manhole when

his cell phone rang.

"Things have gotten too hot for us," an unknown voice said to Po.

"Youwin, Detective. Thereisawhite Chevrolet Tahoe on the runway

at Macau airport. It has the Buddha that was stolen from the party.

Goodbye."
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The telephone went dead in Po's ear. For amoment, he stared at it

in amazement--then he quickly dialed Sung Rhee.

"l just had acall from thethieves" Po said rapidly. "They clam

the Buddhaisin awhite Chevrolet truck on the runway at Macau airport.”

HANLEY, SPENSER, AND Adamsran to the rear of the hangar to
where alimousine was sStting with the engine running. Monica
Crabtree was behind the whedl. Once the trio of men was safely in the
rear compartment, she placed the limousine in gear and raced toward

the gate.

"Okay, Kevin," Cabrillo said.

Using aremotely operated device he had ingtaled afew hours earlier,
Nixon began to back the ramp away from the 737. As soon asthe

ramp lurched backward, the billionaire knew he had been had--he swiveled
around at the top of the ramp and glanced down. The truck was

there, but no onewasvishble.

Larry King watched the 737 through the nightscope. Lessthan a

minute later, he watched as Gunderson did into the pilot seet, then



motioned he was ready. King flashed ared laser on hisrifle Sght at the
pilot'swindow of the 737, and, at the signa, Gunderson fired the engines
on the jet. Theramp was retracting faster and faster, and Nixon

steered it to the Sde. Once it was safely clear of thejet, helet hisjoystick
go neutra and the ramp began to roll to a stop. Tossing the controller

into abox, he did afina visua sweep of the hangar with Cabrillo. He and Crabtree had packed
everything eseinto the trunk of the limousine

in the half hour before Spenser had made his gpproach. All that remained

wasfor Nixon and Cabrillo to hightail it off airport property.

Once the ramp was free of the 737 and a safe distance away, King

signaled again with the laser and Gunderson began to advance the throttles.

Cabrillo and Nixon were walking quickly for the rear door when

King radioed.

"Chuck's started histaxi," King said.

Theramp had finaly dowed enough for the billionaire to legp off.

He ran down the tarmac after hisretreating 737. A few seconds of that
and he knew the situation was hopeless, so he raced toward the Chevrolet.
Once he reached the vehicle, he was surprised to find the Buddha

gtill aboard. Pushing over the auminum awning, he dammed the rear

door closed, then climbed into the driver's seat. Another break, the keys



weredtill intheignition. His $100 million in bonds were lost--but the
Buddhawas worth twice that. Now his plan was to escape with the
Golden Buddha and worry later about who had stolen hisjet. He started

the truck and placed it in gear.

On board the 737, the brunette flight attendant was guarding the
cockpit door. No one had told her to do this, she had just thought it
prudent. One of the bimbos walked forward and started for the cockpit

door.

"Get back," the brunette said.

"I need to talk to the pilot,” the blonde said.

She gtarted for the door again, and the brunette threw a punch that
never landed. The blonde deflected the blow, then struck the brunette

in the breadbasket with a chop.

"Chucky," the blonde shouted over the noise of the engines, "will

you tell this bitch you need me up there?!

The brunette was bent over, trying to catch her breath, when the

cockpit door was flung open. Through the open door, the brunette could



seethe 737 taxiing faster toward the runway for takeoff. Gunderson

was gitting in the pilot's seet. He turned and smiled.

"That's okay, honey," Gunderson said quickly. "Shesmy copilot."

The Macau taxi was Sitting to the rear of the hangar, the purring

engine making puffs of smoke in the rain-soaked air. Cabrillo and

Nixon climbed into the rear just as King radioed again. "Okay, boss,"

he said easily, "he went for the truck."
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"Come out

front."

of the nest,” Cabrillo said, "and well meet you around

King began to extract



himsdf from ingdethe arr intake at the same

JVIHg ucg,ani-v. ~«

time the billionaire had the Chevrolet up to speed on the road leading

from the hangarsto the main termindl.

INSIDE THE BURGUNDY 737, Gunderson scanned the storm scope
and answered acal from the control tower. Then he hit the switch

to dlow him to talk over the cabin speakers. "Ladies, if you could take
asedt, I'd appreciate it--we'll be taking off in asecond. Also, after we 1

get intheair, if one of you could bring a pot of coffee and some sand-'.. wichesto the cockpit, you'd be
our hero."

Then he turned to the blonde ditting next to him. "Hi, Judy, long

timeno see”

ALONG THE BRIDGE leading from Macau proper to theidand
where the airport was situated, twelve police cars with sirens

screaming and lights flashing formed arolling barricade as they raced



tothemaintermindl.

"Therethey go," Crabtree said as she drove in the opposite direction.

She watched in the rearview mirror as severa carsleft the bridge,

then crossed the median and sealed of f both lanes of traffic. "Just made

it Adams noted.

The driver steered the cab dowly around the front of the building,

then waited as King did down the drainpipe and climbed into the front

seat. Then he turned his head and stared at Cabrillo.

"Take usto the far south end of the airport across from Coloane,"

Cabrillo said. "We have aboat to catch.”

233

GOLDEN BUDDHA

ON BOARD THE 737, thefinal clearance was approved at the same



time asthe Chevrolet SUV passed in front of the main airport

termind. In the distance, the billionaire could see aline of police cars

blocking the road. Turning his head, he could see through therain the

flashing lights on the wings and fusdlage of hisburgundy 737 asit lifted

from the runway and headed out over the bay.

"Dedtination?’ Judy asked.

"Singapore,” Gunderson answered. "Now tell me--how wasit for

you and Tracy?'

"Wetook acouple for theteam,” Judy said. "Then he got tired.”
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THE FULL FURY of the storm descended on Macau only afew



minutes after Gunderson and the 737 cut awide arc out over the
South China Seato head south. Inside the ssorm sewer, the waters were
rising faster now, and the rafts holding the Golden Buddhaand histhree

liberators hurtled faster toward savation or destruction.

Prior to reaching each junction, one of the men would climb off the
raft and drag the rear rope to dow the raft with the Golden Buddha.
Then hewould push the side of the raft toward the proper channel and
let the current do the rest. The randomly spaced overhead pipes that
drained into the main sewer were running full now, and each timethe
rafts passed under the spray some of the water made it into the floors
of therafts. The men were using their hatsto bail out the buildup, but

as each mile passed the effort was becoming harder and harder.

Hornsby stared at the blueprint carefully. "We've passed the hafway

point,” he said, "but if we make the same rate of progress and the

water continuesto rise at the current pace, by the time we reach the exit to the Inner Harbor the water
will be dmost & the top of the pipe.”

"The Oregon will have sent help by now," Jones said, "and they

will have acopy of the blueprints.”

Meadows wiped some water from his forehead before speaking.
"That doesn't change the problems we face. It just places more people

inharm'sway."



Hornsby was standing in water up to hiswais, pushing the raft

with the Buddhato the left with his hip. Once the raft entered the other
stream and started to move, he rolled back inside the following rft.
"Not only that," he said, "if the pace continues when we do reach the

Inner Harbor--if we do--it will be at first light and then we risk detection.”

Hornsby turned his head. He could see Jones grinning in the dim

light from hisfatering hard-hat lamp. Then he spoke.

"We're the Corporation,” Jones said quietly. "We're dways one step

ahead."

Thetrio of men nodded asthe pair of rafts hurtled faster in the
growing current toward a rendezvous with arescuing force that was

fighting problems of their own.

THE FOUR-STROKE OUTBOARD on the Zodiac being driven by

Mark Murphy was blasting water out of itsjet drive. The current

was running stronger every few feet, but the powerful engine was propelling
the craft forward in spite of the strong stream running against

the bow. To the middle of theinflatable, Hali Kasm was unscrewing

the tubular metal top that supported a canvas sun awvning and the electronics

sensorsto gain afew feet of needed clearance. Finishing thejob,



he stacked the last of the pipesinside the Zodiac and turned to Murphy.
"Maximum headroom,” he said. "Now hit the gas. If we don't meet
up with the other team and tow them out of here soon, we'redl going

to beswvimming.”
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Murphy advanced the throttle and steered around a bend. For lights
he used a handheld spotlight; for navigation, a portable GPS unit held
between hisknees. "Find the air horn,” Murphy said to Kasm. "'l have

afeding well need it soon.”

SHEETS OF RAIN washed from east to west as Rick Barrett steered

the Scarab close to the southernmost strip of man-made land that



comprised the Macau airport. Barrett was wearing abright yellow rain
auit that should have made him stand out, but in the dark of night and
the pouring rain, he and the Scarab werevirtudly invisble. He listened

for asound in his earpiece but heard only static.

Scanning the shordinewith apair of night-vison binoculars, he

began to fear the worst.

WHAT DO YOU mean?' Po shouted in anger.

The head of the Macau Public Works Department was far

from happy himself. Hed been awakened from a sound seep and or-< dered to make hisway to his
officeto locate the blueprints of the storm

sewer system. Once there, he had been unable to find the documents. ;|
"I mean that they are gone," the man told Po. "Deleted from the |
computers, and the hard copies removed from the office.

"Areyou certain?' Po asked.

"I have had the entire night shift seerching,” the man said. "Nothing

isleft.”



"So we have no way to know for certain where the water exitsinto

the bay?" Po asked.

"We don't have amap of it," the man agreed, "but there is one way

totdl."

"Wdll," Posad, "how?'

"Pour somedyeinto adrain," the man said. "Then seewhereit

goes.”
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Po turned to one of the patrolmen nearby. "Find a hardware store,"

he said quickly, "and buy me adozen galons of paint.”

Then he stared down the manhole. There was no use entering the maze; the rats would be flushed from
the hole by the water, and, when



they were, Po would be waiting. He smiled at the thought, but failed to
notice aman standing some ten feet distant in the entryway of an dl-night
cafe. The man touched his ear to adjust his earpiece, then walked

ingde the retaurant.

THE BILLIONAIRE SLID the Chevrolet into park. There wasredly
no other choice. To hisfront, three police cars were blocking the
road. The officerswere standing behind their vehicles with pistols
drawn. To the rear were more cars and an armored personnel carrier
that was being used as atemporary command post. Inside the APC,
Sung Rhee peered through a gun port at the stopped truck. Reaching

for amicrophone, he spoke over the P.A. system.

"You are surrounded,” he said. " Step dowly from the vehicle with

your hands above your head."

Then heturned to one of the officersdriving the APC. "Light him

with the spatlight.”

The man flicked aswitch and afour-millioncandldight-powered

spotlight turned night into day. Rhee watched as the driver's door



dowly opened. Then aman dressed entirely in black stepped onto the
wet pavement and took afew steps away from the truck.
"Stop," Rhee ordered.

The man stopped dead in histracks.

"Keep your handsin theair,” Rhee ordered. "If you are the only
occupant of the vehicle, wave your left arm dowly."

The man'sleft arm moved back and forth.

"Take Sx sepsinto the direction of thelight.”

The man complied.

"Now lay down knees-first, then belly-down, on theroad.”
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The man eased himsdf down untiJ his entire body was prone on the

wet road.

"Two officersforward," Rhee said, "and restrain the suspect.”

A pair of officers approached from behind the police carsto the
front and dowly made their way over to the man. With one covering,
the other man bent down and handcuffed the suspect's hands behind

his back. Then he yanked him to hisfeet.

"I'man American,”" thebillionaire said, "and | demand to seethe

ambassador."

Rhee waited asthe rear door of the APC was lowered, then he
stepped out into the rain and walked over to the Chevrolet. After firgt
flashing alight insde to verify the other seats were empty, he scanned
the rear storage area and caught sight of the Buddha. Flipping open the
rear gate, he glanced at the six-foot-tall chunk of gold. Then he reached

for hiscell phone,



THE LIMOUSINE CARRYING Hanley wasjust pulling up in front

of the Oregon. "Wipeit carefully and get rid of it," hesaid to

Crabtree. "Y ou come with me."

Spenser followed Hanley as he bounded up the gangplank. Once on

the deck of the ship, he motioned for Spenser to follow him insde and

started in the direction of the control room. Opening the door, he nodded

a Eric Stone.

"Cdll for aguard for Spenser here."

Stone spoke over a microphone.

"Wherésthe charman?' Hanley said next.

Stone pointed to a screen that showed aflashing light amogt at the

end of the airport idand and a second separate light afew yards distant.

"There," Stone said, pointing. "The other is Barrett doing extraction.”

Hanley watched asthefirgt light dowed, then stopped.

"Signd Barrett that they have arrived.”

Spenser was garing at the operation in amazement. He was just

about to ask Hanley a question when the door to the control room



opened and Sam Pryor walked in. "Take thisman to the brig," Hanley

ordered, "and secure him."

"Level?' Pryor asked.

"Minimum,” Hanley said, "but you stay with him--he's not to use

any communications devices or talk to anyone. Y ou can feed him and

you may alow him to deep or use the entertainment system for television

or movies, but no computer.”

"Yes, §r," Pryor sad.

Hanley turned to Spenser. "Y ou fulfilled your end of the bargain,”

he said. "Don't try anything stupid now and well do exactly what we

promised.”

Pryor started to lead Spenser away by hisarm. "When will | be free

to go?' the art dealer asked.

"WEell let you know," Hanley said, "but it will be soon."

Pryor led Spenser into the hall. Just before the door closed, he

looked back to see Hanley begin to ped the latex mask from hisface.



BARRETT HEARD A beep in his earpiece and stared at the shoreline
with hisbinoculars. A quick flash of headlights appeared like twin
explosonsin the green screen of his night-lit viewer, then the white dots

faded to black.

Barrett flashed the docking lights on the Scarab, then steered closer

to shore.

Tom Reyesfinished wiping hisfingerprints off the steering whed

and contrals, then twisted the key to off. Turning around in the set,

he stared at Cabrillo and Nixon.

"We're clean and green, boss," Reyes said as he did the keysinto his pocket.

"Let'sgo get wet," Cabrillo said as he opened the rear door of the

cab.

Nixon climbed from the cab, clutching the last box of props and
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toals, and followed Reyes and Cabrillo to the water. Staring to the east,
he could just make out the sky beginning to lighten. To the west, the

wind was diminishing. In afew hoursit would be morning and the



storm would have passed over Macau, but for now the sheets of rain

continued to rake theidands.

Barrett angled as close to shore as he dared, then tilted the drive up

to avoid rocks. Cabrillo waded into the water and grabbed the bow and
held it in place. Reyes climbed into the Scarab, then took the box Nixon
held in hisarms. Placing it on the deck, he reached over again and
helped Nixon over the gunwale. Once Nixon was on the deck, Cabrillo
gave the Scarab a push backward and reached for Reyess hand. Asthe
boat drifted backward he climbed over the Sde and Barrett |lowered the

drive and did the contral into reverse.

Sowly, he backed away from the southernmost edge of the airport

idand.

Once free from obstructions, Barrett did the control forward and

steered toward the Oregon.

WHAT DO YOU mean?' Hanley asked.

"The lead detective sent for buckets of paint,” Michad |



Halpert said quietly. "They are planning to pour them down the storm

sawer to trace the flow of the water."

"l understand,” Hanley said. "Good job. Y ou can return to the

Oregon now."

Stone was studying the returns on the radar scope and he turned to

Hanley. "Barrett is headed back across the water. He should reach us

in afew minutes."

Hanley was watching the storm scope.

"Make sure there are a couple of deckhands standing by,” Hanley

ordered. "We need the Scarab back in the hangar and out of sight.” {

"Yes, gr," Stone said as he reached for the microphone.
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SUNG RHEE WALKED over to the suspect, who had been moved
under the overhang just outside the departure termina at the airport.
Inthe bright lights spilling from inside the termind, the man

looked vagudy familiar.

"One of your partnersturned on you," Rhee said, "and phoned in

your location.”

The man stared at Rhee with alook that contained equd parts pity

and contempt. "'I've got no ideawhat you are talking about.”

"Thereisno reason to try to be coy with us," Rhee said. "We caught

you red-handed.”

"Y ou caught nothing,” the man said. "I was buying apiece of art,
and ateam of thieves scammed me. They're the ones you should be

harassing, not me."

"When did you arrivein Macau?' Rhee asked.

"A couple of hoursago," the man replied.



"The last ferryboat was three hours ago,” Rhee said, "and the next

does not leave for two more. In addition, there are no commercid airline

flights from the hours of oneam. until fiveam. Y our story is obvious

nonsenske.”

"l have my own jet," the man noted.

"Indeed. Whereisit now?' Rhee asked.

"I havenoidea," theman said. "Thethieves soleit.”

"How convenient,” Rhee said. "Y ou understand: If you refuseto

answer our questions, we can make this very uncomfortable.”

Thebillionairésare wasrising fast. Any dealings with bureaucrats

were usudly limited to him telling them what he wanted to do. Hewas

tired, dightly hungover and missing his hundred million dollars.

Helooked right into Rhee's eyes.

"Ligten, you asshole," the man said. "My 737 was stolen from your

arport, and insde was abriefcase containing one hundred million dollars

in bearer bonds. | don't know what the hell has been happening
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tonight in thislittle pisspot of acountry, but if you just unhook me from these handcuffsand let meuse a
telephone, | can clear thisupin

about ten minutes."

Had Rhee listened to the billionaire, the 737 might have been
tracked. Instead, the man's belligerent attitude doomed him. Rhee motioned
to one of the officers holding the man'sarms. "Take him to

headquarters,” he said.

BARRETT STEERED THE Scarab into the ding, then Barrett, Cabrillo,

Reyes and Nixon climbed up the boarding ladder while the



deckhands secured the boat.

"Doing some operation timetonight,” Cabrillo said to Barrett. "Do

you likeit?"

"Not as easy asfrosting acake," Barrett admitted, "but alot more

exating.”

The four men walked through a hatch into the interior of the Oregon. Cabrillo motioned down the
halway. "Y ou men go and clean

up. I've still got some work to do.”

The men started down the hallway to their cabins.

"Hey," Cabrillo said to the retreating men, "good job."

Then he walked down to the control room and opened the door.

Stepping insde, he began to unbutton his wet shirt, then turned to

Hanley.

"Where arewe at, Max?"

each sde where the two rafts met, stlanding in ahalf crouch. Asthe

rafts careened aong, they attempted to dter their direction by pushing

againg the hard Sdes of the pipe with their legs.



"Junction coming up," Hornsby shouted. "We need the left channel.”

At theV inthe pipesjust ahead, the fast-flowing water was being
parted like the bow wake on anuclear submarine. Chunks of debris
littered the water, the roof of the pipe was dripping so hard they might
aswel have been outside, and the pair of rafts was accelerating dmost

beyond control.

Jones watched ahead and timed his action. Asthe raftsreached a
spot twenty feet in advance of the V, he reached over with hisleg and
shoved againgt thewall. Theraftslumbered to the left Sde, and then

were carried in the current past the junction.

"We made that one," Jones shouted, "but if we get much more

water in this pipe, we're going to have trouble on the next one."

"If we don't get some help soon,” Meadows said, "we're going to

need to cut the Buddha loose and try to save our own skin.”

FOUR FEET OF space remained between the surface of therising
water and the top of the storm sewer. The batteries on the hardhat
lights were growing dim, the water wasrising fast, and the men

could no longer safdly climb from the raft to steer the Golden Buddha,



adong.

Meadows had lashed the rafts together, and he and Jones were on
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M NE AT A time" Detective Po said to the officer.

W Using ascrewdriver on hiskey chain, the officer opened the

first can of paint and poured the contents through the open manhole
into the racing water below. From the light of hisflashlight, Po could
seethe purple paint mix with the water, then spread out. Placing the
empty can to the side, the officer pried open a second and repeated the
process. At just that instant, Po's cell phone rang and he stepped afew,

feet away and answered.i

"Ling," Sung Rheesaid. "l want you to come to headquarters.

Weve captured a suspect.”



"Right, boss" Po sad.

HE AUTHORITIES HAVE decided to trace the flow of water in

the storm sewerswith paint,” Hanley said to Cabrillo.

Cabrillo was wiping hiswet face and hair with ahand towel. Once
he was finished, he tossed it onto atable and ran acomb quickly

through hishair.

"If they did realize our men had escaped through the sewers, | was
hoping that removing dl the blueprints would dow down the pursuit
long enough for our men to be extracted,” he said. "L ooks like we need

to implement one of the backup plans.”

Hanley pointed to a computer screen. "Asyou know, the outflow
pipe we picked for the exit into the bay is the only one on the southwest
point of the Southern Peninsula. The outflow runs between the Nam

Van Lakes and enters the water just north of theidand of Taipa."

Cabrillo stared at the computer screen. The image of the storm sewers
looked like a crooked tree with sagging limbs. The sewer histeam

would useto exit was the trunk at the roots.



"Have we been able to establish contact with them?' Cabrillo asked.

"No luck with Hornsby, Meadows and Jones," Hanley admitted.

"The portable radiosthey carry just don't seem to have enough power

to penetrate the layers of soil overhead.”

"What about Murph and Kasm?'

"Weve been trying," Hanley said, "but the voice transmissonis

spotty. Data seems to be passing through, however--we are in contact

by aphanumeric sgnas.”

"So we can type orders to the Zodiacs and they can respond?’ Cabrillo

asked.

"Sofar," Hanley sad.

Eric Stoneinterrupted the conversation. "Sirs," he said, pointing to

ascreen, "the portable camera Ha pert | eft near the manholeis showing

something you might want to watch.”

Cabrillo and Hanley watched as the officer poured paint into the

hole.

"Giveme asmulation of how long that paint will take to reach our



men," Cabrillo said quickly.

Stone's hands danced over the keyboards, and afew seconds later
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the screen showing the sewer system began dowly to take on ared color.
The men stood watching as the color advanced a ong the arteries of the

sewer system. A counter in the corner of the screen timed the movement.

"Seventeen minutes until the paint reaches where we believe the men



arenow," Stone said dowly. "Twenty-two until it reaches the water

above Tapa."

At just that instant, a printer off to the side whirled and a sheet was
spit into the tray. Hanley walked over and picked it up. "The order just
went through to the police boats and the two Chinese navy boats here
in Macau. They are supposed to begin patrolsimmediately to scan for
the colored water, then, when they find an outflow, remain there on

dation.”

"Start atimer," Cabrillo ordered quickly. "We'rein crunch time

now. Make sure everyone is aboard and prepare the Oregon to sall. |

want my team out of that storm sewer with the Golden Buddha and

safely back aboard--then we need to vacate Macau by first light. With

the Chinese navy on patrol, thisshipisin jeopardy.”

"Broken Arrow?"' Hanley asked.

"Confirm, Broken Arrow," Cabrillo said.

"Put it out, Mr. Stone," Hanley said.

Stone sounded the darm. In afew minutes, the Oregon was ablur

of activity.



TINY GUNDERSON WAS egting asdami sandwich and sipping on
aglassof iced teaas heflew over the South China Sea. The brunette
flight attendant, Rhonda Rossdlli, was Sitting in the flight engineer's
chair. The door to the cockpit was open, and the blonde copilot,
Judy Michaels, walked insde and did back into her seat. Shewas
dressed in akhaki flight suit and her face was freshly scrubbed.
"Tracy is changing and checking the equipment,” she said.

"Did| tell you, you did agreat job?" Gunderson asked. "Y ou both

aremodt convincing ho's"

"A master's degreein politica science from Georgetown and four
yearswith the Nationd Security Council, and I'm deeping with the

enemy,” Michaglssaid.

Gunderson popped the last of the sandwich in his mouth, then
brushed the crumbs off his hands. Washing the last bite down with a

Sip of iced tea, he spoke.

"I think you forget | seduced a Romanian countess afew years ago,”

Gunderson said. "We do what we have to, to accomplish the objective.”

"l remember, Chuck," Michaglssaid. "In fact, | seem to remember

you rather enjoyed the assignment.”



Gunderson smiled. "So you didn't like yours?'

Michaels noted readings from the instrument panel on aclipboard.

"Theguy wasafresk," shesaid. "Capital PH, phreak.”

"Thenit serves him right,” Gunderson said as he unbuckled his seat

belt and did from the pilot's seet, "that we swiped his plane.”

"On the controls," Michadssad.

"I haveto usethe restroom,” Gunderson said to Rossdlli. "Beright

IN THE DINING room on the Oregon, Winston Spenser was sipping
teaand worrying. Off to one side, at a separate table, aguard sat
on slent watch. Juan Cabrillo entered the dining room, walked over to

Spenser, and handed him adip of paper.

"That's the account number of the bank in Paraguay,” Cabrillo said.
"The transfer has taken place and the funds are available now. If the
account is not accessed within one year of today, the fundswill autometicaly

bounce back to one of our banks. The sectmd you make a



deposit or withdrawa, however, within the next year the computer

erases dl traces of where the money came from or would go to.”

"Why oneyear?" Spenser asked.

"Because," Cabrillo sad, "inthefinancia shapeyou'rein, if you

don't touch the money in ayear, it'll be because you're dead.”
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Spenser nodded.

Next, Cabrillo handed Spenser afolder with a planeticket. "Hong



Kong to Dubai, then on to Paraguay, fird class. It'sthefirst available

flight tomorrow morning.”

Spenser took the ticket.

"Hereisten thousand dollarsin U.S. currency,” Cabrillo said, handing

Spenser an envelope. "Any more will arouse suspicions.”

Spenser took the envel ope.

"That concludes our agreement, Mr. Spenser,” Cabrillo said. "We

have called a cab to take you where you want to go. It will be pulling

up at thesde of the shipinafew minutes.

The guard stood up and waited for Spenser to rise. Cabrillo started |

for the door.

"Can | ask you aquestion?' Spenser said.

Cabrillo had just opened the door. He stopped, turned and nodded.

"Thisal seemsalittle too perfect,” Spenser said. "What'sthe

catch?'



"Y ou il haveto makeit to Hong Kong," Cabrillo said ashe

walked through the door.

ON THE OREGON'S rear deck, George Adams waited as alanding
pad on the fantail rose up to deck level. A hard rain wasraking
the deck and the winds were a steady twenty knots from east to west.

Heturned to Tom Reyes.

"Once the deckhand locks the lift in place, we need to rotate the
whirlybird into thewind," he said. "Then I'm going to need to make a

hot takeoff into thewind."

Reyes nodded and watched as another deckhand rolled ametal cart
containing severa boxes near thelift. The devator operator sgnaled

that the lift waslocked, and Adams and Reyes walked over.

The Robinson R-44 helicopter was amedium-sized piston-engine

craft with atop speed of just over 130 milesan hour. The weight was

1,420 pounds, the horsepower of the power plant 260, and the cost was

about $300,000.



The two men attached ground-handling whedls, spun the ship

around, then removed the whed s and handed them to the deckhand.

"We distributed the dye into plastic baggies like you ordered,” the

deckhand noted.

Adams nodded and turned to Reyes. "Keep the box at your feet,
but away from the foot pedals. I'll take us down as low as we can safely

go, but theride will be touchy because of thewind.”

"I understand,” Reyessad.

Adamsdid aquick wak around the helicopter, checking fud oil and
genera condition, then motioned to Reyes. "Hopin," hesaid, "and

weéll get this show on theroad.”

Once both men were in the seats, Adams reached down and ran
through the preflight checklist. Once he was done, he screamed "Clear™
out the window and engaged the starter. Once the engine had fired and
the clutch was engaged, the rotor blades started dowly spinning, then
gathered speed until the helicopter was shaking and vibrating. Adams
watched the gauges closdly, and when the engine was warmed and
everything had settled down, he spoke through the headset microphone

to Reyes.

"Hold on, Tom," Adams said, "thiswill belikeagiant jump.”



Neutrdizing the cyclic, Adams quickly lifted the collective and the
tiny bird left the pad. A second later, Adams eased the cyclic forward
and the hedlicopter nosed over into the wind, rising and moving forward

a thesametime.

Clear of the Oregon, Adamsflew directly into the wind. Heading
offshore a distance, he then started to angle back toward Macau.
Around the knee of hisflight suit was astrap with ametd clip, andin
the clip was afolded dip of paper showing the locations of the storm

sawer outflows.

"Therewe go," Adams said, spotting the dirty water where apipe

spilled into the bay.
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Reyes reached down in the box, removed a baggie, did the top open

partway, and then tossed it out the small window opening in the passenger

door. It tumbled through the ten feet from the helicopter to the

water and began to spread out like blood from arare steak.



In the distance, a police boat heard the noise from the helicopter

but it could not makeit out in the rain. Adams moved the helicopter

up theline, salting the water on the east Sde of Macau. Then he steered
around the end of the peninsula between Macau and Taipato repeat

theexercise.

DETECTIVE PO PARKED in front of the headquarters of the Macau
Police Department, then walked through the rain toward the
front doors. In the east, the sky was lightening some, but the rain continued

on unabated.

Entering the building, he rode the €levator up to Rhee'sfloor, then

exited the devator and walked down the hallway. Upon reaching the
reception area, he instantly knew that there was trouble afoot. The U.S.
consular agent, the mayor of Macau, a Chinese generd and four reporters

were clustered around aman dressed entirely in black.

"Thisisn't acase of shoplifting,” the man in black said loudly.

"They've stolen aBoeing 737, for God's sake."

It had been acase of blind luck for the software billionaire. Still

refused atelephone call, he had been brought to headquartersto be
guestioned by Rheein his office. As soon asthey had entered the office,
however, the billionaire had noticed a copy of Fortune magazine on

Rhee's side table. His face was gracing the cover. Once he'd pointed



that out to Rhee, things had begun happening fast.

The billionaire had turned from suspect to victim in seconds.

Po walked over and stood next to Rhee.

Po heard him whisper "Damn’ as the elevator door opened again

and Stanley Ho started down the hall.
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"Have you found my Buddha?' Ho said as soon as he was within

range.

"Who the hell isthis?' the billionaire asked.

"I'm Stanley Ho," Ho said in aggravation. "Who the hell are you?"
"Marcus Friday," the billionaire said loudly. ™Y ou might have heard

of me?"'



"And you of me," Ho said, affronted. "I'm one of Forbessrichest

people.”

"1 know al the people ahead of me on the list--you aren't one of

them,” Friday retorted.

Detective Po smiled to himsdlf. If dl thiswastrue, it was the grestest

game of one-upmanship he had ever seen. Here was a pair of obscendly

rich men vying for attention like children trying to be picked for kickball.

"Yeah," Ho began to say, "wdll, thisis my town, and you can--"

"Mr. Ho," Detective Po said quickly, "why don't you come down

to my office so we can sort thisout?"

"I'm not going anywhere," Ho said loudly.

"Everyone cam down," Rhee sad.

He motioned to a conference room, pointed for the reportersto

remain in the foyer, and then led the rest insde. Once everyone was



inside and seated, he picked up the telephone, ordered teato be delivered,

then spoke.

"Okay, everyone," he said dowly, "who wantsto begin?'

Ho stared at the chief inspector. "A Buddhal purchased for two
hundred million dollarsin Switzerland was stolen tonight while you
were at aparty a my house. | demand to know if you have recovered

ityet."

"l lost ahundred million dollarsin bearer bondsand my 737to a
gang of criminas" the billionaire sad, "and want to know what is

going on in this godforsaken country.”
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Po stood up and paced for a second. "Was your plane vaued over

ahundred million?" he asked Friday.



Thehillionaire shook his head.

"Then it looks like two hundred million isthe highest bid here tonight,”

Po said.

THE STORM SEWER wasfast becoming awatery grave.

Lessthan three feet separated the rising water from the arched

dome of air overhead. The drainpipes on the top of the tube were gushing
like a downpour. The water was littered with refuse washed from

the streets above. Horns by saw arat swimming toward themin the
current and dapped at the creature with apaddie. Just ahead was another

junction.

"We need to make adecision," he shouted over the roar of the

water. "Sink or swvim."

Meadows |ooked forward. In the dimming light from the miner's

hard hat he could just see the torrent ahead, a cascade of white water



that would make the rafts uncontrollable.

"Ready with the paddles," he shouted. "The horse hasto lead the

Digging into the water on the |eft Sde of the raft, they swung the
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gern of their raft to the right. The nose of the lead raft, which was
carrying the Golden Buddha, pulled hard left but made the turn into
the proper channd. The turn was not as smooth for the raft carrying
thetrio of men. It dammed amidshipsinto the junction, and the corner
struck Jones hard in hisright side. He hung there for aminute pressed
againg a concrete arch until the rope holding them to the lead raft went

taut and yanked them down the channel.

"Jonesy's been hurt,” Meadows shouted above the din.

Pete Jones was clutching the Side of his chest and wheezing to catch

his bregth. Turning hishead, in the dim light Hornsby could just make

out his shredded shirt and anguished expression.

"My ribs" Jones managed to groan.

"We need to cut theraft loose," Hornsby shouted. " There's no way

well make the next turn.”

"Maybe we should dit the sde and sink the Buddha," Meadows
shouted. "Then we can return when the water recedes and pull it out

of here"



Jones gritted histeeth and stared at hiswatch. "The Oregon,” he
sad panfully, "isdueto sail thismorning. If we don't get this out now,

we never will."

Hornsby thought for a second, then decided. The next junction
would be coming up in afew minutes. Taking apen from his shirt
pocket, he stared at the GPS, then drew the rest of their intended course

on the back of hishand.

"Bob," hesaid, "I'm going onto the lead raft. My weight will place

it low in thewater, but it should sill remain afloat. Assoon asl'm on

top of the case holding the Buddha, cut meloose.”

He handed M eadows the GPS.

"Y ou sure, Horny?"

Hornsby threw his paddie onto the top of the Buddha, pulled the

rope to bring the rear raft closer, then turned.

"Ready your knife," he said.

Undlipping afolding knife from his belt, Meadows opened the blade

and nodded.



Hornsby crouched and hopped the short distance to the lead raft.

As soon as he was clear, Meadows dliced through the tether, then dug
his paddle into the side to dow down hisraft. Hornsby squirted ahead.
Inthe dim light, Meadows could see the Buddhawas awash, and only

aportion of Hornsby's head and torso were above the waterline.

"Going right," Hornsby shouted as he pulled ahead, "then lft.”

ASTHE STORM sawer pipes came closer to the water, they increased

in diameter 0 the storm water would not become pressurized and

blow apart thetiles. At six places under Macau were large square pond-like
storage facilities where the water could pool and |ose some speed

before spilling out into the last series of pipes and eventually the bay.

Murphy and Kasim were motoring around in circlesin one of them.

"Fve more minutes," Murphy shouted. "Then we go in and find

them."

Kasm gave three more blasts on the air horn. "They should be here

by now," he agreed.

At just that instant, Murphy's digital pager beeped and he pushed
the button to light the screen. Scrolling through the message, he nodded

hishead.



"They poured paint into the sewersto follow the flow," he said as
he steered the Zodiac into another tight circle. "If it makesit down our

escape channdl, we're screwed.”

"What do you mean?' Kasim asked.

"The paint will bring the Chineseto the area, aswell as marking

the sdes of the Zodiac," Murphy said. "Then they'll grab us and take

usin for questioning.”

"What's the Oregon recommend?”

Murphy was quiet for amoment before answering. "They want us

to blow up the tunnel leading into here and sedl off the tainted water."
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"How long do we have?'

"Six minutes and forty-seven seconds,” Murphy said, removing -a
satche charge from one of the bagsin the bottom of the boat.
"What about the others?' Kasim asked.

"If they aren't out by then," Murphy said, "the Oregon said to



assume they took awrong turn or drowned inside. Then we need to

protect our own asses and make a safe retreat.”

Murphy angled the Zodiac over to the pipe leading into the holding

pool. Using the power of the outboard motor, he held the boat in place
againg the strong current until Kasim had attached the chargesto the

top of the storm sewer. Once the explosives werein place, Kasm activated
thedigita timer. Four, three, two, one, and the red light blinked.

"Givethedgnd again,” Murphy said as he backed the Zodiac avay.

IT WASLIKE Hornsby wasriding alog down aflume. He was dmost
awash and the distance over his head to the top of the pipe was
narrowing as the water continued rising. The last turn had been made
by gouging his paddle into the water and bringing the bow dightly to
one sde. Hereadied hisleg to push againgt the wall for the next bend.
Hornsby had lost sight of the others. Thelight on his hard hat was
nearly out and he had no way to know if Meadows and Jones had taken
the correct channel. Anyway, there was nothing he could do if they
hadn't. He was more concerned for his own surviva. He jammed his
leg againgt thewall and the raft lumbered over into the correct channel.
And then, likethe distant chirping of amother bird caling her

young, he heard the faint sound of ahorn sounding threetimes. The
raft, with Hornsby atop the Golden Buddha, raced on the current in the
direction of the sound.

A

STHE ZODIAC circled, Kasm attempted to keep a portable spotlight



trained at the opening of the pipe. Thetimer on the satchel
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charge wasticking down and, quite honestly, he was beginning to lose
faththiswasdl going to work out.

"Two minutes," he said over the sound of the motor.

Murphy listened intently. A sound was coming from the tunnd that
sounded like the bellowing of awounded animal. And then, riding on
ascream and aprayer, Cliff Hornsby shot from the pipe and did halfway
across the pond. Murphy quickly angled the Zodiac dongside and

Kasm grabbed the edge of theraft.

"Where are the others?' Murphy shouted.

Hornsby wiped the water from his eyes and glanced at the high-barreled
caling just barely vishble from the spatlight trained on the

timer. "They wereright behind me."

"Did you see any colored water?' Kasm asked.

"What do you mean?"'

"They poured paint in the manhole to trace the flow of water,"



Murphy said. "Did you see anything in the water?'

"No," Hornsby said.

"One minute, thirty seconds,” Kaam said.

"What's happening?' Hornsby asked.

"We've been ordered to sedl off thisexit,” Murphy said, "so we

have a chance at a clean escape. Sound the horn.”

JONESWASLYING in the bottom of the raft, barely ableto move. If
they had to go in the water or needed to attempt an escape, Meadows
figured held haveto carry him. They had made the last turn, but

just barely. Anything from here on out had alimited chance for success.
"How'sit going, pa?' he asked.

Jones listened to the distant sound, then opened his eyes and grimaced.
"Did you hear that?"

"What?' Meadows asked, thinking Jones was hallucinating.

"They camefor us," Jones said.
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Eighteen seconds later, their raft shot out of the pipe and into the



holding pond.

"l don't havetimeto explain,” Murphy yelled, "but take thisline

and hold tight."

"Just passed thirty,” Kasm yelled.

Murphy finished tying the leads for the two raftsto the rear of the
Zodiac, then dammed the throttle forward. The outboard prop dug into
the water and the boat lurched forward across the holding pond, then

into the exit tunnd.

"Heads down," Murphy shouted, staring at his stopwatch.

At just that instant, aroar filled the square holding area and reverberated
out the escape tunndl. A second later, the inflow pipe collapsed

down on itsdlf and sedled off the holding pond. At the sametime, a

wave began to build that rolled across the pond and sought the only
opening. Thetop of the wave was higher than the exit pipe and filled

the outflow to overflowing. Kasm swung the spotlight around and noticed

the gpproaching tsunami.

""Shock wave approaching,” he shouted as the Zodiac with the rafts

in tow entered the pipe leading to the bay.



BQ

ON BOARD THE Oregon, preparations for departure were moving

at lightning speed.

Juan Cabrillo reached for the telephone and placed acall to the

acting harbormagter.

"Don't worry," he said, after lying that his parent company had
ordered him to leaveimmediately, "we have ancther ship lined upin
Manilato take theload of fireworksto the United States. Shelll be here

day after tomorrow."

The harbormaster seemed to accept this asfact. Because it was late

and little was happening, he was takative.

"Singapore," Cabrillo said in answer to hisquestion, "but they
haven't told me the cargo, only that we need to be there seventy-two

hoursfrom now."



Singapore was fifteen hundred miles asacrow flies, and from what

the harbormaster had heard, the Oregon would be hard-pressed to make
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twenty knots an hour. The man had no way to know that if the ship
made it into open water by sunrise, it could be in Singapore by lunch
the next day. Nor did he know the Oregon was not going to Singapore
adl.

"Yes," Cabrillo sad, "it's pushing for sure, but orders are orders.

Isthe pilot on hisway here?’

The harbormaster answered in the affirmative, and Cabrillo hurried

to get off the telephone.



"WEell keep an eye out for him," Cabrillo finished, "and thank

you."

Hanging up the telephone, Cabrillo turned to Hanley. Thetime was
4:41 am.

"Sounds like he bought it,” Cabrillo said. " Order the lookout to
watch for the approaching pilot boat."

Hanley nodded. "The helicopter with Adams and Reyesis back, and
I've ordered all the hatches battened down. Which meanswe need to
retrieve the Zodiacs in open water.”

"What do you hear from them?" Cabrillo asked.

"Seng and Huxley report they are il waiting outside," Hanley said,
garing a hiswatch. "Murphy was ordered to blow up an inner cavern
any time about now to sed off the flow of paint and at least allow the
four rescuersto escape. As of the last communication afew minutes
ago, Hornsby, Jones and Meadows had not shown up with the Golden
Buddha"

"l dont likeit," Cabrillo said.

"I had to make a decision when you were dedling with the art

deder," Hanley said quietly. "If the helicopter sdting the water didn't
throw off the Chinese, not only would we lose the men in the tunndl,
but the rescue crew aswell.”

"I know, Max," Cabrillo said. "Y ou'rejust following the book."

The two men stared at one another for amoment. Then Eric Stone

spoke.



"Sirs," Stone said, pointing at a screen, "we just detected a shock

wave from an exploson.”

MURPHY HAD THE throttle on the Zodiac as far forward as she
would go. Thetrio of boats was rocketing down the tunnel

leading out to the bay. They were only ten feet ahead of the approaching
wave from the explosion, but now that they were at full speed, the

margin was remaining congtant.

"Try to reach Seng on theradio,” Murphy shouted over the noise,
"and tell him what's happening.”

Kasm nodded and reached for the microphone.

"Eddie," he shouted into the microphone, "we have the target with

us. Clear away from the opening--we're coming out hot.”

"Gotit," Seng shouted from just outside the pipe.

A few minutes before, Seng and Huxley had heard the rumble from
the explosion and had climbed aboard the second Zodiac. They were
just backing away from shore when Kasim radioed. Seng turned the
Zodiac and then accelerated away into the bay. Once they reached the
edge of the fog and rain band, he turned toward land and pointed a

spotlight at the outflow pipe.

"Cadll the Oregon," he said to Huxley, "and report team two ison

their way out."



THE PILOT BOAT pulled dongside the Oregon. A single tugboat

hovered nearby, awaiting ingtructions from the pilot. The pilot

climbed off hisboat at aboarding ladder, made his way on deck, and

then stared around. The upper deck was atangled mess of rusting equipment
and cables. He stared above, where the smokestack was polluting

thear around the dip with smoky, oily fumes. Thiswas aship begging

to be put out of her misery at a scrapyard.

"What apileof junk," the pilot muttered to himsdif.
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LIGHT AT THE end of thetunnd,” Murphy shouted.

TIN7~A:



A man stepped from behind apillar. "I'm Captain Smith," he said.

"\We come aboard.”

The captain was dressed in tattered yellow rain dickers spotted with
grease and dirt. Hisface had afull beard, stained around the mouth by
nicotine, and when Smith cracked a smile, he showed aforest of yellow

subs.

"I'm ready to guide you out,” the pilot said, staying asafe distance

away from the man's odor.

"Thisway," the cgptain said, turning.

The pilot followed the captain as he wove hisway around the tangled
mess on the decks to the rusted metal stair leading to the pilothouse.
Hafway up the sair, the pilot gripped for ahandrail and it came

off in hishand.

"Captain,” hesad.

Smith turned, then walked afew stepsto where the pilot was

stopped. Then hetook the length of rusted pipe in his hand and tossed

it over his shoulder onto the cluttered deck.



"I'll make anote of that," he said, swiveling around again and

climbing the last few stepsto the pilothouse.

The pilot shook his head. The sooner he was off the ship, the happier

he'd be.

Six minutes | ater, the Oregon was turned and partway out of the

port. The pilot ordered the line from the tug removed and the Oregon headed away from land under her
own power.

To the rear of the Oregon, now growing dimmer in the distance,
the mountain peask on Macau began to recede in therain and fog. Only

afew lightsfrom the airport remained in Sght.

"How long until you can be picked up?' Cabrillo asked the pilot.

The pilot pointed to a channel marker thirty yards ahead. The high-powered

light was penetrating the gloom. A few more minutesand he

could be off this beast of aship.

, 1, *Uj.£4i1]> ouuuieu.

The Zodiac was racing toward the bay just ahead of the

shock wave that would fill the pipe to the top. Hornsby was holding

tight to hisraft and the top of the Golden Buddha, while Meadows



gripped the side of the Zodiac and glanced down at Jones, who was

clutching hissdein the bottom of the raft.

"A few more seconds, Jonesy," he shouted, "and well bein the

clear”

Jones nodded but did not speak.

The exit from the pipe was like riding over awaterfal onaclass|V
rapid. The water was spewing out of the pipe with tremendous force.
The plume cascaded through the air twenty feet, then dropped seven
feet down to the water of the bay. Murphy held to the whed asthe
Zodiac was propelled through the air. As soon as he felt the boat |eave
thewater, he pulled back on the throttle so he wouldn't over-rev the

engine, then braced himslf for the splashdown.

"Let go," he screamed to Hornsby and Meadows.
The lines on the two towed rafts were released and they separated
afew feet from the Zodiac at the same ingtant the wall of water filled

the pipe, then burst through the air with tremendous force.

"Wow," Seng shouted & the Sight of the rafts squirting through the



ar.

"Hold on," Meadows shouted to Jones as the raft flew through the
air, then dapped on the surface of the water before dowing amost to

astop.

"Areyou okay?' Meadows said afew seconds later. "Do you need

anything?”

Jones wiped the water from his face, then shifted his body to ease

the pain of his cracked ribs as the raft stopped in the water and bobbed.

"I've been better,” Jonessaid. "l think it would help if you would

hum afew bars of 'Suwannee River.
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PO WAS INSIDE the conference room with Rhee, Ho and Marcus

Friday. A police sergeant entered and whispered in his ear.

"What the hell do you mean?' he asked.

"A few of our people heard what sounded like ahelicopter,” the

sergeant said. "Now al the waters around Macau are abright pink

color."

"Those bagtards,”" Po said. "They're covering thar tracks."

"Who?" the sergeant asked.

"l don't know who," Po said, "but | intend to find out.”
Po waved the sergeant away, then walked over to Rhee and motioned

for him to move afew feet away so they could talk in private.



Once he explained what the sergeant had told him, Rhee had only one

thing to say.

"Sed the port,” Rhee said. "No onein or out.”
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The sound of a ship under power came across the water.

"They're coming,” Seng said.

CAPTAIN SMITH WALKED the pilot to the ladder leading down and
bid him farewell. The pilot climbed down the [adder, then stepped

acrossto the pilot boat, which quickly backed away from the Oregon. Smith watched the pilot boat
accelerate away into therain.

The pilot boat was ill visble when it began to dow and turn.

Cabrillo reached for atiny radio at hisbelt and flicked it on. "Max,"

he sad quickly, "what's happening?'

"The authorities have ordered the port sedled,” Hanley said. "The

pilot's been ordered to bring us back to port.”



Cabrillo sprinted across the deck as he spoke. "Full steam ahead,”

he shouted. "I'll bein the control room in afew minutes."

AS SOON AS Kasm helped Meadows and Jones aboard the Zodiac,
Murphy dit the rubber raft with aknife. Theraft drifted away

and began to sink. At the sametime, Seng and Huxley helped Hornsby
aboard and the three of them wrestled the Golden Buddha aboard their
Zodiac. Murphy idled his boat close just asthey had finished stowing

the golden icon amidships.

"l just spoketo Hanley," he said to Seng. "The Oregon isamost

to the outer buoy. We are supposed to rendezvous with them in open

water."

Kasim raised hishand for quiet asthe radio barked. He listened



intently over hisearpiece.

"Gotit," hesaid.

"That wasthe Oregon again,” he said. "They just intercepted a

transmission from the police to the port authorities. They have ordered

the port sealed--no onein or out. The police and port authority boats

have been given ordersto fire on any craft that refusesto comply.”

“Shh. .. " Seng said.

"I") HEE WASIN his office. The port's night manager was on the other

JL V”nd of the phoneline.

"They won't stop?" he asked.

"The pilot boat can't reach them," the port manager noted. "The

pilot that guided them out mentioned that the vessel wasin terrible

shape--maybe their radios are faulty.”

"Have the pilot boat outrun them and deliver the message in person.”

"| dready ordered that," the manager said in exasperation. "But the



ship keeps gaining speed--the pilot boat can't seem to catch up with

her.

"I thought you said the ship was arust bucket,” Rhee said.
"Shel'safast rust bucket," the manager noted. "Our pilot boats can

do over thirty knots."

"Damn,” Rhee said. "How long until the ship reachesinternationa

waters?'
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"Not long," the manager admitted. |

"Get me the navy," Rhee shouted to Po, who reached for another |

telephone.

"What do you want usto do?" the port manager asked.

"Nothing," Rheesaid. "Y ou've dready done enough.”

He dammed down the telephone and took the onein Po's hand.

The second in command of the Chinese navy detachment in Macau was

ontheline.

"Thisisthe chief of the Macau police. We need you to stop aship

heading out into the South ChinaSea," he said quickly.

"We have ahydrofoil that can run a sixty-five knots," the Chinese

navy officer told him, "but it isn't very heavily armed.”



"Thisisan old cargo ship,” Rhee said loudly. "I doubt shell put

up much of afight.”

Rhee had no way of knowing it, but heéld just made the biggest error

of hislife.

CABRILLO BURST INTO the control room, shedding hisgrimy rain
suit while a the same time removing the denta appliance that
made his teeth appear as stubs. He tossed both to the side and tugged

at hisfake beard as he spoke. "Okay, what's the Situation?"

"Wejust intercepted a communique from the Chinese navy to their
high-speed hydrofoil. They've been ordered to intercept us--anava

frigate and afast-attack corvette are following.”

“Any other ships?"

"No," Hanley said. "That'sthe only Chinese navy firepower currently

in Macau."

"Where's our team with the Golden Buddha?' Cabrillo asked as he tossed the beard aside, then spit out
adiver of latex |eft over from the



fdse teeth mold.

"They aredriving at full speed out of port,” Stone said, pointing to

ascreen. "But it looks like they have picked up atail.”

"Get me Adams," Cabrillo said. "While hes making hisway here,
have the deckhands drop the walls on the helicopter pad and start raising
the Robinson from the lower hangar.”

"Got it," Stonesaid.

"Max," Cabrillo said, "get me Langston Overholt on asecureline.”

Hanley started to assemble the satellite link.

Cabrillo stared at the screen showing the progress of the Zodiacs
and the ship pursuing them. Then he glanced over at another screen that
showed the Oregon'slocation and the path of the Chinese navy vessels

giving chase. The screenswerefilled with blinking lights and estimated

paths.

"Adamswill be herein asecond,”" Stone said.



"Sound battle stations,” Cabrillo said quietly.

Stone pushed a button and aloud whooping noise filled the Oregon.

Belowdecksin the sick bay, Gunther Reinholt heard the sound and

sat up in bed. Swiveing to one side, he did hisfeet into apair of carpet
dippers. Risng to hisfull height, he reached around and tightened his
hospital gown around his body. Then with one hand on hisIV drip,
which was hanging from a stainless-sted rack with awheedled base, he

began to shuffle from the sick bay to the engine room.

Reinholt knew that if the Oregon went to war, they would need

every hand on Sation.
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THE CAPTAIN OF the Chinese navy hydrofoil Gale Force, Deng



Ching, stared through the square floor-to-ceiling windows of the

control room with a pair of high-powered binoculars. His craft had risen
up to her full height of twelve feet above the water afew moments
before. The hydrofoil was now reaching speeds of nearly fifty knots.
Ching turned and glanced at the radar screen. The cargo ship was il
adistance away, but the gap was closing.

"Are the sailors on the forward guns locked and loaded?' he asked

his second in command.
"Yes, gr," the officer replied.

"Oncewe draw closer, I'll want to send avolley over their heads,”

Ching sad.

"That should be enough,” the second in command agreed.

LANGSTON OVERHOLT SAT inhisofficein Langley, Virginia. On

hisleft ear was the secure telephone connected to Cabrillo on the Oregon. Hisright ear was occupied
by atelephone connected to the

admiral in command of the Pecific thester.

"Presidentid directive four twenty-one," he said to the admiral.
"Now, what do you have nearby?'

"We're checking now," theadmiral said. "I'll know in afew
minutes”

"Can you bring someforce to bear on the Chinese without it being

tiedtothe U.S.?'



"Understood, Mr. Overholt,” the admiral said. "Force from afar."
"That'sit exactly, Admird."

"Leaveit tothe navy,” the admird sad. "Well come up with something."
The telephone went dead. Overholt replaced the receiver and spoke

to Cabillo.

"Hold tight, Juan,” he said quietly. "Help'sacoming.”

"Fair enough," Cabrillo said before disconnecting.

IN THE MOVIES, when a submarine goesto battle ations, it does
so with much whooping from sirens and gongs. Men scurry down
narrow passageway’s as they raceto their stations and the tension that
comes over the big screen is palpable and thick.

Redlity issomewhat different.

Noiseingde or outsde a submarine isthe enemy--it can lead to
detection and death. On board the United States Navy Los Angeles-class
attack submarine Santa Fe, the motions for battle were more like
aroadie setting up arock concert than the chaos of someone yelling
"firg" in acrowded theater. A red light sgnaling action pulsed from
numerous fixtures mounted in al the rooms and passageways. The crew
moved with purpose, but not haste. The action they would take had
been rehearsed a thousand times. They were as naturd to the crew as
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shaving and showering. The commander of the Santa Fe, Captain Steven
Farragut, stood on the command deck and received the condition reports

from his crew with practiced ease.

"Electric check completed on packages one and two," an officer

reported.

"Acknowledged," Farragut said.

"Boat risng to optimal firing depth,” the driver reported.

"Excdlent,” Farragut said eeglly.



"Countermeasures and detection at one hundred percent,” another |

officer reported.

"Perfect,”" Farragut said.

"Sensors report clear, sr,” the chief of boat said. "We appear to be |

alone out here. We can commence operation inside of eight, repesat eight, |

minutes."

"Acknowledged,” Farragut said.

The great beast was rising from the depths and preparing to biteif i

necessary.

ADAMS BURST INTO the control room of the Oregon. He was

dressed in atan flight suit that he was zipping up as he approached.

"Mr. Chairman," he said, smiling ablindingly white smile, "what

can| dofor you?'

Cabrillo pointed to one of the computer screens. " George, we have
adgtuation. We have the two Zodiacs aong with seven of our people

trying to get out of Macau waters. We can't turn to pick them up because



we're being pursued oursalves." Cabrillo pointed to another

screen. "Y ou can see they also have atail. Y ou need to provide support.”

"I'll mount the experimental weapons pods Mr. Hanley designed
for the Robinson. That gives me mini-rockets and asmal chain gun, so

| can cover thar exit."

"What about the extraction system?" Cabrillo asked.
"l can't pull seven people aboard,” Adamssaid, "I don't havethe

payload.”

"That'snot what | wasthinking,” Cabrillo said. "Let meexplain.”

CAPTAIN CHING STARED at the radar screen. He had been told

the ship he was supposed to intercept was an aging cargo ship

named the Oregon. From the description given by the pilot, the vessel
was little more than abucket of rust. Somehow, Ching was beginning

to doubt that--Gale Force was steaming at fifty knots, and if the radar

on the computer screen was correct, the cargo ship was doing forty-five.
At the current speeds, the Oregon would be safely in internationd waters
inlessthan five minutes. Then therewould betherisk of amagjor

incident if the sailors on Gale Force attempted a boarding.

"Give mefull speed,” Ching ordered the engine room.



THE HYDROFOIL IS accelerating,” Hanley noted. "At the increassed
speed, they will intercept us aminute or two before we

reach the demarcation line."

Cabrillo glanced at the screen showing the water in front of the Oregon. The cloudswerefinally clearing
and soon they would be free

of thefog bank.

"Let'sraisethem ontheradio,” Cabrillo said, "and explain the

dtudion.”

Stone garted tuning the radio while Cabrillo reached for adifferent

microphone.

"Engineroom," hesaid.

"Sr," avoicesad, "thisisRenholt."



Cabrillo didn't bother to ask why the ailing engineer was not in sick
bay as he had been ordered. The man had obvioudy felt well enough

to help.
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"Reinhalt,” Cabrillo said quickly, "isthere any way to coax out a

faw more knots?'

"Wereonit, sr," Reinholt answered.

DOWN BELOWDECKS, THE weapons pods had already been attached
to both sides of the R-44. While the dlevator lifted the

helicopter up to launch height, Adams did apair of Nomex flight gloves
over hishands, then did apair of yelow-tinted sunglasses over hiseyes.
He stepped from foot to foot in anticipation, and as soon asthe elevator
stopped and locked in place, he raced over, did aquick preflight and
checked the underneath harness, then stepped to the pilot's door of the
Robinson and cracked it open. He was diding into the seat as a deckhand

raced over.

"Do you want meto pull the pins?' the deckhand asked.

"Armme," Adamssaid quickly, "then clear the deck. I'm out of

here as soon as | have operating temps.”

The man bent down, removed the pins from the missiles and checked



the power to the mini-gun. Once he was finished, he popped his head

ingdethe door again.

"Check your weapons console.”

Adams stared at the small screen attached to the side of the dashboard.

"I'm green.”

The deckhand shut the door and raced away. Adams waited until

he was clear, then engaged the starter. Four minutes and twenty-eight
seconds later, using the surface wind from the accelerating Oregon as a
crutch, Adams lifted from the deck, then pivoted the R-44 in midair,

turned and headed back toward Macaul.

THE ZODIACS WERE skimming across the water at thirty knots
According to their crude radars, they were keeping ahead of the

pursuing boats, but just barely. Seng's boat, with the added weight of |

the Golden Buddha, was straining to maintain speed. He had the throttle
all the way to the stops, but there was no more speed to be coaxed from
hisengine. The fog and rain were dlill thick and they shielded the inflatable
boats from the pursuers, but Seng could sense they werejust

out of visua and auditory range. If one thing went wrong--an engine

miss or overheating, aleak in the inflatable pontoons that dowed them



down--they would be toast.

At the sameingtant Seng was having his dark thoughts, Huxley
heard the Oregon calling over the radio. She cupped her hand over her
ear S0 she could hear. Because of the potential for interception, the

message was brief and to the point.

"Helpisontheway," Stone said.

"Understand,” Huxley answered.

Sheturned to Seng and Hornsby. "The Oregon's sending the cavalry,”

shesad.

"Not amoment too soon,” Seng said as he stared at the temperature

gauge for hisengine, now beginning to creep into the red.

Not too far distant, the Zodiac carrying Kasm, Murphy Meadows,

and Jones heard the message as well. Kasim was steering, Meadows
standing alongside, with Jones lying prone on the deck to the stern.
Once Meadows heard the news, he turned, crouched down, then yelled

the news over the sound of the wind and waves to Jones.

"l wish I'd have known," Jones quipped. "I would have asked them



to bring some aspirin.”

"Y ou want another bottle of water?' Meadows asked.

"Not unless there's a bathroom on board,” Jones said, grimacing.

"Hang in there, buddy,"” Meadows said. "WEell be home soon.”

LIKE THE DISTANT view of ashoplifter across acrowded store, the

outline of the Oregon started to form through Ching's binoculars

asthefog began to clear. Concentrating on the hull, Ching could see

the large white-capped wake being created by the racing cargo ship. The
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wake and the cargo ship'strack were like nothing he had ever witnessed
before. Most cargo ships, and Ching had tracked and intercepted more
than afew, moved through the water like lumbering manatees--this

Iranian-flagged vessal he was chasing moved like a thoroughbred in hest.

The water out the stern was not churning, as with most ships; instead,
it seemed to be forming into concentric whirlpools that flattened

the seato therear, asif alarge container of glycerin had been poured
overboard. Ching stared at the decks, but no crew wasvisible. There

was only rusty meta and junk piled high.

Though the decks were deserted, the Oregon did not give the appearance
of aghost ship. No, Ching thought, beneath her meta skin,

much was happening. At just that instant, amedium-sized helicopter

flew over the Gale Force about a hundred yards to the port side, just

above wave-top level.

"Where did that come from?' Ching asked his dectronics officer.

"What, sr?" the officer said, staring up from ascreen.



"A hdicopter,” Ching said, "heading from seatoward land.”

"It didn't show up on the sensors,” the officer said. "Areyou sure

you saw it through the fog?'

"Yes'" Chingsadloudly, "l saw it."

Hewaked over to the screen and stared at the radar returns.

"What's happening?' he asked afew seconds later.

The electronics officer was short and dim. He looked like ajockey

inafancy uniform. Hishair was jet black and straight and hiseyes

brown-edged with bloodshot red from staring at the radar.

"Sir," hesaid findly, "I'm not sure. What you see has been happening

intermittently since we began the chase. One second we seem to

get aclear return, then it jumpsto the other Side of the screen likeit's

avideo game playing hide-and-seek.”

"Theimageis not even the correct size," Captain Ching noted.

"It grows, then diminishesto apinprick,” the officer said. "Then

jumps across the screen.”



Ching stared out the window again; they were drawing closer to the Oregon. "They're jamming us."

"| can detect that," the officer said.

"Thenwhat isit?' Ching asked.

The officer thought for aminute. "'l read in atrandated science

journa about an experimenta system an American engineer was building.
Instead of making objects disappear, aswith stedlth, or using extra
sggnds, as on most jamming equipment, this system has acomputer that
takesin al the sgnasfrom our hull and reformsthem into different

shapes and strengths.”

" S0 this system can make them appear or disappear asthey decide?

Ching said increduloudly.

"That'sabout it, gr," the officer said.

"Well," Ching said findly, "thereés no way an old rust bucket has



anything like that on board.”

"Well, let'shope not, gir," the e ectronics officer said.

"Why'sthat?" Ching asked.

"Because the article also stated that by changing the object dimensions,
they can increase the targeting potentid .

"Which means?

"That if the frigate to the rear or the fast-attack corvette coming up quick on our stern fires anything
other than bullets, and they havea

system likethis, they could redirect thefireto us."
"Chinese missiles used to sink Chinese ships?”'

"Exatly.”

LRRVANY,

\JAMMING AND JAMMING," Eric Stone shouted.

-*-V. Lincoln was on the far sde of the control room at the primary
fire control station. He was running aquick diagnostic check on

the missile battery. He stared intently at the bar graphs asthey filled

the computer screen.
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"Mr. Chairman, I'm good to go," he shouted toward Cabrillo afew

seconds later.

Cabrillo turned to Hanley. "Herésthe ded as| seeit. Theentire

thrust of this operation wastheretrieva of the Golden Buddha. We
haveit, but it'sgill insdethecircle of Chineseinfluence. Our firgt priority
must be to get our teams and the Golden Buddha

safely back on

the Oregon, while at the same time making our escape.”

"l hateto say it, Juan," Hanley said, "but | wish the westher wasn't

clearing.”

"A wasted wish, but | agree," Cabrillo said.



"We don't know what the navy is sending,” Hanley noted, "but we
can safely assume there won't be surface ships involved--our sensors

don't detect any other vessalsfor ahundred miles.”

"They launched cruise misslesfrom the Persan Gulf into downtown

Baghdad," Cabrillo said, "so we can assume either missile or aircraft

support.”

"The enemy has rockets on the fast-attack corvette, and somelong

gunsthat can fire high-explosive rounds, plusthe frigate should have

some Chinese-made cruise-type missles.”

"They any good?' Cabrillo asked.

"Not as accurate as ours," Hanley admitted, "but they can sink a

ship.”

"The hydrofoil ?*

"Deck-mounted machine gunsonly,” Hanley said.



"And the Zodiacs are being pursued by harbor patrol boats?!

"Correct," Hanley said. "A pair of forty-six-foot duminum cruisers

with diesel power. They each have a single bow-mounted machine gun.”

"Redios?'

"Nothing specid,” Hanley said.

"So even if wetook out the harbor boats," Cabrillo said, "the Zodiacs

would still need to passthetrio of vessalson our tail.”

"I'm afraid s0," Hanley agreed.

Cabrillo started sketching on ayelow pad with ablack Magic
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Marker. When he finished, he handed the pad to Hanley. "Make sense

toyou?"'

"Yep," Hanley sad.



"Okay then," Cabrillo said forcefully, "hard & starboard. We're

going back toward land.”
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adjusted hisrotor speed. He was doing 130 miles an hour, and according
to his cal culations he should be seeing the first Zodiac one minute
forty-five seconds after he passed the frigate. He strained his eyesto
catch sght of the Chinese vessd, while at the same time watching the
dash-mounted storm scope, which was sending aradar signd into the

westher.

ADAMS EASED THE cycdlic to the left and banked the R-44. A few
seconds earlier he had passed to port of the Chinese corvette and

had just picked up aglimpse of the vessdl through thefog. It wasa



wonder the Chinese vessel had not fired on him--surely they had detected
the helicopter asit flew toward land. The frigate was fast approaching

and Adams planned to give it awide berth.

He was keeping the Robinson five to ten feet above the tops of the
waves--maybe that was shielding him from detection, but Adams
doubted it. To avoid radar detection, he needed to be closer to the wave
tops--two, three feet maximum. With the weapons pods hanging from

each sde of his skids and seawater detrimentd to their correct operation, Adams wastaking no
chances. If he had to trade avoiding fire

from the Chinese shipsto arriving too high to help histeam members,!

heddoit.1

Adams eased forward on the cyclic and watched as the governor

HUXLEY POINTED TO the dash of the Zodiac but said nothing.

Seng nodded, then bent down and shouted into her ear. "If

| wasto guess,”" he screamed, "1'd say we have something partialy
blocking the raw water intake holes on the drive. Might be something as
smple as apiece of soaked paper or part of a plastic bag--the problemis,

we need to stop and raise the outboard out of the water to check.”

"It doesn't seem to be getting any worse," JuliaHuxley said.

"No, it doesn't," Seng said. "We arein thelow red and staying



there. If the engine can run at those temperaturesfor alittle longer, we

might just makeit out of heredive."

Huxley scanned the water through the fog asthey raced dong. She
turned and caught aquick glimpse of the Zodiac being piloted by Kasim
off the starboard stern. The pair of diesdl cruisers had yet to get close
enough to catch sight of either vessdl, and if they maintained their speed

they never would.

"Too bad we can't ask for atime out,” Huxley said, "so | can clean

the water intake."

Eddie Seng strained to hear Huxley's voice over the noise of his
racing outboard motor. Something else was causing his earsto perk
up--adight thumping coming from the bow. Then, through the fog, he

caught aglimpse of the R-44. And avoice came over theradio.

HE COMMAND BRIDGE on the Gale Force was a buzz of shouted

ingtructions. Messages were repeated more than once as the news
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that the Oregon was starting aturn back to land was relayed from radar
operator to captain, captain to helmsman, then around to the other
officers. The event was relayed to the captains of the corvette and the

frigate, who immediately began to dow.

Captain Ching figured it would take the Oregon close to anautical

mileto completethe turn.

Once again, Ching would underestimate.

WITH MAGNETOHY DRODY NAMICS ENGINES powering the Oregon, there was no need to
dow down to change directions

on the drives. There were no shaftsto twist, no propsto bend, no gears
to strip. The water jets from the stern came out of arectangular shaft
with ascoop on the end that could be diverted like the thrust of a
Harrier jet engineto the fore or to the rear. With the push of afew
buttons, one of the propulsion engineers could divert the flow of one
engine forward and one back and the Oregon would almost pivot on!

her kedl, so long as the speeds were kept below thirty knots. Such an-j



abrupt maneuver made for arough ride--the ship would kned over and
the gunwaeswould dip amost into the water--but the Corporation

had done it more than once. Other than afew broken dishes and other

objects being tossed around, the Oregon had been none the worse for

thewear. 1

The engineer plotted in aturn-radius profile on the computer that
resembled a U-turn. Then he alerted the control room that they were
ready. Once the ship commander gave the order, the engineer smply
pushed a button and held on to a nearby table as the Oregon threaded
herself across the surface of the water asif shewereonrails. Downin
the engine room, Sam Pryor glanced over a Gunther Reinholt, who had
just disconnected his 1V and was sipping from acup of strong coffee

after inputting the command for the turn.

"Elementary, Mr. Reinholt," Pryor said, smiling.

"Indubitably, Mr. Pryor,” Reinholt said.
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Both men stared at the lying-down U-shaped track on the computer

screen for asecond.



"Mr. Chairman,” Reinholt said over the intercom, "we're ready

whenyou are.”

WE'RE GOING TO do afast turn and bunch up the three ships
chasing us," Cabrillo said over ascrambled radio link. 'Y ou
will need to take out the pair of cruisersfast so the Zodiacs can dow

before they run up on the stern of the frigate."

"Understand," Adams said.

"Well alert Seng and Kasm to dow as soon asthe cruisersare

disabled."

"I'll blow &l the ordnance of the port pod on the lead cruiser,”
Adams said, "and the starboard on the following craft. That should stop

them cold."

"Do your best to hit them in the sterns,” Cabrillo said. "'If possible,

we want to keep casudtiesto aminimum.”

AT ALMOST THE same ingtant that the lead harbor police patrol

boat caught sight of Kasm's Zodiac in the lessening fog, the lookout



a so reported a helicopter approaching from out to sea. Adams had
turned and looped the R-44 around to intercept the lead boat straight

on her rear quarter. Placing the crosshairs on the firing screen on the

rear third of the forty-six-foot auminum ship, Adams flipped aswitch

so dl the missiles were targeted to the same spot just above the waterline.

Then hetook a deep breath and squeezed the trigger.

The lookout caught aquick glimpse of the bubble canopy of the
helicopter a second before the port weapons pod erupted with avolley
of four missles. The missleswere smdl--only dightly thicker thana

man's arm--but their noses were packed with high explosives. With a
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sx-foot plume of fire belching from the rear, the missiles raced across
the gap and dammed into the Side of the lead cruiser and severed the

bow from the stern as easily as amachete through a pinegpple.

The captain just had time to sound the darm to abandon ship before

the bow started sinking.

NOW, MR. REINHOLT," Cabrillo said as an darm sounded

throughout the ship.



Reinholt reached up to the console and pushed ared button, then

took hold of the table next to him in adesth grip. The Oregon kedled
over and started to turn. It was as if the ship were on the track of a
roller coaster. The g forces were severe. Everyonein the ship clutched
the nearest immovabl e object and bent their knees like mogul skierson
agnarly dope. A few moments | ater, the Oregon came out of thefdlen

U and rolled upright again.

Lincoln, stting in atal fire control chair with aseat belt across his

lap, shouted, "Y eah, baby."

"WEelII pass abreast of the hydrofoil in twenty seconds,” Hanley

sad.

"Hit them in the pontoon, Mr. Lincoln,” Cabrillo sad.

'HAT THE-" CHING started to say as he watched the massiver T cargo ship change directions. "Hard
a port,” he ordered



But before the order could be earned out, the Oregon was almost

adongsdethem.

EVERYWHERE | GO, I'mjust agigolo. . .," Lincoln sang ashe

lined up histarget and fired.

The missile battery on the bow of the Oregon popped up and rotated

toward the target. Now, at Lincoln's command, a pair of Harpoon
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missiles burst from their launchers and streaked across the distance.

They dammed into the thin dab-sided pontoon that reached down into

the water and blew it off as cleanly asaguillotinewould afinger.

The Gale Force was still making fast forward speed when shewas

hit. Once the pontoon alowing her to ride up above the waterline disappeared,



her main deck lurched to the side, then began to topple over.
Shedidn't quite flip over on her back--it was more of acrippled disintegration
into the water. The helmsman managed to place the engines

in neutral before she flipped, and that saved livesif not the ship.

A minute after being hit, the Gale Force had her decks awash and

shewasrapidly snking.

Captain Deng Ching was bleeding from his nose and mouth after

damming into the command console. He wasin adaze from pain. The

second in command gave the order to abandon ship.

A HELICOPTER JUST attacked," the captain of the rapidly sinking
harbor police boat shouted into a portable radio as he climbed

into the emergency raft. "Our boat issnking."

"Understood,” the captain of the second harbor boat said. "Well

come pick you up."

“I'll shoot aflare

"Well wetch for it."

Then the captain turned to asailor nearby. "Man the deck gun,”

he said quickly, "and if any aircraft approaches, shoot it down.”



Thefirgt time had worked so well, Adams decided to do it again.

Once again approaching from the port side, he lined up the crosshairs

on the second harbor boat and pushed the button. Nothing happened.
Perhaps the starboard weapons pod had been splashed with more seawater
than had the port. Maybe it was Ssmply that the few extra minutes

of time had alowed the fog and rain to seep into the circuitry. It could

have been aglitch--thiswas the first time the wegpons pod had been

used--and rarely did asystem work flawlesdy the firgt time out.

284

CLIVE CUSSLER

Whatever the case, the missleswouldn't fire from the tubes.

The R-44 passed over the harbor patrol boat just asthe sailor



yanked back the lever on the deck gun and flicked off the safety. He
pivoted the gun to the correct height and started shooting at the rear of
the retreating helicopter. Adamsfet the cyclic get mushy asasingle
bullet nicked a control rod to the main rotor. He flew away into the

fog to assessthe Situation.

"Control," he said over asecure channd on theradio. "I've diminated
onetarget, but now my horseiswounded and they broke my

Hanley took the call in the control room of the Oregon. He scanned the radar screen before answering.
"Do you have control

of the craft?"

"It'snot too bad," Adams said camly. "I think | can set her down

okay."

"Were coming in your direction now," Hanley said. "Blow the pods

and bring the ship home."

"What do you mean?' Adams asked.



"There's atoggle switch on the wegpons control panel,” Hanley
said. "Flip up the cover and lower the switch and the racks will drop

free. WEII deal with the second boat."

Adams started an arc toward the harbor boat. " Give me a second,”

hesad. "l have an idea"

ACROSS THE ROOM, Juan Cabrillo was on the satllite telephonei

to Langston Overhaltin Virginia

"We had to sink the vessal closest to us," he said. "But there'sa

corvette and afrigate fill to contend with."

Overholt was pacing in his office while talking on the speaker phone.
Infront of hisdesk, Sitting in achair and dressed in full uniform, was
aUnited States Navy commander who was attached to the CIA. "I have

anavd officer herein my office. My superiors are worried about fa lout
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If you attack and sink the other two ships. How far away from you are

they?"

"We arein no imminent danger for afew more minutes,”" Cabillo

stated.

"If we can stop them in their tracks," Overholt asked, "can you

affect an escape?’

Cabrillo thought for aminute before answering. "We can retrieve
our men and the object we came for and be back at full seaminfive
to ten minutes" he said. "Aslong asthe Chinese don't launch any

planesat us, | think wewill be homefree”

"Asof thisingant," Overholt said, "the only radio transmission that
got through was about a helicopter attacking a harbor police boat. Right
now, at least asfar asthe Chinese are concerned, you're just acargo

ship they can't reach on the radio. That could change, however, once



the survivors of the ship you sank are collected.”

"By then we should be far out to seatraveling south,” Cabrillo said,
"and back into the fog bank. With the e ectronics on board, we can
hide from ship-to-searadar. Thefog will keep us hidden from above."
Overholt turned to the navy commander. "Will this new device affect

our ship aswell?"

"Not if they turn al the eectronics off asit passesdongside.”

"Juan," Overholt said, "did you hear that?"

"Yes" hesad, "but | don't understand.”

"It'sanew toy the navy has," Overholt said, "called aFRITZY . It

isdesigned to short out ectricd circuits and we believe it will disable

the remaining ships. What well need you to do is shut down dl the

systems on the Oregon when we give you the order.”

Eric Stone was scanning the radar and said, "We're coming up on

the Zodiacs now."



"Slow to stop,” Cabrillo ordered. "Prepare to take our people

aboard."
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ADAMS CLIMBED TO three thousand feet, then dove toward the

harbor boat in the stegpest angle the R-44 could handle. He could

fed hisbody go light in the seat, and then tighten againgt the shoulder

harness. Through the Plexiglas bubble windscreen, the harbor boat came

into view, then grew in Sze as he streaked down from above.



The bow gunner tried firing on the helicopter, but hisarc of fire was
limited by the whedlhouse directly behind him. The gunner got off a
few hundred rounds while the helicopter was dill high inthe air, but

the rounds went wide and then he could fire no more.

Adamsraced down in asteep dive. When hewas only eighty feet
above the stern, he pulled back on the cyclic and up on the collective.
This dowed the dive, then began to raise the nose. Just asthe R-44 hit
the bottom of her arc, Adams flipped up the cover and down on the
toggle switch. Both pods dropped from the sides of the helicopter and
plunged straight down into the stern of the last harbor police boat. A
static spark from the pods being cut loose fired one of the remaining
missiles and it streaked down the last twenty feet, igniting the rear of

the boat in amad strom of destruction.

With the weight and drag of the pods gone, Adams found he had

better control. Turning the Robinson toward the direction of the | Oregon, he began to scan the water for
the outline of the ship.

"Scratch two," he said quietly. "'I'm coming home.”

WHEN A PERSON isfar out in the ocean and the westher is bad,
the sight of anything man-made brings comfort and solace. For

the seven people and one Golden Buddha on the small boats being



chased by the Chinese navy, the bow of the Oregon looming up through

the fog was as welcome as the sight of four of akind to alosing poker

player.

"Steer over to the davits," Hanley said over theradio. "We need to

get you aboard fast."

Thetwo Zodiac pilots eased their boatsinto a pair of davits located
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off the port and starboard stern of the Oregon. The deckhands had the

boats and the people hoisted through the air and back on the deck in

less than two minutes. Murphy was climbing off the Zodiac when

Franklin Lincoln walked over.

"| played with your toy," he said. ™Y ou can put another ship sticker

on the console”



Murphy smiled. "Good shooting, Tex."

"Everyone okay?" Lincoln asked.

"All but Jones," Murphy said, pointing. "We need to carry himto

sick bay.”

Lincoln walked across the deck to the second Zodiac and stared

indde. "Jones," he sad, smiling, "you look pitiful.”

"Don't makemelaugh,” Jonessaid. "My ribsarekilling me."

"Y ou do what you set out to do?" Lincoln asked.

"Always," Jones said, pointing to the case containing the Golden

Buddha. "Now get me below to the sick bay and fill me up with painkillers.

"Upyou go,” Lincoln said as he reached into the inflatable and
carefully lifted Jones from the floor as easly as plucking a puppy from

alitter.



THREE MINUTES TO fire," avoice sad over the intercom on

board the Santa Fe.

Down in the launch bay, the pair of modified Tomahawk cruise
missileswith the experimenta FRITZY dectronic destruction modules
sat ready to launch. The FRITZY system used aburst of eectronic

waves to scramble the circuitry of any powered eectronics. Captain Farragut was waiting anxioudy for
the launch. The anxiety did not sem

from being worried about his crew's actions--they were highly trained
and would perform the task flawlesdly. It was caused by the unknown.
Farragut was curiousif FRITZY wasal it was cracked up to be--and

if he could soon claim the crown asthe first commander to useitin
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battle. That fact might help a promotion time; at the very least it would

be worth afew free drinks once the Santa Fe made port again.

"Doors open, sir," the chief of boat said, "and dl isin order.”



give
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Only when dl the lights on the Oregon went dark in thefog did he

it asecond thought.

E SEE YOU," Hanley said to Adams, "but you need to land

WE SEE now.'

Adams was making his gpproach behind the stern of the Oregon and lining up for his descent onto the
landing pad.

"Two minutes or 0," Adams said.



"Inaminutethirty,” Hanley said, staring a atimer, "your eectronics

will ceaseto function.”

"Clear thedecks,” Adamssaid loudly. "I'll climb, then shut the

engine off and initiate auto-rotation.”

"Fire-foam the decks," Hanley said over the intercom. "We shut

down al the eectrica power in one minute.”

Many people think that once a helicopter loses power it plunges

frpm the ky. Actudly, if power to the rotor islogt, the pilot can use

the wind from his descent to spin the blades. The procedure, auto-rotation,
istricky, but the maneuver has saved more than afew lives

over theyears. Usudly the pilot has areasonably largefield or clearing

to land on. Doing aforced auto-rotation onto a pad just dightly bigger
than the helicopter hersdlf takes nerves of stedl and fortitude. Adams

used hisminute to gain dtitude. Then helined up behind the landing

pad. When hiswatch said it wastime, he flicked off the governor and
rolled back the throttle. The R-44's freewhedling unit engaged and the

drive shaft to the main and tail rotor disconnected.

Adams reached up and turned off the key.

Suddenly, without the noise from the engine, it was strangely quiet,

the only sounds the whooshing of the wind racing past the fuselage and



the sound from Adamss ips as he whistled Bobby Damn's"Mack the
Knife" The R-44 was making a steeper descent than normal, but Adams

was in complete control.

ONE AWAY," THE chief of boat said quietly. "Now two."

The cruise missles|eft the launch tubes and stresked skyward,

then turned and dived down to wave level. Programmed to the

target by a sophisticated computer, the missilesraced toward the Chinese
corvette and the frigate at 450 kilometers an hour. Once the cruise
missiles were close to the two ships, they sent out a concentrated burst

of eectronic friction Smilar to that emitted after an atomic bomb blast.
The dectronic circuits throughout both ships shorted as cleanly as

If aswitch had been thrown. The engines ceased to function and the
electronicsin the whee house and bel ow went black. Both ships dowed

inthewater just asaburst of wind and rain raked across the sea.

"be-HA!" ADAMS SHOUTED asthe wind hit the R-44.

Hewas eighty feet back of the stern and twenty feet in the



ar when heinitiated hisflare. Pulling up on the cydlic, he pitched the
nose up using the drag on the powerlessrotor to bleed off forward
speed. He was four feet above the pad when the forward speed ceased
and the Robinson dropped down on the deck with athud. The foam
reached hafway up the fuselage as Adams pulled on the rotor brake to
stop the blades from spinning. Then he unlocked and pushed the door

open. Next, he began to unsnap his harness.

Richard Truitt waded through the dissolving foam to the door as

soon as the rotor stopped.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Shaken but not stirred." Adams amiled. "What's new?"
At just that ingtant the Oregon started moving again.

Truitt shrugged. "We're heading out.”
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"Open seas," Adams said, climbing from the cockpit, "here we

come.”

"Fill out arepair order,” Truitt said, "then meet mein the cafeteria

We need to do alittle planning.”

The two men reached the edge of the foam just as a deckhand began

to hose the foam over the sde with astream of seawater. They brushed

flecks off their pants as they made their way to the door leading insde.

"Do | need to bring anything specia ?* Adams asked.

"High-dtitude performance charts," Truitt answered.



THE OREGON STEAMED south just inside the edge of the storm.
Thetimewas 6 am. and the cafeteria aboard smelled of bacon,
sausage, eggs and cinnamon rolls. Cabrillo was Stting a atable talking
with Julia Huxley as Hanley walked toward them with a cup of steaming

coffeein his hand. He smiled and nodded.

"Now that," he said to Cabrillo, "was exciting.”

"Never adull moment around here," Cabrillo agreed.

"How are Reinholt and Jones?' Hanley asked Huxley.

"Minor injuries,”" Huxley reported. " Jonesy has a couple of cracked

ribs-I gave him pain medication and he's deeping in sick bay. Reinholt

clamshe's better, but | have him resting in his cabin just to be sure.”

"Did you check on repairsto the R-447" Cabrillo asked.

"Yes, Mr. Chairman,” Hanley said as an attendant walked over and

st aplate containing acinnamon roll in front of him. "A buckle that
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controls movement to the rotor head was bent. They arereplacing it

now and estimateit will be ready to fly in acouple of hours.

"Good," Cabrillo said. "Once the Oregon steams closer to the mainland,

I'll need Adamsto drop me off at the airport.”

"Jugt like we planned,” Hanley agreed.

"Now all we need to do isfind the secret compartment inside the

Golden Buddha," Cabrillo said, "and seeif its contents are ill intact."



SUNG RHEE CAUGHT sght through the window of the four men
approaching hisoffice. They did not look happy, and the aide did

not bother to knock before swinging the door open. Rhee rose from his ; desk asthe aide stood aside
and dlowed the admira to enter.

"We managed to get air bags under the hydrofoil to keep her afl oat
until asalvage ship can tow her back," the admird said without preamble,
"but my men tel merepairswill require closeto sx months.”

"Sir--" Rhee started to say.

"Enough,” the admira thundered. "I have one ship out of commission
and our only frigate and fast-attack corvette disabled and dead in

thewater. Y ou set me up--and you will pay."

"Sir," Rheesaid quickly, "wehad noidea. . . the ship to dl ap- «| pearances was merely a decrepit
cargo vessd."

"The ship was far from thet," the admird said loudly. " She shot
the side out from under the hydrofoil asif it wasaroutine exercise. We

till don't know what happened to the other two ships.”

Just outside the door, the admird's aide was whispering into asatellite
telephone. He poked his head into Rhee's office.

"Admird," hesad quigtly, "Beijing'son theline”



HUCK "TINY" GUNDERSON smiled at Rhonda Rossdlli and held

out one of the bearer bonds. "So," he said, "here'sthe deal.

GOLDEN BUDDHA

Tracy, Judy and | need to make an unscheduled midair exit. Once'

are safely out, you can untiethe pilots.”

"Y ou're abandoning me?' Rosselli asked pointedly. "All that ta

about mejoining your team wasalie?'

Gunderson pulled athick cigar from hisflight-suit pocket and i

it under hisnose. Then he bit off the end and lit it with asolid gol
lighter. He puffed the stogieto life. "I never lieto apretty girl,” he said
gmiling, "and I'm dwaysright."

"Then what's the ded 7'



Gunderson dipped the bearer bond into a plastic envelope and
seded it ingde with the others. "The bond | showed you will be mailed
to your home address once | reach land. That's your payment for ajob

wd | executed.”

"What do | say when weland?' Rossdlli asked.
"I'd tdll them everything,” Gunderson said, "except about the bond.

That should remain our little secret.”

"Judt tell them?' Rossdlli said increduloudly.

"Why not?" Gunderson said. "'l was careful not to relay any information
that can incriminate my group. My team will make sure that

the United States embassy is notified in whatever country the plane
lands. Just spill your guts and they'll et you go in afew days. Once
you get back to California, someone that works with me will make

contact in duetime.”

"So | won't see you again?' she asked.

"Y ou never know," Gunderson said asred-haired Tracy Filston

waked over.



"QOur rideisonly afew miles ahead,” Filston noted, "and we're

both ready to fly the coop.”

"Did you take her down?" Gunderson asked.

Pilston nodded. "Wereto receive asigna, so we can timethe

jump.”

Gunderson removed two parachutes from a storage compartment

where a Corporation team member had hidden them when the 737 was
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in her hangar in Cdifornia. He helped strap one on Pilston's back, then
strapped on the other. Removing a sack containing goggles, he handed

oneover to Pilston.

"Well dert Judy," hesaid quietly, "and exit from therear.”
"Go forward,” Gunderson said to Rossdlli. "Tdl Judy it'stime, then f

stay in the cockpit.”

"Won't everything be sucked out the rear?' Rossdlli asked.

"We're not pressurized,” Gunderson said, "so it won't be that bad-- | wouldn't try walking around,
however. Just stay in the cockpit, and

after the egg timer goes off, raise the rear door and untie the pilots."

"Okay," Rossdli said as she went forward, opened the cockpit door
and reported the news to Michaels.

"Undergtood,” Judy Michaglssaid.

Then she checked the speed once more, made sure the autopilot was
operating, then pushed the lever to lower the rear door. The door began

to lower dowly and the darms on the dashboard began to beep. Twigting



achegp plagtic egg timer, Michaels did past Rossli.

"Keep the door closed, and when that timer chimes, you know what

todo."

Rossli nodded.

"Nice meeting you," Michadls said as she dipped out the door.

Racing down the aide, Michaels stopped for Gunderson to check

her parachute. The farther the rear door lowered, the more wind raced
through the fusalage of the 737. Magazines rustled, and any loose items
ingdefluttered in the wind. Gunderson watched asasilk kimono filled
like asail and shot out the rear. Then the trio made their way to the

rear, where the steps were now pointing straight below thetail of the

737.

"What do you think they'll do to Rhonda?' Filston asked.

"Not much they can do,” Gunderson said as he adjusted his goggles

and helped Michaelsinto position to jump.

"| think she's sweet on you," Pilston said as she moved into place

next to Michadls.



"There's something about,” Gunderson said, "an Aqua-Vevaman.”

At that ingtant, the Ssgna was received from the satdllite to his dphanumeric
pager. The pager began to vibrate. Gunderson took one

lady under each arm. Then he ran off the end of the ramp and, once he

was clear, pushed them away.

PLODDING THROUGH THE South China Sea, the helmsman on the Kalia Challenger noticed the sky
wasfindly dearing. He noticed

it because the sky overhead was suddenly filled with apair of Chinese
antisubmarine aircraft aswell asasingle long-range heavy-lift helicopter.
The KdiaChalenger had origindly been built in 1962 for the

United States Line as one of an eleven-ship class of express cargo cruisers.
Later sold to a Greek shipping concern, she plied the season a

regular schedule from Asiato thewest coast of the United States.

At just over five hundred feet with a seventy-foot beam, the vessel
featured derricks on the upper deck for loading and unloading of cargo.
Her lower hull was arusty red with ablack band adong the gunwales.
She was awork ship who had served along and useful life, and the
wear and tear showed. Still functional, though dated, she was possessed

of onemgor flaw.



>From adistance, to an untrained eye, she resembled the Oregon.

Shewasfar out in internationa waters when the antisubmarine aircraft
dropped the first depth charge. It landed a hundred yards ahead
of the bow and exploded with a cascade of water that reached eighty

feetintotheair.

"Heaveto!" the captain shouted.

The dert reached the engine room, and the Kadia Challenger dowed,

then stopped in the water.

It would be nearly an hour before a Chinese boarding party climbed

across her decks.

Theillega stop was never explained.
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DELBERT CHIGLACK STARED up at the ky in amazement. He had
seen some incredible thingsin the fourteen years he had worked

on offshore ail rigs: strange sea creatures that defied explanation, unidentified
flying objects, weird weather phenomena. But in al theyears|

he had drilled offshore, he had yet to see atrio of parachutists come

from nowhere and attempt to land on hisrig. Gunderson, Michaglsand
Pilston had legpt from the 737 at an dtitude of fifteen thousand fest,

just above acloud layer that hid the airplane from view. Sucking on

oxygen bottles as they made their descent, they had floated around near

the target before directing their parachutes in arcing corkscrews until

they lined up above the helicopter pad on the offshorerig.

Therig wastwenty miles off the coast of Vietnam, eight hundred
milesfrom Macau, and owned by Zapata Petroleum of Houston, Texas.
George Herbert Walker Bush owned the company--and someone from

Virginiahad asked him for afavor.

Tracy Pilston landed nearly dead center on the X in the center of

the pad, Judy Michaels only six feet away. It was Chuck Gunderson |
who had the worst landing. He dit on the side of the elevated pad. The
breeze tugged at his parachute before he could cut it away, and had Del

Chiglack not grabbed him, he might have gone over thesde.



Once his chute was free and Chiglack had yanked him back from

the edge, Gunderson smiled and spoke.

"My friends cdled," hesad. "I believe we have areservation for

three"

Chiglack spit some snuff juice into the wind. "Welcome aboard,”

hesad. "Your ridewill be here soon."
"Thanks," Gunderson said.

"Now," Chiglack said, "if you and theladieswill comeinsde, I'll

buy you acup of coffee.”
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BACK IN THE control room, Hanley turned to Cabrillo. "We just
received word from Tiny," he said. "They arrived safe and sound

with the bonds. They're awaiting aride home."

Cabrillo nodded.

"Youlook beat," Hanley said. "Why don't you catch afew hours

deep and let me hold down thefort.”

Cabrillo wastoo tired to argue. He rose and started for the door.

"Wake meif you need me."

"Dont | dways?' Hanley sad.

Once Cabrillo was waking down the hal to his stateroom, Hanley

turned to Stone. "Truitt will be herein afew minutesto relieve you.

Takefour hours and get some deep.”

"Yes, dr," Stonesaid.

Then Hanley accessed the computer next to his seat and began to

read the plan again.

LANGSTON OVERHOLT SLEPT al theway to Paris. The Challenger

jet hewasriding insde was registered to acompany named Strontium



Holding PLC, which was dlegedly based in Basdl, Switzerland. In

redlity, the jet'stires had never touched Swiss soil.

The Challenger CL-604 had been purchased from abroker in London
using CIA funds and ouitfitted with advanced dectronics at ashop

in Alexandria, Virginia, near Boiling Air Force Base. The large
Canadian-made business jet seated ten people, had a cruise speed of 487

miles per hour and arange of 4,628 miles.

The distance from Virginiato Pariswas just over 3,800 miles, where
thejet was refueled and provisions were loaded aboard. The second leg
of thetrip, Paristo New Delhi, would cover 4,089 miles. Thefirst leg

of thejourney required eight hours to complete; the second leg was
made with afavorable tailwind and took just over seven hours. Within
an hour of receiving word from Cabillo & 6 am. Macau time that the

Corporation wasin possession of the Golden Buddha, Overholt had left
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U.S. soil. Virginiatime had been 6 p.m. Good Friday. By thetimethe

Challenger touched down, the time changes and flight time made it

9 am. Saturday.

Thetrip by turboprop to Little Lhasain northern Indiatook just

over two more hours, S0 it was dmost exactly noon on Saturday when
Overholt findly met with the Ddla Lamaagain. Therevered leader of
Tibet had madeit clear that if there wasto be a coup d'etat, it needed

to take place on Easter Sunday, March 31, exactly forty-six years after

hisbeing forced into exile.

That gave Overholt and the Corporation twenty-four hoursto make

amiracle happen.

CARL GANNON HAD been earning his keep the last severd days.
After procuring the truck in Thimbu, Bhutan, and plotting aroute
into Tibet, he had received ashopping list of tasks from the control

room on the Oregon. Asthe Corporation's head scrounger, Gannon was



used to accomplishing the impossible. To obtain what was required,

Gannon would have to use the vast network of contacts he had carefully

nurtured over the years.

The funding would come from the Corporation's bank on theidand

of Vanuatu in the South Pacific Ocean, and the Oregon had made it

clear that time, not cost, was the object. Gannon loved it when he received
directiveslike this. Using alaptop computer linked to acell

phone, he began typing in astack of telephone numbers, codes and

passwords from memory at seventy words aminute.

Eighty Stinger missileswere bought from afriendly Middle Eastern

nation, with ddlivery arranged to Bhutan using a South African com-I pany that had never falled to
comply. Eight Bell 212 helicopterswith |

extrafuel podsfrom an Indonesian company that speciaized in offshore
oil work arrived to ddliver theload of misslesand smdl arms. Eighteen
mercenary pilots from throughout the Far East were recruited, Sixteen

to fly, two extrasin case someone got sick. Fuel pods, food for dl the
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participants, and a series of hangars manned by Philippine Specia

Forces guards were secretly arranged.

Gannon's last item was the strangest. The Oregon wanted to know

if he could procure alarge but dow-moving planein Vietnam. That,

and awinch with ahundred feet of thin but strong sted cable that could

be mounted on the floor of the plane. It took Gannon a couple of telephone
cdls, but he found a 1985 Russan-built Antonov AN-2 Colt

owned by a L aotian company that had alogging contract with the Vietnamese
government. The big biplane, with awingspan of fifty-eight feet,

acruise speed of only 120 miles an hour and astall speed of 58, could

best be described as aflying pickup truck. The large interior was mainly

cargo space and she could carry nearly five thousand pounds of payload.

Thewinch he bought new from adedler in Ho Chi Minh City ona

company credit card.

After finishing the arrangements for the plane and winch, Gannon

durped the last drop from a bottle of Coca-Colaand dialed the Oregon on the satellite telephone. He
waited as the number beeped and popped

while the sgnd was scrambled.

"Go ahead, Carl," Hanley said aminute | ater.

"I've got the plane, Max," he said, "but you didn't ask for apilot.”



"Oneof our guyswill beflying," Hanley said.

"It'saRussan Antonov," Gannon noted. "'l doubt we have someone

typed in thismode."

"WEéIl download some manuds off the Internet,” Hanley said.

"That's about all we can do."

"Shel'sfueled and waiting at the airport in old Saigon,” Gannon

sad. "The mechanic should be finished bolting thewinch in placein

the next hour. I'm faxing apicture.”

"WEIl be seeing you soon," Hanley said. "Everything okay in the

meantime?"

"Smooth as a baby's bottom,” Gannon said easlly.
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ON THE ZAPATA Petroleum rig off Vietnam, Delbert Chiglack
took the sheet that had just printed out of the fax machine, then
called once more to the incoming helicopter. When finished, he returned

to the lunchroom on the rig and handed the sheet to Gunderson.

"Thisjust camefor you."

"Thanks," Gunderson said quickly, staring at the picture of the biplane

the Oregon had sent, then folding it and placing it in hisflight-suit

pocket.

Just then, asiren on the rig sounded twice.

"Your rideshere,” Chiglack said.



Walking thetrio out to just below the helicopter pad, Chiglack

waited until the helicopter touched down, then shouted over the noise.

"Up the ladder, heads down, the door should be open,” he said.

"Thanksfor the hospitdity,” Michagls shouted.

"Watch your hair, ladies," Chiglack called asthey started up the

darrs.

Four minutes later the helicopter was airborne again, heading back
toward land. Chiglack shook his head as the helicopter retrested in the
distance. Then he walked back to his office to report his guests had left

therig.

like the remains of abombed-out tank from the war some thirty years

before,

Pilston tapped on Gunderson's arm as the helicopter approached the
arport and located the Antonov from the air. Slowing his speed, the

pilot neared the large biplane, then hovered in the air above the tarmac.
After touching down smoothly somefifty feet away, the copilot unbuckled

his belt, then dipped back and unlatched the door to the Bell.

"Later, dligators,”" he shouted.



Gunderson, Pilston and Michaels bowed their heads and sprinted

away from the hdlicopter.

Oncethey were clear, the pilot throttled up, pulled up on the collective

and moved the cyclic so the Bell rosein theair and made a

sweeping turn. The helicopter disgppeared into the haze asit flew off

to the south.

Thetrio wasten feet from the biplane when Michagl's spoke.

"What are we going to do with this beast?" she asked.

"Theplanis," Gunderson said as he approached the open door and

dared insde, "to fly out to the Oregon.”

"What on earth for?' Pilston asked.

"QOur chairman has amesting to attend.”

GUNDERSON HANDED THE photo of the biplane to the copilot.
"She's on the north side of the airport,” he said as the copilot
clipped the photo to a strap around his knee. "If you can land nearby,

we'd sure appreciateit.”



The copilot replaced his headset over his ears, then relayed the information

to the pilot, who made an okay sign with hisfingers. The

copilot smiled at Gunderson, nodded yes, then motioned for him to Sit

back in his seat.

Twenty minutes later, the coast of southern Vietnam cameinto view.

Asthey passed over shalow water, he caught sight of awrecked ship

below the surface of the water. In the bushes nearby was what looked
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INSIDE THE OREGON'S Magic Shop, Kevin Nixon was loosening the
top off along wooden crate with apry bar. The crate was stamped

U.S. Air Force, Specia Operations. The second lineread: (1) ea. Fulton
Aerid Recovery System, checked 02-11-90, and then the initials of the
airman who had rendered the verdict that the system was operationd.

Setting the top aside, Nixon peered insde. Then he began to remove

the contents.

Firgt was a harness made out of nylon webbing similar to that on a

parachute. On the front of the harnesswas a swivel hook. Next was a

length of high-tenson sirength line. Last, adeflated baloon and the

fittings to hook the system together. Nixon checked each piece carefully

as he removed them from the box. Everything looked fine.

Just then, the door to the Magic Shop opened.

"How'sit look?' Hanley inquired.

"Good," Nixon answered.

Hanley pointed to a strange forged-metal three-pronged hook on

the ground. "What's that?"



Nixon nodded at the bottom of the crate€'slid, where a set of directions

had been stenciled on the surface. "That's the hook that grabsthe

line at the end of the balloon."

"Doesn't it have to be aboard the pickup plane?’

"Idedly," Nixon admitted.

"So?" Hanley asked.

Nixon pointed across the room. "Good thing we have rules around

here," he said.

"Always have abackup,” Hanley said, smiling, reading the Sign.

"But of course," Nixon sad.

"I'll notify the plane," Hanley said. "We have afew hoursyet."

"Mr. Hanley," Nixon said, "you just tell mewhen."



THE SINGLE ENGINE on the Antonov Colt droned with a monotonous
sound as Gunderson, Michagls and Pilston headed out into
the South China Sea. The skieswere clear, thewall of the south-moving

storm till hundreds of miles ahead. Gunderson just hoped that the Oregon, which was cruising at full
Speed, madeit out of theleading

edge of the storm before he reached the ship. He was agresat pilot, but
even in clear skieswhat they were about to attempt was akin to trying

to hit abull's-eye on adartboard at ten paces while blindfolded.

Gunderson had the windows in the cockpit and the cargo area

cracked open to vent the gasoline fumes as they cruised along. The Antonov
normaly carried 312 gallons of fud, but sncethis plane was

used for remote logging operations, two more tanks of 300 galons each

had been fitted along the center of the cargo bay. That was agood thing.
Without the additiond fuel capacity, there was no way they could make

it out to the Oregon and back to Vietnam, a distance far beyond that

of ahelicopter. The problem was, the insde of the plane smelled like
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an Exxon gtation after abig spill. Gunderson stared at his portable GPS

recaiver.

"How'sit look, Tiny?" Michaels asked.

"So far so good," Gunderson answered, "but this unit burns

through batterieslike akid with avideo game. Did they by chance load

any spare batteries on board?”

Pilston, who was crouched between the pilot's and copilot's sedt,

rooted around in apair of paper bags but came up empty. "Sorry,

Chuck," shesad, "no luck."

"What did we get?' he asked.

Rilston did aquick inventory. "Some MRES, two thermoses of what



| assumeis coffee, some Hershey bars and M&M's, bottled water, maps,

and some mouthwash."

"What about towels and soap?’

Pilston dug around in the bottom of one of the bags. "Y ep.”
"Gannon's pretty good about that,” Gunderson said, yawning.
Michaels stared at the speed indicator. "We have five more hours
until we reach the Oregon,” shesaid. "Tracy and | got some deep last
night. Why don't you clean up alittle and try to get somerest. Well

wake you when we get close”

"Think you can fill the copilot'sduties?' he asked Pilston.
"| received my private pilot's certificate last year," Pilston told him.

"l don't have many hours, but | think I'm quaified to watch the needles

quiver."

Gunderson nodded wearily. "Off the controls," he said.

As soon as he was sure Michagls had the plane, he stood up, did

out of hisseat, and did past Pilston, who quickly climbed into the pilot's

gtation. The Antonov could be flown from ether the left or right set,

so there was no reason for Michael s to move across the cockpit. Once



Pilston was situated, she turned around to Gunderson.

"Theresacot that folds out of thewadll," she said, "and atoilet
that basically dumps out the side of the plane. Y ou want anythingto ;

edt firg?'

"No, ladies," Gunderson said. "Just wake meif you need me."
Then he walked back to the cot, removed his shirt and crumpled it
up asapillow, stretched out and was adegp within minutes. The Antonov

droned north for the rendezvous.

OVER THE YEARS of its existence the Corporation had invested in
avariety of legitimate businesses. The company was either owner

or part owner of mining concerns, a coconut plantation, aspecidty
firearms manufacturer, hotels, resorts, amachine tool company, even a
charter jet service with divisonsin North America, South America, Europe
and Asa

None of the employees of these concerns had any idea of the source

of the parent company's funding and true purpose. They only knew they



were highly paid and treated well and never subject to cutbacks or layoffs.
For the most part, the actual operations end of the Corporation--

the specidized army and intelligence apparatus that formed the nucleus

of the growing fortune--left these companies alone to operate on their

own. Sometimes, however, they camein handy.

Right now wasjust such atime.

Max Hanley returned to the Oregon's control room and did into

hischair.

"Pull up the flight operations center of Pegasus Air," he asked Stone.

Stone punched commands into the computer, and afew seconds

later aworldwide map filled one of the large monitors. "What's the

fastest way to fly the chairman to his meeting?'

Stone punched in commands and the route filled the screen. "It'sa

long flight," he said, "and | assume you warnt it nonstop?"

"Absolutdy,” Hanley said.

"That pretty much ensuresthat we'll need to use the G550, then.”



"Where are they now?' Hanley asked.

Stone punched in commands and flight records overlaid the map.

"The Asan G550 isin routeto Hawaii, so that's out,” Stone noted.
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"Paris on one--no, hold on--the South American G550 just landed in



Dubal. She'sdueto leave again tomorrow."

"How long for her to reach DaNang?'

"It'sthirty-sx hundred miles, so roughly sx and ahaf hours"

Hanley took apad of paper and a pencil and began writing numbers.

"It betight," he said finaly. "Were bucking time zones, refueling and

getting fast clearancesto land, but it's doable.”

"Want me to book the jet?" Stone asked.

Hanley handed him asheet of paper. "Thisistheflight plan.”

"What e s£?'

"Make sure our man in the Viethamese air forceis greased so we

don't have any problems getting in and out of DaNang for aquick

refud,” Hanley said.

"Whet 7'

"Set up asecure link to Karamozov," Hanley said. "1 need to confirm.”



"Anything else?' Stone said as he made notes on a pad.

"When dl that'sdone," Hanley said, "call Truitt to relieve you and

go get somedeep.”

"What about you, sir?" Stone asked.

"I'll catnap here," Hanley said, "right where liketo be."

THE DALAI LAMA was praying in front of astatue of Buddhawhen
Overholt waked into the room. He stood quietly until he rose.

"| sensed you come into the room,” the Dalai Lama said, "and you

seem happy.”

Overholt asked, "Are you ready to return?”
"Yes" theDda Lamasad, "very much s0."
"Good," Overholt said, "it will betomorrow.”
"Did your people recover the Golden Buddha?”
"They did," Overholt said, nodding.

"And have they found the compartment yet?"

"They're dill working oniit, Your Holiness."



The Dda Lamanodded and smiled. "They'll figureit out. And then
they'll know what to do with what they find." He paused. "Hard to
believe" the Daa Lamasad, "that something my people have owned

al dong shdl be our savation.”

"We're not home free yet, Y our Holiness," Overholt said.

TheDda Lamasmiled and considered thisfor afew moments. "No,

Mr. Overholt, we're not--but we will be. Greed iswhat brought the

Chineseto my country. And greed again will set usfree.”

Overholt nodded silently.

"Lifeisacircle” the Daa Lamasad, "and someday you will see

that."

Overholt smiled asthe Dada Lama began to walk toward the door.

"Now," hesad kindly, "let my people feed you. Y ou must be hungry

from your long journey.”

The two men walked out of the room toward a destiny determined

by an obscure ship manned by mercenaries.



AT 11 A.M. locd time, the Oregon exited the fog bank. In front of

the advancing storm, the weather was perfect, acam before the

storm. The sky was azure blue and the seas were asflat and reflective
asamirror. In the hours since leaving Macau, the Oregon had made

good time. The ship was off Hainan Idand in international waters. At

the current rate of speed, the vessdl would pass a ong Singapore tomorrow
a noon locd time. After turning and traveling through the Strait

of Malaccaand heading north, shewas dueto arrive high in the Bay of

Bengd off Bangladesh sometime around 2 p.m. Sunday .

By then, if dl went according to plan, the Daa Lamawould bein
power again, and the Corporation would make its exit with no one ever

thewiser.

Juan Cabrillo woke in hisrstateroom, then showered and dressed.

Leaving his suite, he walked dong the gangways toward the control
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room, then stopped and opened the door. Max Hanley was adegp in
his chair, but he sat upright as soon as Cabrillo entered. Hanley rose
and walked over to the coffegpot and poured two cups.

Handing oneto Cabrillo, he asked, "Fed better?’

"Amazing what alittle rest will do," Cabrillo said, taking the cup.

"Richard?' Hanley asked.

Truitt turned from the screen he was studying. "I'm okay," he said.
"What'sthe score?' Cabrillo asked without further preamble.

Hanley waked back to his chair and motioned for Cabrillo to Sit.
Then he pointed a a screen that showed ared line from Ho Chi Minh
City directly toward the Oregon. "That lineis Gunderson and histeam.
They will be arriving in aout ahdf hour to pick you up."

"They aboard the amphibian?"

"Nope," Hanley said. "It was il too far south to get hereintime.”



" So we secured another seaplane?’ Cabrillo asked.

"Gannon pulled out dl the stops," Hanley told him, "but there were

noneavalable"

Cabrillo Spped his coffee while Truitt swiveled his head and stared

back at him.

"Y ou're yanking me off?" Cabrillo said.

"Sorry, Mr. Chairman,” Hanley said. "It wasthe only way you
could make your flight out of Vietnam ontime."
"And the Buddha?'

"Hell gofirgt," Hanley rioted.

"Why," Cabrillo said, "do | dways end up in these Stuations?’
"Themoney?' Truitt said, smiling.

"Or thethrill of victory?' said Hanley.

ON BOARD THE Antonov, Gunderson was brushing his teeth and



washing hisface. Spitting out the window, he rubbed the washcloth
across the stubble on his cheeks. Once he had finished, he walked

forward and motioned to Pilston. "Why don't you let me take over.”
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Pilston did out of the pilot's seat and Gunderson climbed aboard

"How'd our rookie do?' he asked Michadls.

"She's not abad pilot,” Michagls noted. "1 had her do most of the

flying while napped.”

Gunderson smiled and turned back to stare at Pilston. "Be sure and
log the hours" hetold her. "When you have two hundred you can apply
for acommercid license. Our last operative who certified got a five-thousand-dollar

bonus from Cabrillo."

"Thisold beast isasmooth flying plane" Filston said. "Sow asa



dug but as stable asatable.”

"How far out are we?' Gunderson asked Michadls.

Michaels stared at the GPS and examined her marksin the charts,
then did acouple of caculationsin the flight computer. " Twenty-four

minutes, give or take."

"Have you maintained radio silence?’

"Aswe planned,” Michaelsreplied.

Gunderson adjusted the mixture to the engine and watched the
gauges afew seconds. Satisfied dl was okay, he spoke again. "Tracy,

can you pour me acup of coffee? It'stimeto cal the mother ship.”

Pilston unscrewed the cup off the thermos, put a piece of folded

duct tape on the bottom, then poured a cup and handed it to Gunderson.
He sipped the hot liquid, then set the cup down on aflat surface,
whereit stuck. Then he reached for the radio, adjusted the frequency,

and spoke.



"Tiny caling the chairman of the board, you out there?’

A few seconds passed before an answer came. "Thisis control, go

ahead."

"Theladiesand|," Tiny said, "will betherein afew minutesto

hook you on board."

"We have you on the scope,” Cabrillo said. ™Y ou should be seeing

usshortly."

"What'sthe drill?' Gunderson asked.
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"Youll havetwo yanks" Cabrillo said. "Thefirst isthe object--

remember it's heavy."

"We have acargo didewith abelt, but the door to thisold bird is
onthesde" Gunderson said. "My plan wasto winch whatever we
were taking aboard close, then do some fancy flying to get theload

aboard."

Back on the Oregon, Cabrillo shook his head in amazement. "Don't
try that on the second load.”
"Why'sthat, boss?'

"Because the second load isme."

Michaels was staring out the window. A speck that was the Oregon came into view.

"l haveavisud," shesad.



"Wehaveyou insght,” Gunderson said, "and well takeit easy

bringing you aboard, Mr. Chairman, don't you worry."

"I'm going topside to strap up,” Cabrillo said. "Isthere anything

€lse you need?'

Gunderson looked at Pilston and Michadls, who shook their

heads no.

"Maybe just some ham-and-cheese sandwiches,” Gunderson said.

"I'll ssewhat | can do," Cabrillo said.

"We're descending now,” Gunderson said. "Seeyouin afew.”

CABRILLO OPENED THE door and walked into the Magic Shop.
Nixon had the Golden Buddha on asmall table and was waving
asmall eectronic radar device acrossthe belly. He stared at amonitor

and shook his head.



"There's a gpace there, boss," Nixon said to Cabrillo, "but I'll be

damned if | can figure out the access."

Cabrillo stood thinking for amoment, then turned to Nixon. "Hand

me ahest gun," he said.

Nixon waked over to the tool bench and removed a heat gun from
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apeg, attached an extension cord, then dragged it over to the Golden
Buddha. Cabrillo flicked the switch on and started to heat the Buddha's

bly.

"What are you thinking, boss?' Nixon asked over theroar of the heat gun.



"People dwayswant to rub Buddha's belly for good luck,” Cabrillo

sad. "Rub something enough and you make hest.”

Nixon reached over and touched the golden belly. It was becoming

warm, like human kin.

Cabrillo stared at the icon, then turned to Nixon. "Get me asingle-edge

razor blade" he said.

Nixon walked to the workbench, found abox of razor blades,
grabbed them, then walked back, peeling the paper off one of the blades.
"There" Cabrillo said. "Thereésacrack forming."

Nixon did the blade into the tiny gap.

"Slidein another," Cabrillo said, "and begin to wedge off the belly

plae.”

Minutes passed as the gap widened. Asit did, Cabrillo diverted the



heat under the plate, which heated the glue applied centuries before. At
last the crack was large enough that ahand could fit inside. Cabrillo
handed Nixon the heat gun, did hisfingersinsde the crack, then gently
pried back the plate while Nixon continued heating the yak's-hoof glue.
Sowly the plate peeled back. Then, dl at once, it came off in Cabrillo

'shand.

He stared through the opening into an inner compartment. Insde
lay ancient parchmentsrolled into atube and secured witn a decomposing
grip of rawhide. Cabrillo reached in and carefully removed the

bundle.

Nixon looked at Cabrillo and smiled. "What now, boss?"

"We copy them," Cabrillo said quietly, "and put them back."
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SUNG RHEE WAS in the center of amaglstrom of angry people. The
admira from the Chinese navy had caled Beijing to report the damage
to his ships, the two hillionaires had both returned with teams of
attorneys, and his assistant had just called to report that the mayor of
Macau was downgtairs and on hisway up.

And then histelephone rang.

"l told you," hetold hisreceptionist, "no interruptions.

"President Hu Jntao's officeis cdling.”

"Put him through," Rhee said, motioning with hishand to clear his

office. "Put him through.”

A few secondslater, avoice said, "President Jintao ison theline."

"Good morning, Mr. President,” Rhee said.

"Good morning, Mr. Rhee," Jntao said quietly. "1 understand you



had abit of trouble last night.”

Rhee began to sweat. "A ... aminor theft,” he sammered. "Nothing

we can't handle, Mr. Presdent.”

"Mr. Rhee. Weve received cdls this morning from the United States
embassy, the head of the Chinese navy, and the vice president of Greece
wanting to know why one of hisshipswasillegally stopped and boarded
on your orders. That does not sound like aminor theft to me.”

"There. . . has been sometrouble here," Rhee admitted.

The telephone was silent for afew seconds. "Mr. Rheg," Jintao said
coldly, "I want you to tell me everything that happened. Right now,

from the gart.”

Sowly, Rhee began spesking.

GUNDERSON STARTED A long lumbering turn around the Oregon. As he stared out the cockpit
window, he could seealarge baloon

do afagt inflate, then head up inthe air, towing aline.

On the stern deck of the Oregon, Kevin Nixon checked the straps



around the crate containing the Golden Buddha again. The three-pronged

hook was duct-taped to the crate and would be used to yank
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Cabrillo aboard if they were successful getting the icon aboard the An-tonov.
Hanley stood off to the Side, checking thefit on the harnessthat

wrapped around Cabrillo's chest and upper thighs. Satisfied it was properly
attached, he snapped asmaler bag containing the sandwichesto

one sde of the harness.

"The old Fulton Recovery System,” Cabrillo said. "Y ou'd think with

al our fundswed have found areplacement by now."

"It'sso rarewerethisfar offshore," Hanley said. "Past the point

our amphibian or ahdlicopter can reach us."

"Y ou ever ridden one of these?' Cabrillo asked.

"Never had the pleasure,” Hanley said, smiling.



"It fedslikeamule kicked you inthe ass," Cabrillo sad.
"That'sthe least of your worries, theway | seeit.”

"How do you figure?" Cabrillo asked.

"The only winch we could find was designed for light trucks," Hanley
noted. "I just hope they can red you in fast enough before you strike

therear gahilizer."

"Y ou makeit adl sound so appealing,” Cabrillo said wryly.

The sound of the Antonov was growing louder.

"Clear the decks," Nixon shouted, "for the first approach.”

GUNDERSON WAS NOTED for never becoming flustered. No matter
what the Stuation, he dways maintained his cool. Lowering

the flgps on the Antonov, he dowed the speed to just abovejtal, then
lined up less than a hundred feet above the deck.

"Anybody got any gum?' he asked.



Michadls quickly pecled thefail off apiece and jammeditinhis

mouith.

"Head back to help Tracy,” Gunderson said. "I'll hook the fatso on

thefirst pass, then I'll shout back before| roll her over.”

Insde the Oregon, the cameras on the deck relayed an image of the
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operation throughout the ship. Everyone watched as Gunderson steered

closer.



In the cargo compartment, Pilston and Michadls were watching out

the open door. The stedl cable stretched backward, but the hook on the
end was out of view. Gunderson was peering out the front window,

then the sde window, in arapid ballet of visual Olympics. At thetop

of the cable leading to the Fulton Aerid Recovery System, just below
the balloon, the cable spread into a Y shape. Gunderson chomped on

the gum as he steered the Antonov closer.

"It'sshow time," he shouted.

The hook dangling back from the plane did cleanly into the Y and
snagged the cable. A split second later the crate containing the Golden
Buddhawas yanked from the deck as cleanly asripping a bandage off
awound. Gunderson ingtantly felt the drag on the plane and shouted

for Pilston to engage the winch.

Shethrew the lever forward and the package started to reel aboard,

while at the same time Gunderson eased the biplane over on her side.

Hanley watched from the deck in amazemen.

"Tdl mewhen theload'swithin ten feet," Gunderson shouted.

A minute or so later, Michaels shouted, " Okay, Chuck."



Gunderson did aquick sideways dive to the ocean, now only some
eighty feet away, and the crate went temporarily weightlessfrom the

g forces. The cratefloated inthe air for a second.

"Roalling flat," Gunderson shouted.

Pilston and Michaels moved away from the door, and the cable
tightened and reeled the Golden Buddha aboard as easily as abook
diding into abookcase. The crate dammed againgt the far inner wall of
the fuselage and stopped. The crate was cracked, but not much. Pilston

turned the winch motor off.

Gunderson stared back, quite happy with the results. He reached

for theradio.

"Mr. Hanley," he said. "I scratched your box alittle, but the cargo

issafe and sound.”

Hanley pushed the button on his portable radio as Gunderson began

to climb and bank around. "Hédll of ajob, Tiny. Theresadifferent hook

attached to the box. Attach that to the cable before you pull the chairman

aboard."

"Roger that," Gunderson said.

Then he shouted back to Michad s to attach the other hook to the



end of theline. By the time Gunderson had passed over the top of the Oregon again and was starting his
turn to line up, the hook was attached

and Pilston started to redl out the cable once again. Gunderson
adjusted hisflight controls, they set the speed of the Antonov to right

a sall.

"Once | hook the boss man," Gunderson shouted, "you red himin
asfast as possible. When he's next to the door, reach out and pull him

indde.”

"Got it," Pilston shouted.

"Here | come, boss," Gunderson said into the radio, "ready or not."

Cabrillo had moved onto the rear deck and Nixon inflated the balloon.
It shot in the air when the Antonov was only a hundred yards of f

the bow.

"Clear the decks," Nixon shouted as he sprinted away.

Juan Cabrillo stood quietly. There was redlly no way to prepare for
what was about to happen. In afew seconds, he would be yanked from
the safety of the Oregon and into the air over the ocean. From the
known to the unknown in asplit second. So Cabrillo smply cleared his

mind and waited,



Gunderson chewed his gum, watched the line carefully, and then put
the three-pronged hook directly into the center of the'Y once again.

Bam! One second Cabrillo's feet were on the deck, the next second he was yanked into the air. He
moved his feet back and forth like he was

trying to run. Thewind crept past the goggles he was wearing and his
eyes began to weep as the Antonov grew larger. Cabrillo could see hands

reaching out of the door as herose, closer to safety. Hertilted his head
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back and looked. Every few seconds the cable was bumping against the

rear stabilizer and he prepared to push himself off as he grew closer.

"He'sgoing to hit thetail," Pilston shouted to Gunderson.

Cabrillo put hisfeet in the air to push againgt the stabilizer. Hewas
only afew feet away when Gunderson pulled back on the controls and
pitched the nose of the Antonov up. Cabrillo, hanging from the cable

like a pendulum, dropped afew feet and did past thetail. A few seconds



later he was next to the door; Michaels and Pilston grabbed hisarms

and pulled himingde.

Gunderson started the Antonov climbing, then glanced back into

the cargo area.

"Hey, boss," heyelled, "how wastheride?"

MICHAEL HALPERT FLICKED on the computer in the Oregon'slibrary. Working the party in
Macau had been exciting--the

element of danger involved in operations ensured that. Even so, Hal-pert's
forte was the arcane accounting and banking network he had

constructed for the Corporation's activities. In that, Halpert was amaster.
The twisted matrix of corporate law and structure was exciting to

him--he loved to hide the Corporation's assets like a penny under a
glacier, and shield its ownership in companies through complex structures

that would take teams of accountants yearsto unravel.

Today he would need to use dl hisskills.

Halpert was building what he liked to call askeleton. A skeleton

was a series of corporations forming the bones to support the skull that



held the nerve center of an operation. Each would need to be structured,
funded and interlinked until the actua source of ownership and control

was as cloudy as aL.ondon morning.
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He scanned a database of available existing companies.

First would come the skull itself--the eventual owner of the assets

that would soon be created. For that he chose a corporation based in
thetiny country of Andorra. The company, Cataluna Esteme, had been

founded in 1972 with the purpose of mining and trading of lead.

Andorra, dl 181 square miles of territory, is perched in the Pyrenees



Mountains, with Spain to the south and France to the north. The population
of Andorrais some sixty-five thousand people, and the primary

industry istourism, with an emphasis on snow skiing. The country had

been in existence since 1278 and was modern and progressive, plus

Halpert had never used it before.

Cataluna Estemeitself had been active in the lead business until

1998, when the aging owner had been felled by heart trouble while on
avigt to Paris. Over the next year or 0, the assets of the corporation
had been distributed to the owner's heirs, and the company itself had
gone dormant. Cataluna Esteme existed in the desk drawer of alawyer

in Andorras capita city of AndorralaVella

Hal pert scanned the history and found it ideal. The company had

perfect credit, apast history of large sums passing through the corporation
coffers, aswell asthe shield of privacy offered by Andorran law.

The remaining stock in the company was available for the equivaent of
$50,000. This sum would give them complete control of acorporation
that had existed for over thirty years, had acharter amilar to the intended
use, and was completely untraceable.

Halpert decided to buy Cataluna Esteme.

For the feet of the skeleton, he used two companies the Corporation
aready owned. Thefirst was Gizo Properties, based in the Solomon
Idandsin the South Pacific. The second was Paisen Industries, based in

San Marino, a country on the Adriatic coast completely surrounded by



Italy. Accessing the companies accounts over the computer, Halpert
deposited $874,000 in Gizo Properties and $418,000 in Paisen Industries.
Intheblink of an eye, Hal pert had moved $1.292 millioninto

dready existing accounts. The money would not remain there long.

Next, Gizo Properties and Paisen Industries, through a specia shareholders
resolution that Halpert drafted and passed, each agreed to buy

stock in two more companies. Thefirst was Alcato, based in Lisbon,

the second, Tellemedics of Asuncion, Paraguay. Both of these companies
were operating concerns--Alcato built specidized marine eectronics,
Telemedics made telemetry equipment used in hospital's throughout

South America. The Portuguese company had abook vaue of $3 million

U.S,; the Paraguayan, nearly $10 million.

Both had been secretly owned by the Corporation for nearly a decade.

Halpert pulled up the corporate records of both and found sufficient

cash reservesfor hisplan.

With the legs now in place, he looked for the torso.

He would need arecognizable and stable platform that would apped
to the Corporation's soon-to-be partners. For this he could only
use Centra Europe. Halpert needed a company based in a country with

rock-solid palitical stability, iron-clad currency and worldwide recognition



of financia wherewitha. He scanned his database and found he
had three companies to choose from--the first was based in Basel, Switzerland,
the second in Luxembourg; the third, which hefavored, in Vaduz,

Liechtengain.

Liechtengten it was.

Albertinian Investments S.A. was a currency-and-gol d-trading concern

that had proved widdly successful since the recent upward movein

precious metals prices. The company, secretly controlled by the Corporation,
owned abeautiful Six-gtory building in Vaduz, where it occupied

the top two stories, had a cash balance in accounts amounting

to over $18 million U.S,, and frequently invested in other companies

that showed promise.

Next, Alcato and Tellemedics passed corporate resolutions making

loans of $1.25 million each to Albertinian Investments. These were composed

of the moniestransferred from Gizo Properties and Paisen

Indugtries, plus some cash from the coffers of each. Albertinian Invest
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"Anything dls?

"If thereis" Hapert said, "I'll contact you when you reach An

ments agreed to pay each company 7 percent interest for the loans, as

well as an option to convert the loansto stock at aset price for the

next fiveyears. Thetrail of money was becoming cloudier by the minute.

There was now an extra$s million of washed and clean fundsin



Albertinian Investments.

Ha pert sipped from a glass of iced tea. Then he entered the commands

into the computer and Albertinian Investments offered to buy

Cataluna Esteme for the $50,000 asking price. The transaction would

take severd hoursfor the attorney in Andorrato complete.

Next, Halpert scanned a base of lawyers the Corporation had used

in the past in Spain. Finding onein Madrid, he dialed the telephone and

waited.

"Carlosthe Second, please," he said in Spanish when the receptionist

answered. "Mr. Hapert caling.”

Exactly forty-two seconds later, the lavyer came on theline.

"Sorry for the wait, Mr. Halpert,” the lawyer said. "What can | do

for you?'

"I need you to fly to Andorra, immediatdy,” Hdpert sad. "Weare



buying another company.”

"Standard protocol ?* the lawyer asked. "Open bank accounts, rent

officesand such?"

"That'stheidea," Hapert said, "and we need it done yesterday."

"I'll need to charter aplane, then,” the lawyer said. "I doubt there

arecommercid flightsavailable at thislate hour.”

"Wewill approve the costs," Halpert said.

"How big areyou looking, Sr?"

"Theinitid funding will beten million," Halpert said. "Fivewill be

adirect loan from one of our divisonsin Liechtenstein, the second five

will beintheform of aline of credit, avallableimmediatdy.”

"l understand, gir,” the lawyer said. "I'll leaveright away.”

"Onemorething," Halpert said. "Find usapublic rdationsfirmin



Andorra-l have afeding what we are planning will garner some press

interest.”

dorra."

"Very good,” the lawyer said as he hung up the telephone.

com-
Then

the lawyer sat back in his chair and smiled. He knew hisrather
excessive feeswould be paid in cash--which he would fail to report to
the tax authorities. Reaching for the telephone, he called aloca

pany to charter a prop-jet for the trip north.

LIKE BEING KICKED by amule," Cabrillo said over the noise of

the droning engine.

Pilston was closing the side door of the Antonov. Shewrestled it in
place and held it closed while Michadlslocked it down. Cabrillo placed
his hand on the Golden Buddhato stabilize himself, and then removed
the package of papers and the satchel of food. He placed them on the
floor, then unsnapped the harness and st it aside. He stared around the

cargo bay of the Antonov before walking forward to the cockpit.



"How's shefly, Tiny?" he asked as he did into the copilot's sedt.
"She'sas dow and steady asadiesd trawler,” Gunderson answered.

"Did you get any deep?’

"Yep," Gunderson said. "Tracy needed to rack up someflight time,

s0 she and Judy flew us here from Vietnam.”

Cabrillo nodded and turned his head back to the cargo area.

"How'd it gowith Mr. Silicon Valey?' heasked. X

"We madeit through," Michaglssad.

"l want to gpologize to both of you," Cabrillo said quietly. "If there

was any other way ..."

"Weknow, sir," Pilston said. "It was just ajob--and we treated it

assuch.”

"Stll ... ," Cabrillo said, "it was above and beyond what we should

ask of you. | gpproved aspecid bonusfor you both, and Hanley has
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scheduled you for amonth off with pay as soon aswefinish thismis

son.

"Thank you, Sr," Michagls said. "And this helped soften the blow

omewhat."

She held up the stack of bearer bonds.



"l trugt," Gunderson said, "you mean that figuratively and not literaly.”

THE U.S. AMBASSADOR to Russiasipped from asmall glass of
vodka, then smiled at President Putin. The men were seated in

front of aroaring fireinsde the presidentia officesin Moscow. Outside,
aspring sorm wasfinaly exhausting itself after dumping nearly afoot

of wet snow on the capital city. Soon thefirst flowerswould pop their
heads from the soil. Then it would dl turn green.

"How much are we talking about?' Putin asked.

"Billions," the ambassador said.

"And the structure?"

"Asyou know," the ambassador said, taking another sip, "thisis

not a United States government operation. For al intents and purposes, ‘i
you will be making the agreements with a separate company that we

subcontract with."

"But they work for you?" Putin asked.

"Not on paper,” the ambassador said, "but we have used them in

the pagt.”

"Give me some details," Putin said as herose to sioke the firewith

apoker. "I'd like to know with whom I'm getting into bed."



"They cdl themselvesthe Corporation,” the ambassador noted quietly.
"They handle things of a sengtive nature for us and other countries.
The company has specidized skills, huge amounts of funding and an
unparaleed reputation for integrity.”

"They can be trusted?" Putin asked.

"Y ou may consider their word their bond,” the ambassador confirmed.

"Who runsthis Corporation?' Putin asked.

"A man named Juan Cabrillo," the ambassador answered.

"And when do | meet this Juan Cabrillo?' Putin said, turning from

thefire, placing the poker back in the rack and diding into the armchair.

"Hewill bein Moscow late this evening,” the ambassador said.

"Good," Putin said. "'l welcome the chance to hear him out."

The ambassador finished the small glass of vodka and waved away

Putin's attempt to refill it. "Now," he said, "how much hasde areyou

getting from the Chinese?!



"Enough,” the Russan president admitted, "but not more than we

can handle”

"If you need to," the ambassador asked, "are you ready to go in?"'

Putin pointed to afolder of papers on thetable. "There isthe plan.

In less than twenty-four hours, we can crossthe Tarim Basinin a

lightning-fast raid and reach the border of Tibet."

"Let's hopeit doesn't cometo that," the ambassador said.

"If | haveto order that gpproach,” Putin said, "I want your president

on paper supporting that move. Thereis no other way."

"We don't think you'll need to do that," the ambassador said. "It

won't go that far."

"Just know," Putin said, "if we stand up--he doestoo."

"I'll let him know," the ambassador said.



THEY APPEARED OUT of nowhere," the head of Chinese state

Security said.

Chinese president Hu Jintao stared at the man with barely concealed

contempt.

"Five hundred Buddhist monksjust materiaized out of themistin
Peoplée's Park in downtown Beijing?' Jntao said. "That's some magic.”

The man sat mute. There was nothing to say.
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"And they are chanting and cdling for Tibetan freedom?

"Yes, gr," the man from state security said.

"When was the last time we were faced with a Tibetan protest?”

Jintap asked.

"In Bejing?' the man said. "It's been over a decade--and then it

wastiny and easly dispersed.”

"And thisone?'

"It'sgrowing by the minute,” the man admitted.

"I've got amassive Russian war exercise on the border with Mongolia,

Tibetan separatistsin downtown Beljing, and I'm not sure what's

going on in Macau province. Thisspring isnot coming up with fresh-amelling



flowers”

"Do you want me to order troops to disperse the protesters?’ the

head of state security asked.

"Absolutedly not," Jntao said. "Our world standing till has not
been repaired from Tiananmen Square, and that wasin 1989. We take
action againgt peaceful Buddhist monks, the repercussions will reverberate

for decades.”

“Then do nothing?"

"For now," Jintao said, "until we figure out whet is happening.”

WHERE ARE WE & on thisthing?' the president of the United

States asked.

"Off therecord, Sir?' the Director of Central Intelligence asked.

"I did not snesk you into the White House through the underground

tunnel sothat | could discussit tonight on Larry King, Director. Yes,

completely off therecord.”

"It's progressing perfectly,” the DCI noted. "And we are shielded



behind an armor of deniability that couldn't be penetrated with an

antitank round.”

"How soon before you need meto do my thing?' the president

asked.

"Tomorrow," the DCI said, "if al goes according to plan.”
"Then," the president said, rising, "you make sureit does.”
"Yes, Mr. Presdent,”" the DCI said asthe president walked through

the door and down the hdl to a state dinner that was already in progress.

THE OREGON WAS flying across the water. The schedule called for
the ship to stop in Ho Chi Minh City. Once there, the operatives

that would be needed in Tibet would be off-loaded and flown in aC-130
northwest to Bhutan. Then the Oregon would continue on, passing
Singapore. Traversing the Strait of Malacca, the vessdl would race north

into the Bay of Bengd, arriving off Bangladesh on Easter Day.

That was the closest to Tibet that the Oregon would ever be.



No onein the Corporation enjoyed it when the Oregon and her

battery of electronics and firepower were far from the operation. The ship wasthe lifdine to the crew,
their home away from home, their

anchor in the slormy sea of intrigue where they operated.

Ross and Kasim were doing their best to smooth the difficulty.

"I've tested the satellite uplink," Kaam said. "The Oregon will

have command-and-control capability. Everyone will be reachable either

by radio or secure telephone.”

Ross glanced up from her computer screen. "I'm programming the

drones. We have two. That'slessthan | would like, but they're just so

damn expensive.”

"Who will fly them?' Kasim asked.

"They will need to be operated from within three hundred miles,"

shenoted. "Thimbu or indde Tibet itsdf."

Kasm nodded.

She scanned a sheet of paper that listed crew qualifications. "Four

of usaretrained in the operation. Y ou, me, Lincoln and Jones."



"Lincoln would stand out in Tibet like a debutante at a. tractor
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pull," Kasm noted. "If he operatesthe drone, at least helll be hidden
ingdeatent. If | wereyou, I'd recommend to Hanley he get the job.”
Ross nodded her head in agreement. "He'sgood,” she said, "and

the drones are critical--they will be our only eyesin the ky. If Lincoln
can keep them over station above Lhasa Airport, the control room here

can watch the action unfolding.”

"What have the Chinese got in Tibet to shoot them down?' Kasim



asked.

Ross glanced at the sheet listing Chinese defenses that had been

recently smuggled out of Tibet by the underground freedom movemen.
"Some old antiaircraft guns and one ten-year-old missile defense battery.
Around Gonggar Airport near Lhasathere's not much,” she said. "Looks
like a couple of cargo planes, some helicopters, and rifles carried by the

troops.”

"I'd make anote to Hanley to target the antiaircraft gunsfor early

destruction,” Kasm said, "then have Lincoln fly only onedrone at a

time"

"That'swhat | wasthinking," Rosssaid. "If heflieshigh, he can

scan the entire city, plus keep the bird out of sght of riflemen.”

"Makes sense" Kasm said.

"What do you find for radio and television transmitters?*

"Thereisonetelevison,” Kasmsad, "and apair of radios. We

need quickly to gain control of both so we can keep the Tibetan people

derted.”

"What'sthe report say?' Rosssad. "Will they raly againgt the



Chinese when the time comes?"

"Wethink s0," Kasm said, "and God help the Chinese when they

do."

"The Dungkart" Rosssad.

"Tibetan for blackbirds with red beaks," Kasm said. "Thefighting

arm of the Tibetan underground.”

Ross glanced at the sheet holding the assembled intelligence. "When

itistime, wewill feed on the carcasses of the oppressors and the beaks

will be red with blood and the day will be black with death.”

"Bringsachill to my sping," Kasm said.

"And | thought," Ross said, "we had the air conditioning too cold.”

ONE FLOOR BELOW where Ross and Kasim were planning, Mark

Murphy was in the armory. Munitions and crates were piled to

oneside, and Sam Pryor and Cliff Hornsby were dowly moving them

toward the elevator to be taken to an upper storage area where they



would be off-loaded in Da Nang. On each crate to be used, Murphy
attached a red-taped sticker. Then the contents were label ed with a felt-tipped

pen. Hewas singing aditty while he worked.

"I'm agonnablow some stuff up tomorrow," he said. " Gonnablow

me up some Suff."

Pryor wiped his forehead with a handkerchief before bending down
to lift another crate to carry to the evator. "Shoot, Murph,” he said,

"you packing enough C-67'

"Y ou can't have too much,” Murphy said, smiling, "at least in my

opinion. Heck, it doesn't spoil and you never know what might come up.

"Y ou got enough hereto blow up an Egyptian pyramid,” Hornsby

sad, waking into the room after placing his crate in the elevator, "and

enough minesto register shock waves on aselsmograph.”

"Those are for the airport,” Murphy said. "Y ou don't want the

Chinese to be able to land troops, do you?"'

"Land?' Pryor said. "You use al these, therewon't be an airport.”

"I have other plansfor some of them," Murphy said.



"I've got thefedling you're looking forward to this," Hornsby said.

Murphy started singing again as he walked over to crates of Stinger
missiles and began to attach the red tags. L etting loose along whistle,

he finished with the sound of ablast.

Hornsby and Pryor carried crates out the door and headed for the

devator.

"I'd sure hate to have him mad at me," Pryor said.
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THE ANTONOV WAS lessthan ahundred miles from Da Nang,



heading due west. At its current speed, the plane would touch

down in about forty minutes, or just around 4:30 p.m. loca time. The
biplane, dthough dow, had performed flawlesdy. Gunderson bal anced
the yoke with his knees and reached into the air and stretched.

"Thisbaby'sapeach,” he said to Cabillo.

"After thismission is completed, you can check into buying one for

the company, if you think well useit enough,” Cabrillo said.

"Take the wings off and we could probably fit it into aforty-foot
shipping container,” Gunderson said. "'If we had Murphy mount afire

cannon out the door, we'd have ahell of agunship.”

For thelast hour Cabrillo had been checking arrangements with the Oregon over his secure telephone.
Thelast cal from Hanley had placed

the Gulfstream G550 on fina gpproach to DaNang airfied. Cabrillo

was nodding at Gunderson's comment when his telephone buzzed again.

"The Gulfstream's on the ground and refueled,” Hanley told him.

"The pilot is setting the course now. | contacted General Siphondon in

Laos and recelved permission for you to cross through their airspace.”

"How isthe generd?' Caburillo asked.

"Hisusud sdf," Hanley said. "Dropping hints about aclassic car



hed like."

"At least he's upfront about hiswants," Cabrillo said. "And an old-car

fetish | can undersand. What isit he's after?’

"Hemi Roadrunner convertible," Hanley said. " Apparently some

Air Americapilot had one shipped over to use during thewar. The

generd wasonly akid then, but it stuck in hismind."

"Any around?'

"I've got Keith Lowden in Colorado checking out the market," Hanley

said. "Helll get back to uswhen he knowswhat's available."

"Excdlent," Cabrillo said. "Now what about Thailand and Myan-mar?

"All cleared,” Hanley said, "so it'll be agtraight shot to India."

"C-1307"

"She's due to leave Bhutan and touch down in DaNang just after

eight pm.”

"Do you have the team ready?" Cabrillo asked.



"They'll be ready by the time the Oregon reaches port,” Hanley

sad.

"Thisisatight timetable," Cabrillo said, "and we only have one

shot at this"

"No do-overs," Hanley said quietly.

"No do-overs,” Cabrillo agreed.

IN NORTHERN INDIA at Little Lhasa, the oracle was deep in atrance.

The Dda Lamasat to one side as the man spun and danced. From

time to time the oracle would race over to a sheet of rice paper and

scribble notes furioudy, then return to hisritudistic motions. A
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strange animal-like sound seeped from hisvoca cords and drops of



swest flew through the air.

At last he collgpsed in aheap on the floor and his helpers removed

the headpiece and robes.

The Daa Lama picked up awooden bowl filled with water, dampened
asheep's skin, then stepped over, bent down, and began to wash

the sweat from the aging man.

"Youdidwdl," hesaid in asoothing voice. "Thereis much information

written on the shegts.”

The oracle dlowed the Dda Lamato drip somewater into his
mouth. He swished it around and spit it to the side. "1 saw bloodshed

and fighting,” he said quietly. "Much bloodshed.”

"Let uspray not," theDaa Lamasad.

"But there was asecond way," the oracle said. "I think that iswhat

| wrote."



"Bring someteaand tsampa," the Dalai Lama ordered an aide, who

rushed out of the room.

Twelve minutes later, the oracle and the Dalai Lamawere Sitting
around atable in the great room. The Tibetan tea, flavored with salt
and butter, aswell asthe tsampa, roasted barley flour usualy mixed
with milk or yogurt, had brought the color back to the oracle's cheeks.
Where only moments before he had seemed aged and weak, he now

appeared animated and in control.

"Your Holiness" he said eagerly, "shdl we seewhat | received?’ {

"Please" the Dda Lanasad.

The oracle stared at the sheets of rice paper. Theletterswerein an

ancient script only he and afew others could read. He read them

through twice, then smiled at the Dala Lama.

"|s someone from the west coming to see you?' the oracle asked.

"Yes'" theDda Lamasad, "later thisevening.”



"Hereiswhat you tell him," the oracle said.

Thirty minuteslater, the Daa Lamanodded and smiled at the or- > acle.
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"I will have my aides prepare notes to buttress our argument,” he

sad, "and thank you."

Rising from the chair, the oracle walked unsteadily from the room.

LANGSTON OVERHOLT WAS using a borrowed office in afar corner
of the compound at Little Lhasa. He was speaking on asecureline

to the director of Centra Intelligence in hushed tones.

"I didn't order that," he said. "1 Smply don't have the apparatusin

Chinato pull it off."



"The estimates from our people on the ground place the number a

five hundred and growing," the DCI noted.

"I'll ask the contractor,” Overholt said, "but it may just be alucky

bresk."

"Whatever the case,”" the DCI said, "reports say the Chinese are

paying close atention to the protests.”

"What about the Mongolians?' Overholt asked.

"I had a secret meeting with their ambassador,” the DCI said.

"They'll play it either way."

"What did that cost?' Overholt asked.

"Don't ask," the DCI said, "but sufficeit to say the United States
srategic reserves of tungsten and molybdenum won't need replenishing

for sometime."



"That gives us choices for the contractor to offer to the Russans,”

Overholt said.

"As so0n as he meets with them, | need to know what they have

decided," the DCI told him.

"No matter what thetime," Overholt said.

UNDERSON COULD NOT bdievethelift the pair of wings gave

the Antonov. Though he and the others had been flying the plane

"Day or night," the DCI said before disconnecting.
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for nearly eight hours, thiswasthefirst time he had needed to land.
Lining up to land, he floated the Antonov down to the runway likea
feather fluttering to the floor. Halfway down the length of the runway,
Gunderson redlized he'd need to force the plane to the ground. Moving

the yoke forward, he fet thewhed sfinaly touch.

"Sorry about that, boss," he said, pointing out the window at the
Gulf stream on the far end of the runway. " Shefloats like a butterfly.

I'll taxi usback over to the Gulfstream.”

Cabrillo nodded and unsnapped the seat belt. Walking into the
cargo area, he began to collect histhings. Lifting the stack of bearer
bonds, he placed them dl in his bag, then thought better of that. Hej

turned his head toward the cockpit.

"Do you have to take the plane back south again?' he asked Gunderson.



"No, gr," Gunderson said, dowing as he approached the Gulf-stream.
"Gannon worked it out--the company will pick it up here. The
ladies are boarding the Oregon, and I'm flying north on the C-130 as

soon asit arrives.”

Cabrillo began to count the pile. When hefinished, he spoke again.

"I'mleaving you apile," he said to everyone. "Give them to Hanley
when he arrives. Tell him | took the rest north--1 may need them to

grease somewheds.”

Gunderson stopped the Antonov, then reached for the checklist for
postflight. "Okay, boss," he said as he started through the steps to shut
down the engine. Michagl s was unlatching the door while Pilston stood

off tothesde.

"Y ou have sometimeto kill until the Oregon arrives," Cabrillo said.

"You'll have guards from the Vietnamese air force, but I'd stay close.

Hanley will make payment to their general when he arrives, so you

shouldn't haveto ded with much.”

"Will they take usto a bathroom?' Michagls asked.

"I'm sure they will," Cabrillo said as he waked for the door, "but



one a atime, please. And whatever you do, don't let anyone know you

havethat stack of bonds."

"You got it, boss," Gunderson said.

Cabrillo stopped at the door for asecond. "Ladies, Tiny," he said,

amiling, "I'll seeyou soon."”

Then he stepped of f the Antonov and began walking to the Gulf-stream.
The pilot and copilot were standing next to the open door. The

pilot smiled at Cabrillo and motioned for the step.

"Wereready for you, Sr," he said. "Welcome aboard.”

"Thereésabox on the biplane," Cabrillo said. "Get some help and

haul it aboard.”

Cabrillo walked up the ramp, made hisway to a seat, and then

waited while the pilots got the crate |loaded inside, shut the door, and
darted the engines. Two minutes later, they were airborne. The Gulf-stream
was il dimbing to cruising dtitude when they crossed over the

mountains of Laos.



IN NOVOSIBIRSK, RUSSIA, General Alexander Kernetsikov was staring
at alarge chalkboard insde ahangar at the airport. Troops and

material continued to pour into the areaat arate of deployment seldom
seenintimes of peace. There were thousands of details to attend to, but

there was one that bothered K ernetsikov the most.

"Have wereceived an answer yet?' hesaidto hisaide. "If thisisa

go, | need to know which fork to take at Barnaul. We either violate
Kazakhstan and enter China near Tacheng, or we need to move the
troops into Mongolia, take the road toward Altg] and cross over the
mountains there, then sweep quickly acrossthe plainsand passLop

Nur."

The aide ared at the generd. Lop Nur was the home of the Chinese

nuclear test base and heimagined it would be heavily defended. The

other route featured mountains that were still covered in snow. It was

like choosing between aroot cand and ripping off atoenail.
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"Theré's been no communication, Generd," the aide said, "including whether thisis not merely an
exercisein fast deployment and war

planning.”

"It'sjust afeding,” the general said quietly, "but | think that before™:

thisisover, wéell be crossing the mountains like Hanniba ."

The aide nodded. Every good officer under whom he had served had \ astrong sense of history. He just
hoped the general was wrong--facing

off with the Chinese, even with the firepower they had amassed, was

not awel come thought.

IN BEIJING, GENERAL Tudeng Quing was offering President Jntao

apossible solution.

"If we pull dl but two thousand troops out of Tibet, concentrating
those left only in Lhasa, we could divert the rest to Urumgi in the Xinjiang

Province. They could bein place starting tomorrow."



"How many?" Jintap asked.

"Say athousand by planein the next few hours," Quing said. "The
tanks and armored carriers have anine-hundred-mile journey. Running
them full out at forty miles an hour with refuding and such, they could

be in place tomorrow thistime.”

"We don't have any troops closer?' Jintao asked.

"Airborne, we can bring them in from anywhere," Quing noted.

"It's the armor we need--other than Tibet, the closest armored divison

we require isamost twice that distance away, and thetrip isover

rougher terrain. My aides have caculated three or four days minimum.”

Jintao sat back in his chair and stared at the ceiling. Then he turned

to Legchog Raidi Zhuren, the chairman of the Tibet Autonomous Region,

who had so far remained quiet.

"Will two thousand troops give you asufficient level of security until

we can replace your armor in four or five days?" Jintao asked.

"Mr. President,” Zhuren said. "Tibet has been quiet for years--I

don't see that changing any time soon. Now, if | may be excused, |



should beleaving for my returnto Tibet.”

Jntao turned to Generd Quing. "Order it done.

Next, Jintao turned to the Chinese ambassador to Russia.

"You," hesad loudly, "figure out what the Russans have planned.
If they are planning to annex Mongolia, let them know we won't stand
for that. The Mongols conquered us once--I'm not going to give them

achancetotry it agan."

Within two hours of the meeting, the first Chinese transport planes

began to land a Lhasa Airport and began ferrying troops north to Xinjiang
Province. In the haste to counter the Russian thregt, the organization

of the Chinese army in Tibet would suffer. Junior officerswould

be placed in charge of partidly staffed battalions. Wegpons and ammunition

would be depleted. The mission and purpose would be compromised.

CABRILLO WASNAPPING in therear of the Gulfstream when his

secure telephone buzzed.

"Go ahead," he said, ingtantly awake.

"It'sme,” Overholt said, "with good news. The NSA just called the

DCl, who called me. The Russian bluff isworking. Transport planes



areleaving the airport in Lhasaand hauling troops north. In addition,
acolumn of tanks hasjust left the city and they're traveling at breakneck

gpeed. Everyone said it'slooking up so far.”

Cabrillo glanced at hiswatch. "I'll be there in about an hour or so.

Arewedl set up for the meeting?'

"It'sdl taken care of " Overholt said.

"Good," Cabrillo said. "If we reach an agreement there, I'll continue

north."

"You redly think you can sdll everybody on thisidea?' Overholt

asked.
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"Thismisson'slikean onion,” Cabrillo said. "Every time | ped

back alayer, theré'salayer underneath.”

"That's not the hdf of it," Overholt said. "The Dda Lamahasa

new plan.”

"l can't wait," Cabrillo said.

"l think you're going to likeit,"” Overhalt told him.

THE OREGON DOCKED off Ho Chi Minh City. The team that
would enter Tibet was transported by shore boat to land. Then
they were driven in aViethamese air force truck to the airport, where

the C-130 sat waiting. Thetotal Corporation force would number a



baker's dozen.

Six men--Seng, Murphy, Reyes, King, Meadows and Kasm-- would be tasked with the offensive
operations. They would link up with

the Dungkar aready inside the country and direct them in the proper

targetsto hit first. Crabtree and Gannon, who were already in Bhutan

awaiting theteam's arriva, would handle supply and logigtics. Adams

and Gunderson would fly, while Lincoln wasin charge of setting up

and operating the Predator drones. Huxley was tasked with setting up

amedical facility to treat anyone wounded or injured.

The thirteenth member was Cabrillo. Hewould arrive after he finished

hispair of meetings.
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To the untrained, the mission looked like suicide; adozen or so

againgt aforce that was close to two thousand. Odds of one hundred
and fifty-plusto one. It looked like abloodbath in the making. A trained
observer, however, would be praying for the Chinese troops. Firt, one
had to consider the Dungkar, the shadowy underground Chinese opposition
thought to number in the thousands in Lhasa. When unleashed,

the Dungkar would burn with afever that only comes when fighting an
enemy on home soil. Second was the element of surprise. The Chinese
were not planning for aconcentrated and expertly executed coup d'etat
in the next twenty-four hours. The third was the most basic. It isamost
acertanty that awell-planned offense will defeat an unplanned defense

every sngletime,

That was where the Corporation excelled.



Already, most of the Chinese forcesinside Tibet were heading north

in ahelter-skelter deployment that had left little time for planning and

even lessfor preparation. The troops |eft around Lhasawere not the

cream of the crop; they were the |eftovers--the administration clerks,
mechanics and painters, plodders and planners. The officers were not
combat trained, would not be knowledgesable about their individua soldiers
strengths and wesknesses, and would lack a complete picture of

where all the partsfit together.

Right now in Tibet, the army was ajigsaw puzzle without adesgn.

KASIM WALKED FROM the truck and approached the C-130 radio
operator. "What have you got from insgde?" he asked.

"We have another plane circling out of sght of the Chinese deployment,
capturing their signals and bouncing them here," the operator

sad. "Right now, most of the communications pertain to laying fuel
dumps on the road north. The tanks are outrunning the fuel supply.”
"Have you heard from thetail 7' Kasim asked.

The operator, a Chinese American formerly employed by the Defense

Intelligence Agency and now attached to the CIA proprietary air

line
supplying the C-130, scanned his notes. "As of nineteen thirty Zulu

time, the rear of the convoy had passed through Naggu.”



"They're making good time," Kasm noted. "At this speed, they will
pass through Amdo before eeven p.m. and then another two hours or

s0 and they will make the border with Tsingha Province."

The operator stared at a classified satdllite photograph and compared

it with a detailed Defense Mapping Agency map. "The pass at
Basatongwula Shan will dow them some; it'sriddled with steep mountains
and tight turns. The dtitudeisdmogt sixty-one hundred meters.”

"Twenty thousand feet," Kasam said. "That's high. The border's

about two hundred fifty milesfrom Lhasa," Kasm noted, "and our

reports sate these are the older Type Fifty-nine tanks. That givesthem
arange of two hundred seventy miles on atank of diesdl, or about a

hundred moreif they have the externd fud tanks mounted.”

The operator nodded. "I've been watching the progress. The Type

Fifty-nine on aroad can top out around fifty kilometers an hour or

thirty-plus miles an hour. Normaly, however, they cruise at something

like twenty milesan hour."

"What are you saying?' Kasm asked.

The operator smiled and reached for apack of cigarettes. He tapped



onefrom the pack, lit it with aZippo lighter, then took adrag. Blowing

out the smoke, he answered.

"What I'm saying isthat these boys are running at nearly full speed
no matter what the cost in fuel usage. They will need to siop in Amdo
and fill the tanks so they can make the pass. Then they'll havearun

downhill that will take them to Kekexili for the next stop.”

"So when they reach there sometime around bregkfast Easter day,”

Kasm sad, "they will be four hundred milesfrom Lhasa, with atwenty-thousand-foot
pass in between them and us.”

" Sounds about right,” the operator said.

"Thanksfor the help,” Kasm said.

A line of Vietnamese air force airmen carried the last of the crates

aboard the C-130. Hanley stood off to the side, talking to the Vietnam
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ee generd in charge of the arrangements. Kasm watched as Hanley
handed the man an envel ope, then the two shared alaugh. Hanley shook
the genera's hand, then walked over to the C-130.

"Mr. Hanley," Kasmsaid, "1 haveaplan.”



THE GULFSTREAM G550 carrying Cabrillo and the Golden Buddha

landed at Amritsar, India, and Cabrillo and theicon wereflown

in ahdicopter the rest of theway to Little Lhasa, near Dharamsaain

the northern Himacha Pradesh region of northern India.

Theade quickly ushered him in to his meeting with the Dalai Lama.

"Your Holiness," Cabrillo said as he entered and bowed his head

dightly.

TheDda Lamastood slently, staring a Cabrillo for afull minute.

Then heamiled.

"You areagood man," he said at last. "Langston told me--but |

needed to be sure for mysdlf.”

"Thank you, sir,”" Cabrillo said. "These are the papers that we recovered

from insde the Buddha," he said, handing them to the Ddai



Lamasaide. "I'll need them transcribed before my meeting with the

Russans.

"Copy them and trandate them into English,” the Daa Lama ordered

hisade. "Mr. Cabrillo will need to leave again shortly."

The Dda Lamamotioned to along couch, where Overholt was

aready seated. Cabrillo sat on the end and the Dalal Lama dipped

between the two men. "So explain the plan,” he said.

"I believe the Russianswill support your bid to regain your country.

They will offer the muscle to deter the Chinese from making an assault

oncewe gain control of Lhasa, in return for the rightsto develop what

you claim those documents represent: the vast ail reserves of the Himalayas.”

"Their location'sknown only to us," said the Dda Lama. "'In those
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documents. So--your president got them to the border by offering them



thead package," the Dda Lamasad, "but to fight, they need more."

"Exactly,” Cabrillo sad.

"And you?' the Dada Lamaasked. "Y our company? What were

you hired to do?!

"We were hired to stedl the Golden Buddha and to pave the way
for your return. Once you are back inside Tibet, our obligation would,

by the contract wording, end.”

"So | would beleft--how do you say it?--high and dry,” the Dala

Lamasad.

"Hard to say," Cabrillo admitted, "and this has bothered me and

my associates.”

"Why?' theDda Lamasaid. "Are you not mercenaries? Once your

obligation isover, don't you just blend into the night?*

Cabrillo thought for aminute how to answer this question. He

paused and thought asthe Dalai Lamawaited. "It's alittle more complex
than that, Y our Holiness. If we did what we did just for money,
wewould have al retired by now. It's moreinvolved than that. In the

past, most of usworked for one government agency or another, and we



were compelled by Congress, or public opinion, to do things we knew
or felt were wrong. We don't do those things anymore. We were formed
to make a profit, that's for sure, but as much as we like the money, we
are aso cognizant of the chancesthat arise for usto somehow right the

wrongs of others.”

"You are speaking of Karma," the Dda Lamasaid. "Something |

am most aware of."

Cabrillo nodded. "We have decided that to leave you doneto fight

the Chinese would be wrong. The solution came to us when we redlized

the significance of the papersinside the Golden Buddha."

"And | assume your company will profit from such aded?' the

Ddai Lamaasked.

"Isthat bad?' Cabrillo asked.

"Not necessaxily,” the Dda Lamasaid, "but explain more."
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Ten minutes later, Cabrillo was finished.

"I'mimpressed,” the Dalal Lamasaid, "now let me explain mine.”
Another five minutes passed asthe Dada Lama spoke.
“Brilliant," Cabrillo said when the Daa Lama had finished.

"Thank you," the Dda Lamasaid, "but to sway the vote will take

funds--will you bear the cost?"

"Wemade alittle money on asideded," Cabrillo said, thinking of

the $100 million in bearer bonds. "' So the costs are not a problem.”



Overholt had remained silent as the two spoke. Now he interjected.
"If you can pull thisoff," he said eagerly, "the presdent will kissyou.”
"Mr. Cabrillo," the Dda Lamasaid, "this gives us both an opportunity
to keep the bloodshed down, while at the same time offering our
actionsalegitimacy that isindisputable. If you can make this happen,

| will agreeto your dedl as offered.”

"Thank you, Y our Holiness" Cabrillo said.

"Good luck, Mr. Cabrillo," the Dda Lamasad. "May Buddha

blessyour misson.”

After a short meeting with Overholt, Cabrillo collected the trand ated

pages and maps, then climbed back in the helicopter and was flown back to Amritsar. President Putin
had been promised the meeting would

be worth the effort. Cabrillo would not fail to ddliver.

JUST AFTER MIDNIGHT, the C-130 carrying the members from the
Corporation landed in Thimbu, Bhutan, and the plane was surrounded

by a dozen Philippine Specia Forces soldiers. Off to the side,

the eight Bell 212 helicopterswere aligned in arow, with ten feet separating

each ship.



A large domed hangar was nearby, with the door open and light
spilling out onto the runway. Carl Gannon walked from insde and
extended his hand to Eddie Seng. "They tell meyou'rein charge until

the chairman arrives," he said. "L et me show you around.”

The othersfollowed Seng and Gannon inside the hangar. "I've man

aged

to scrounge up radios and have established alink with the Oregon,” he said, pointing to awooden table
with acomputer and a

stack of papers. "The latest datais on top."

Alongside the table were severa corkboards displaying maps of Tibet,
satellite weather images and other documents. A chalkboard was
erected on an easel, where Seng could make notes and draw the plans,
aswdl asalarge plastic-covered map showing the city of Lhasathat

was taped to a piece of plywood and sat atop another table.

Off to the Sde, milling around an areawith alarge coffegpot, smdl
refrigerator, and cardboard boxes containing food, were the eighteen
mercenary pilots. Murphy made hisway to the coffee, poured acup

and greeted an old friend. "Gurt," he said, "you old dog."

Gurt, amid-fifties blond-haired man with acrew cut and agold

tooth in front, smiled.



"Murphy," he said, flashing thetooth, " thought this might be

something you'd be involved in. It had the smell of a Corporation operation.”

The men continued visiting while Seng flipped through the information
Gannon had amassed. Five minutes later, he called everyoneto

st inthe rows of folding wooden chairs arranged in front of the boards.
The pilots ambled over and took seats behind the Corporation crew.

Seng glanced at the assembled group before speaking.

"For those of you who don't know me," he said eesily, "my name
Is Eddie, Seng. Please call me Seng and not Eddie so thereis no confusion.
| will be commander in charge of this operation until the time that

our chairman, Juan Cabrillo, arrivesin the theater."

The group nodded.

"The breakdown of flight operation will be asfollows. Six of the
helicopterswill be tasked with offensve operations, one for the chairman
when he arrives, onefor medica. Wewill draw the assgnments

out of ahat on who isassigned to what, to befair. Each of the helicopters
will carry one member of our team, and the pilotswill be required

to fly this person anywhere he requests. Gentlemen, we will
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potentialy be under fireand in harm's way for the next twenty-four to
forty-eight hours. If thisis not what you sgned up for, let me know

now so you can be replaced. If not, | want you to understand that as
pilots you will be answering to the team member aboard. If you hesitate
or refuse to comply with arequest, you will be replaced by one of our
team that is quaified in helicopter operations, and you will forfeit your

second half payment. Any questions?’

Gurt raised his hand. "When do we receive our first half?"

"Ah...ared pilot," Seng said, "The answer is, assoon aswe are

finished here. Everyone okay with that?"

Heads nodded.

"If you have persona property or lettersto loved ones or wish us

to transfer the funds to another party if something happensto you,”

Seng noted, "please see either Gannon or Crabtree.”



Gannon and Crabtree raised their hands.

"Now, are there any other business matters before | explain the

operation?"'

The hangar was Slent.

"Good, then," Seng said. "Here'sthe plan.”

THE GULFSTREAM G550 was at forty-one thousand feet racing toward
Moscow as Cabrillo talked over a secure satellite telephone
to the Oregon. "Go over them again,” he said as he scrawled noteson

aydlow pad. "Okay, I've got them."

Thelinewas dlent as Cabrillo sudied thelist.

"And Halpert set up the main corporate entity in Andorra.”

"Correct,” Hanley sad.

"Lucky break," Cabrillo said, "but then, by looking at thislig, the

Dalai Lamaisalucky onetoo. If this had been scheduled last year, |



don't know if we could have pulled it off."

"lan't thet the truth?' Hanley said.

"Hereshow | seeit,” Cabrillo said. "Of the fifteen members of the
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United Nations Security Council, we have three of the five permanent
members: the United States, the United Kingdom and Russia. Chinais
obvioudy not going to vote our way, and Franceis currently trying to

sd| whatever they can to the Chinese, so they'll probably vote with them
S0 as hot to upset any dedsthey havein progress. The remaining ten

will be tricky--we need to pull six out of the ten to give usthe ninewe
need for the resolution. Let me go over it with you. Afghanistan we're

not going to get--even with the U.S. involvement afew years ago, there
are till too many pockets of anti-Buddhist revolutionaries for their leaders
to risk voting with us. Sweden isand will dways be pacifidtic, at

least at the gtart, as will Canada. Cuba receivestoo much aid from



Chinato risk voting our way, not to mention they amost dways vote

the opposite of the U.S."

"Sounds about right," Hanley said.

"That leaves us Brunei, Laos, Qatar, Andorra, Kiribati and Tuvalu."

"Correct,” Hanley said.

"It'sblind luck that we have two tiny South Pacific nations on the

Security Council at the sametime," Cabrillo said.

"It'slike a couple of years ago, when Cameroon and Guineawere

both members at the sametime," Hanley said. "It happens.”

"Each country in the United Nations has one vote," Cabrillo said,
"but thisisthefirst time| redly consdered theimpact.”

"Same here" Hanley said.

Cabrillo thought for amoment. "1 know the emir of Qatar,” he

sad. "If weoffer him afavor later, hell order his peopleto vote the



way we want. What have we got coming up?"

Hanley thought for amoment. "Nothing right now, but that can
change. Thelast time he went in with us, he made something like eighty
million. If we cdl in the past favor and dangle something ahead, you

got the vote."

"Youreright,” Cabrillo sad. "I'll take care of deding with him."

"Good," Hanley said. "Laos should be easy. They're Buddhist, and

the generd wantshiscar.”
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"Offer him severd," Cabrillo sad.

"Where are we funding thisfrom?"' Hanley asked.

"We're going to try to use around haf of the hundred million windfall

for everything."



"Easy comeeasy go," Hanley said. "Brune should be ours. The
country isfifteen percent Buddhist and the sultan can't risk dienating

his congtituents."

"Pluswe saved his brother'slife acouple of yearsago,” Cabrillo

added.

"Andorra," Hanley said, "what about them?"

"Good thing Hal pert set up the new company there," Cabrillo said.

"Whet'stheir GDP?"

Hanley scanned through an amanac and found the informetion.

"It'saround one point two billion."

"Oncethe oil comesonline,” Cabrillo noted, "weéll be bringing another

twenty percent to the table. If someone explainsthat to their ambassador,

he'd be stupid not to see hisway to giving ustheir vote.

Money talks-plusthisisthe right thing to do, anyway."

"l agree," Hanley said.

"That just leavesthe little guys," Cabrillo said. "Kiribati and Tuvalu."

"Kiribeti's GDPissixty million," Hanley said. "Tuvadu'siseven



less. It's something like eight million split up over ten thousand citizens.

Put two to aroom, and one of the mgjor Las Vegas hotels could house

the entire country.”

Cabrillo was slent for amoment.

"Cadl Lowden in Colorado and have him start buying carsfor the

generd. Next, send Hapert to Andorrato explain the impact our company

will have on their economy. I'll take care of the emir of Qatar and

the sultan of Brung."

"And thelittle guys?'

"Truitt'sfree, isn't he?' asked Cabrillo.

GOLDEN BUDDHA "Yes, heis"

"Get him on ajet with a stack of bearer bonds."

"Y ou want him to buy the votes?' Hanley asked

"Exadtly.”
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THE STORM THAT brought the torrentia rainsto Macau had

turned into spring snow by the timeit crossed Russia. Had it not

been night, Cabrillo would have seen that Moscow was covered in a

wet blanket of white that rounded the edges of buildings and quieted

the sounds. Peering from the windows of the Gulfstream asthe pilots

shut down the engines, he could seeatrio of black Zil limousineswith
police escorts front and rear. Holding afax that had arrived from Overholt
only minutes before, he did the document into the file and then

unbuckled his seat belt and rose. The copilot was unlatching the door

as hewalked forward.

"Do you men need anything?' Caburillo asked.

"| think we're okay, boss," the copilot said. "WEell just refuel and



await your return.”

Cabrillo nodded and waited as the step was lowered. "Wish me

luck," he said as he stepped down onto the snow-covered tarmac.

A tal maninathick, dark blue wool coat was standing afew feet
from the Gulfstream. His head was covered by afur Cossack cap and
his breath made puffs of mist as he exhaed. He approached Cabrillo
while removing aglove and offered his hand. Cabrillo shook it, then

the man motioned to the middle limousine.

"I'm Sergel Makelikov," the man said asthe driver opened the door,

"gpecid assgtant to President Putin.”

Cabrillo followed the man into the rear of thelimousine. "Juan

Cabrillo, chairman of the Corporation.”

The door was closed, and afew seconds later the police cars sarted
away from the Gulfstream followed by thetrio of limousines. "The
president isvery interested in hearing what you haveto say," Makdikov

noted. "May | offer you adrink, perhaps vodka, or some coffee?’

"Coffee, please," Cabrillo said.



Makelikov reached for asilver-plated therma carafe and poured the
contentsinto ared mug with the crest of the Russian republic on the

sde. Hehanded it to Cabrillo.

"How wasyour flight?'

The streets were deserted at this late hour. The procession roared

down the road toward central Moscow, followed by acloud of snowflakes.

Cabrillo sipped the coffee.

"No problems" Cabrillo said, smiling.

"Cuban cigar?' Makelikov asked.

"Don't mind if | do," Cabrillo said as he sdected one from the box

Makelikov held.

Trimming the end with atool from insde the box, Cabrillo leaned

over for alight from Makelikov. "WEell be there shortly," the Russian

noted. "In the meantime, perhaps you would like to hear somemusic.”

He motioned to a CD player and astack of discs. They were al

jazz.

"l seeyou know my tastein music,” Cabrillo said.



"We know alot about you," Makelikov said easlly, "and thet is

why President Putin is staying up late to seeyou.”
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Cabrillo nodded and amiled. "Grest cigar.”

Makdikov lit one and puffed. "It is, isnt it?'

Cabrillo did aCD into the player and the men relaxed and listened.

Fourteen minutes later the procession did to astop in front of a

row of town houses near Gorky Park. Makelikov waited until the driver

opened the door, then he stepped out onto the snow-covered sidewalk.

"One of the president's hideaways," he said as Cabrillo climbed out.

"We cantak herein private.

The two men headed up the walkway to the steps and climbed up

to the door, where Makelikov nodded a a Russian army sergeant. He



saluted and swung the door open. Makelikov and Cabrillo walked inside.

"Mr. Presdent,” Makelikov said loudly, "your vistor has arrived.”

"I'mintheliving room," avoice sad from aroomto theright.

"Let metake your coat," Makeikov said, helping Cabrillo out of

hisovercoat. "Go onin--I'll join you in afew minutes.”

Cabrillo waked into the living room. The room wasfitted and furnished like the library of an expensive
gentleman's club. Dark wood

panding, the wallswere covered with paintings of hunting scenes and

birds. Along the right wall was afireplace containing aroaring wood

fire. A pair of high-backed red |leather chairsframed the fireplace, with
acouch just behind them closer to the door. A thick red carpet atop
theinlaid wood floorsled dmost to the fireplace hearth. Two brass

lamps on each Sde of the couch cast pools of light in the otherwise dark
room. President Putin's back wasto Cabrillo as he stoked thefire. Finishing,

he stood up and turned.

"Mr. Cabrillo," he said, smiling, "comein and have asedt.”
Cabrillo did into the red leather chair to the left of thefireplace,

while Putin took theright.



"Back when | waswith the KGB, | had quite afileon you,” Putin

sad.

"And meyou," Cabrillo said in Russian.
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Putin nodded, then looked directly into Cabrillo'seyes. ™Y our Russian

ismuch better than my English.”

"Thank you, sr," Cabrillo said.

Putin nodded. "1 assume you have done arecent psychologica profile

onme," hesaid. "Did it hazard a guess asto how | would respond?'

"It doesn't take ateam of psychologists,” Cabrillo said, "to know

youll say yes™"

"Then why don't you tell mewhat I'm agreeing to,” Putin said,

smiling.



Cabrillo nodded, then opened thefile he had brought. "Sir," he said,
"we've been commissioned to put the Dalai Lamaback in power. We
think we've worked out a solution that can benefit everyone. We just
need some Russan muscle”

"Explan,” Putin sad.

Cabrillo handed over the document Overholt had faxed to the Gulf-stream.
"Thisisaclassfied satdliteimage of potentid oil reservesinsde
Tibet. We recently recovered ancient documents that list thousands of

oil seepsin the northern region.”

"From the Golden Buddha that your company stolein Macau?'

Putin asked.

"Your inteligenceisgood,” Cabrillo said.
Putin studied theimage and nodded. "Yes, itis" hesad.
"The preliminary estimates place the reserves in the neighborhood

of fifty billion barrels”



"That's an expensive neighborhood,” Putin said. "About hdf of the

reservesin Kuwait, or around five percent of the world's known reserves.”

"It's potentialy an dephant fidld,” Cabrillo agreed. "Evenif itis
less, we believeit isdefinitely larger than the field on the north dope of

Alaska"

"That would put it in the top twenty of al known fidds," Putin

noted.

"Exactly, gr," Cabrillo said.
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"However, right now, the Chinese have control of the field and they

don't even know of itsexistence," Putin said, "so you want usto remove

them from Tibet."

"Not exactly, sr," Cabrillo said. "What we are proposing is that

Russiajoin in aconsortium to develop the field. Fifty percent to Tibet, .

forty percent to your country."

"And the other ten percent?’

"The other ten percent will be owned by my company,” Cabrillo

sad, "for putting it dl together.”



"Nicetip,” Putin said, smiling, "but you are asking me to commit

my forcesfor aprofit. As soon asthe casuaties start pouring in, my

citizenswill andl ara."

Cabrillo nodded dowly. Then he set the hook.

"Then we make aded with China," he said eadily. "Jintao wants

out anyway--his economy istanking and hisincreasing oil importsare

accelerating his problems. Y ou make a diplomatic misson to Chinaand

offer him haf of the production at acost of fifteen dollarsabarrd for

the next ten years, and | think helll take it and back down.”

Putin laughed. "Brilliant."

"Theré's one morething," Cabrillo said dowly.

"YS?I

"We need your UN votein the Security Council meeting Monday,"

Cabrillo sad.



"Y ou're going to legitimize the coup?' Putin asked.

"Wethink we can pull the votes," Cabrillo agreed.

"A lot could go wrong,” Putin said, "but it could work. What exactly

would Russia need to do to participate?’

"Firgt we need your troops to enter Mongolia," Cabrillo said. "l
understand the Mongolian government would okay the incursion. That
draws the Chinese farther from Tibet. Second, | would need as many
crack paratroops as you can field to enter the country as soon asthe
Daa Lamareturns and we stabilize the Stuation. The Daa Lamahas

agreed to invite Russato provide security until the Stuation stabilizes.

Theinvitation will be announced to the world community, so the fallout
other than from China should be smal. Third, we need you to make

the diplomatic gpproach to Chinawith the oil offer--it has been made
clear to me the United States wants no direct involvement in the liberation

of Tibet."

"l have spoken to your president,” Putin said. "He mentioned the

need for secrecy.”



"Good," Cabrillo said. "Next, | need that vote in the UN. If we can
hold off the Chinese until the vote comes in and the peacekeepers arrive,

then the Russan troops will berelieved.”

Putin rose from the chair and stoked thefire. "So Russainvests no

money, only muscle”

"The company that will develop the dilfield has dready been
formed,” Cabrillo said. "All | need isyour signature on this document
that has already been signed by the Dalai Lama, and your word you

will do what we have discussed, and we can proceed.”

Makelikov entered the room just as Putin placed the stoker back in
the rack. He stepped over to Cabrillo, took the document and read it

quickly.

"Sergd," hesad, "bring me apen.”

I'LL SWAPYOU," Gurt said to one of the other mercenary pilots,

"if you dont mind."



"What did you draw?" the other pilot asked.

"Medevac," Gurt said.

"I'll gladly switch," the pilot said. "Mine looks to be the most dangerous

misson.”

"I've worked with Murphy before,” Gurt said. "Plus| have more

high-dtitude flying time than you. | don't mind.”

"Bemy guest,” thepilot said. "Flying aload of explosivesnorthis

not my ideaof agood time."

"I'll make sureit's okay with Seng," Gurt said, walking off.
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THE FASTEST WAY to get you there,” Hanley said, "isto drop you
In Singapore, then have you flown by jet to Vanuatu. From there
well switch you to aturboprop STOL that can land at the smaller
arfiddson Kiribati and Tuvau.”

Truitt nodded.

"We need those votes," Hanley said quietly. "Do whatever it takes

to make that happen.”

"Not toworry,” Truitt said. "Even if it takesariver of grease, by

Monday vote timethey will be ours.”

Later that night, the Oregon passed the breakwater and entered the
port, and Truitt boarded the waiting jet for the nine-hour flight to the

South Pacific. Hewould arrive on Easter morning.

THE ZIL LIMOUSINE did to astop in front of the Gulfstream

G550. Cabrillo climbed out, clutching afolder containing the documents,



and made hisway up the ramp without hesitating. The copilot
immediately retracted the ramp and fastened the door. Then he shouted

toward the cockpit.

"Were good to go."

Instantly, the pilot engaged the igniters, and afew seconds later the
j€et engines began to spool up. Cabrillo made hisway to a seat and

fastened the belt as the copilot started for the cockpit.

"We received your telephone cal, sir,” the copilot said over his
shoulder ashe did into his seet. "The courseis dl plotted and weve

received preiminary clearance.”

"What's the distance?' Cabrillo asked.

"Straight through, it's about thirty-four hundred miles" the copilot

sad. "Thewinds are favorable, so we estimate Six hours flight time.”
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The Gulfstream darted taxiing toward the runway.

"Eagter morning sevenam.,” Cabrillo said.

"That'sthe plan, gr," the copilot said.



SOMETIMESIT ALL comesdown to afew. A few minutes, afew

strokes of luck, afew people.

At thisingtant, it was two. Murphy and Gurt. Two men, one helicopter

with extrafuel pods and aload of explosiveswould form the

advance team for the liberation of Tibet.

They lifted off just after 4 am. under the waning light of aquarter

moon.

Once Gurt had the Bdl 212 at an dtitude of one thousand feet above

ground level and in a steady forward flight, he spoke into the headset.

"Our misson,” hesaid, "seemsfairly impossble”

"Isit the dtitude of the pass?' Murphy asked. "Or thelack of fuel

for the return flight that concerns you the most?"

"Neither,” Gurt said. "It'smissing Sunday service and the chicken

dinner afterward.”

Murphy reached behind his seat and retrieved asmall pack. Unzipping



it, he removed asingle can and asmall blue-covered book. " Spam

and aBible" hesad.

"Excdlent,” Gurt noted. "I can proceed, then.”

"Will there be anything ese?' Murphy asked.

"Only one morething," Gurt said.

"Whet'sthat?'

"Keep your eyesori theroad,” Gurt said. "l don't want to get lost.”

"Not to worry," Murphy said. “The Oregon is running the com mand and control. This operation will run
likeawel-oiled sawingmachine” i

"I would have fdt better,” Gurt said, pointing out a herd of deer

undernesth that werelit by the moon, "had you said like a computer.”
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Murphy was staring at the instruments. "We're alittle hot," he said.

"Takeit down anotch."



Gurt made the adjustment. They continued north.

AT ABOUT THE sameingtant that the Bell 212 carrying Murphy
and Gurt crossed into Tibetan airspace, Briktin Gampo was steering
the two-and-a-half-ton truck aong arutted dirt road. Locating the
spot his Dungkar cell leader had marked, he dowed and pulled to a

stop.

Gampo was on the flats just below Basatongwula Shan in an open

meadow ringed by stunted trees. Climbing from the truck, he walked

around to the rear and removed severd meta tubes and felt them. They
were cold to the touch. Remembering what he had been told, Gampo

pulled asmal fue oil stove from the rear, moved adistance away, then
erected the legs. Once the stove was assembled, he removed some tent
poles and did them inside an off-white canvas tent and hoisted the apparatus
into the air. Once the tent was secure, he lit the stove, brought

the tubesinsde to keep them warm, then went back to the rear of the

truck and removed aradio, afolding chair and afur to cover himsdf

while he waited.

Then he switched on the radio and began to listen.



Outside the tent, thousands of starsflickered against the black sea
of deep space. A cold wind blew down from the mountain. Gampo
pulled the fur closer around his neck until the tent warmed. Then he

patiently waited for the hoursto pass.

ON THE OREGON, Hanley was staring at the wall of flat-screen
monitors. Suddenly, the satdllite feed of the Russian troop concentration
near Novosibirsk began to display atherma image of tanks

being started. At the same ingtant, the secure tel ephone began to ring.

"Wereago," Cabrillo said.
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"I have confirmation over the satdllite,” Hanley told him. "The Russian

tanksarewarming.”

"Link my computer to the Oregon's data banks," Cabrillo ordered.

"l want to monitor the Stuation from here until | arrive.”

Hanley nodded to Stone, who typed in commands on his computer

keyboard.

"Signd'sgoing out," Stone said aminute later.

In the Gulfstream G550, Cabrillo stared at hislaptop. Suddenly the
screen erupted with aburst of light, then went dark, then dowly began
to glow again. The screen split into Six separate blocks, each duplicating

what Hanley was seeing.

"I'vegot it," Cabrillo said.

"Mr. Charman,” Hanley said, "cdl the bdl."



"Proceed as planned,” Cabrillo said, "and link me up with Seng.”

"Yougotit," Hanley said.

EDDIE SENG WAS pacing back and forth inside the hangar in

Thimbu, Bhutan. Occasionaly hewould return to the table where

the computer screen showed the pulsing red dot that marked the progress
of the helicopter carrying Murphy and Gurt. Then hewould walk

around the hangar again like acaged lion.

He answered his tel ephone before the second ring.

"Eddie," Cabrillo sad, "wereago.”

"Yes, dr," Seng said. "We have ateam dready flying north--1 took
the liberty, knowing we could call them back if necessary.”
"Good job," Cabrillo sad. "Max?"

"I'm on the three-way," Hanley said from the Oregon. " Send Seng the latest data showing the airport
near Lhasa"

"It'sbeing tranamitted now."

Seng walked over to the printer. A few seconds later, it began to

Spit out documents.



"It's coming across now," Seng noted.
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"Okay," Cabrillo said, "you have your playbook and the latest intelligence.

;'Yes, gr," Seng sad.

"Now go take Gonggar Airport,” Cabrillo said.

"You got it, boss" Seng said eagerly.

FIVE A.M. THE early-morning hours when drunks sweat and nightmares

grow ugly.



A cold wind was blowing across the runway a Gonggar Airport,
located fifty-nine milesfrom Lhasa. A pair of Chinese trangport planes
sat on thefar end of the runway aong with three helicopters. The other
Chinese aircraft ingde Tibet had been called north in support of the

tank column.

Gonggar Airport was as deserted as a cemetery on aweekday.

A singlejanitor swept the chipped concrete floor in the crude main
terminal. Taking a break to smoke a hand-rolled cigarette, he stepped
outside and stood where awdl| shielded him from thewind. The limited
troops on duty at the airport were deeping. They were not dueto rise

for another hour.

A sound came up the valey. It was awhoosh, like awell-thrown
football. Then astark white-colored craft raced past at thirty feet above
the tarmac. The strange object sped to the end of the airport, then made
an arcing turn and lined up for apass. Suddenly, twin streams of fire
erupted from the sdes and a pair of missiles streaked toward the parked

transport planes.



The Predator had found her prey.

IN THE HANGAR in Bhutan, Lincoln stared at the image from the

Predator's onboard cameras. Steering the Predator into another arcing

turn, helined up in front of the helicopters and flicked the trigger.

Then he made another turn to see the results.
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The cargo planes were ablaze. The hdicopterswould jointhemina

second.



At the sameingtant, 160 yards from the edge of thefield, nearly one
hundred Dungkar troops did out from under white tarps that blended

with the snow on the ground. Screaming awar cry, they raced toward

the termind. Dressed in black robes with ceremonid knivesin their belts

and handguns and rifles that had been smuggled into the country only

days before, they swarmed like locugtsinto predetermined positions.

>From the south came the thumping sound of seven helicopters gpproaching.
Asthe helicopter carrying Seng popped up to the plateau, he could

seethe firesfrom the Predator's attack burning bright in the early morning.

Then, asif adivine light was making itsway to earth, a series of
red light sticks began to flicker on the tarmac. The Dungkar were sending

the message it was safe to land.

"Land ingdethebox,"” Seng said to the pilot.

"Will do," the pilot said, starting his descent.

Seconds after the helicopter landed, Seng climbed from the front

while King made hisway from the rear. Seng quickly walked to the

termina, where he met up with the leader of the Dungkar. At the same

time, King motioned to the troops for help, and then began to unload

crates of riflesand ammunition from the cargo area.

"What have you got?' Seng asked the man, who was no more than



thirty.

"The hangars over there," the man said, pointing, ""contain one
fighter plane, one cargo plane and apair of attack helicopters. The hangar
next door must be for repairs--thereis a helicopter disassembled

and the fuselage of an observation plane with the engine removed.”

Cabrillo had asked the Dda Lamato make sure the Dungkar officers

he picked were able to speak English. There wasno timefor his

team to learn Tibetan and lesstime for misunderstanding.

"Where did you go to school ?* Seng asked.

"Arizona State, Sr," the man said eagerly. "Go, Sun Devils."

"Good," Seng said. "I'm sure you're glad to be home--now, let's

seeif we can keep it that way. Firgt, | want acouple of your men to

work with the guy coming in on that helicopter." He pointed to another

Bdll, just touching down twenty yards away. "We need to rig these

buildings with chargesto burn them if necessary.”

"I'll put adozen of my best menonit,” the man said eagerly.

"How many Chinese have you captured?' Seng asked.

"Lessthan adozen, Sir," the man said. "One of mine dead--two of



thairs

The airport was abedlam of activity. Thefiresburned at thefar end
of thefield againgt the tapestry of the early morning, and the sound of
thelanding hdlicopters added a surreal element to the quiet air. All at

once, solitude had become asalvo.

"Listen carefully,” Seng said to the leader of the Dungkar forces,

"this comesfrom the Dda Lamahimsdf. Therewill be no brutdity or
mistreatment of the prisoners-—-make sure your men know thisclearly.
Oncethisisdl said and done, were returning whatever prisonerswe
capture to China--my company doesn't want to hear of any atrocities
whatsoever. Thisisacoup detat, not an ethnic cleansing. Are we clear

on that?"'

"Company, sir?' the man asked. "Aren't you United States troops?”

"We're from the States,” Seng said, "at least most of us, but we are

aprivate firm now working under the direction of your leeder. If you

and the other Dungkar do what we order, in the next twenty-four to

forty-eight hours, there will be afree Tibet once again.”

"Y ou've done this sort of thing before?" the man asked in amazement.

"Therésno timefor chitchat,” Seng snapped. "You dl do exactly



what you're ordered and thiswill go as smoothly as possible.”

"Yes, ar."

"Good," Seng sad. "Bring the highest-ranking prisoner tothemain

termina and have him seated in achair and guarded. Well be setting
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up operations there in the next severa minutes--then | want to spesk

tohim."

The man shouted ordersin Tibetan. The Dungkar soldierslined up



inrows. He explained what Seng had relayed, then ordered six sergeants
to the forefront. Then one group led by a sergeant went off to round

up the prisoners. Another split off to the helicopter Kasim had | eft.

"Hali," Seng shouted, "take these men and wire the other hangars

to blow if weneed to."

Kasim motioned to the troops and raced back to the helicopter.

The Bdll that had carried Seng and King to the airfield was now

unloaded. King motioned for it to lift off. The pilot ascended to one

thousand feet over the field and then began to fly in largelazy circles.

Two more touched down, and Crabtree and Gannon climbed out.

"What's your name?' Seng shouted to the leader of the Dungkar. "Rimpoche, Pache Rimpoche."

Gannon and Crabtree raced over.

"Carl,” Sengsad, "thisis Generd Rimpoche. Tell him what you

Gannon walked afew feet away to where they could hear better
and explained. Rimpoche summoned a sergeant and a dozen men raced

off.

"1 need the supplies unloaded and taken insde,” Crabtree said to

Seng, who pointed to Rimpoche.



"Genera Rimpoche," he said, motioning to the man, "will take care

of it."

Seng undipped a portable radio from his belt and switched it on,

then spoke.

"Airport isunder our control," he said to Hanley on the Oregon. "What do you see?'

Hanley studied the satellite image on the screen before answering.

"No troop movement yet--but if they do come, it will be from the road

that enters from the east. There iswhat looks like a bridge about three-

quarters

of amiletoward Lhasa. Control that, and you'll be ableto

make astand if necessary.”

"No planes or helicopter activity?' Seng asked.

"None," Hanley said. "Anything not on the ground thereisfar to

the north. Even if they cadled them back now, you have an hour or so."

"Good," Seng said as Meadows walked up. "Reach me by portable

if the dtuation changes.”



"Wereonfull dert,” Hanley said. "It dl comes down to the next

few hours"

Seng clipped the radio back on his belt and turned to Meadows.
"Bob, take fifty troops and your weaponry down that road,” he said,

pointing. "Therée's abridge we need to control."

"Who'sin charge from their sde?' Meadows asked.

"Generd Rimpoche," Seng said, pointing to the man.

At that ingtant, three trucks dowly drovein front of the termina
and were motioned to stop by Gannon. At the sametime, Tom Reyes

walked over.

"Generd?' Seng shouted.

Rimpoche approached. "Y es?'



"1 need four of your best men, crack shots and fearless”

Rimpoche turned and shouted out names to the cluster of troops.

Four men emerged from the crowd. Not one of the men was over five

feet Sx. Dripping wet, not one of them could have weighed over 150

pounds.

"Do any of them speak English?" Seng asked.

"All of them do alittle” Rimpoche said.

"Tell themthis" Seng said. "They will be going into Lhasawith

two of my men to cgpture avery important man. They need to do exactly what my men tell
them--without hesitation.”

Rimpoche trand ated.

As s00n as he had finished, the four men shouted "Huh" and

stomped one foot on the tarmac.

"Y ou haveyour file?" Seng asked Reyes.
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"Yes, §r," Reyessaid.

King was a short distance away, removing along black casefrom a

crate. "Okay, Larry," Seng shouted, "you and Tom can go do your

thing."

Holding a set of night-vison goggles, King walked over. "Let'sdo

it," hesad.

Reyes motioned to the four Tibetans, who were eagerly waiting.
"WEe're going to grab someone, and were going to do it with aminimum

of shooting--do you men understand?’



"| spesk fair English,” one of the soldierssaid. "I'll trandate.”

Heraterated what Reyes had said, then turned. "Which helicopter?”

"Thisway," Reyes said, leading them back to the helicopter he had
just climbed off. King followed the four Tibetans, and once they were

segted ingide, the helicopter lifted off and headed into the center of

town.

"Who are they after?' Rimpoche asked.

"The chairman of the Tibet Autonomous Region, Legchog Zhuren.”

The last helicopter was on the ground, and Huxley walked over.
"Thisisour medicd officer," Seng said to Rimpoche. "Pall your

troops and seeif any of your men have any experience as doctors or
nurses-—-if so, we need them to work with Julia here. Right now, however,
we need that helicopter unloaded and the contents carried inside
thetermind. Ms. Huxley will be setting up afied hospitd immediately.

If any of your men wereinjured or wounded, shell treat them shortly.”
Rimpoche shouted orders and men raced to the helicopter to unload.
Adams and Gunderson were standing to the side, waiting for Seng to

finish. Heturned and amiled.



"Y ou two go see what the Chinese have that we can use,” Seng said.

"l need to interrogate a prisoner.”

The two pilotsambled off toward the hangars. Seng walked insgde
to wherea Chinese air force lieutenant was Stting in achair inthe
middle of the termind with four fierce-looking Tibetan soldiers surrounding

him.

DAMN NICE SCENERY " Murphy noted, glancing out the window.

"Like Alaskaon steroids.”

Gurt was watching the dtitude gauge as they climbed higher toward
the imposing ridge of mountains just ahead. The sun had yet to peek
over the horizon, but her coming was heraded by the pink glow being

cast over the rugged terrain.

"We could probably claim the helicopter atitude record,” Gurt said.
"l don't think so," Murphy said. " Some guy went to twenty-four

thousand feet a couple of years ago to perform aHima ayan rescue.”



"] read about that," Gurt said, "but that wasin aBdl 206. And it

had specid rotor blades.”

"Y ou sound alittleworried,” Murphy said.
"Not worried," Gurt said, "just gpprehensive.”
He pointed out the front windshield at the wall gpproaching. The

trees were petering out asthey drew nearer. Now there was only the
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black and gray of rocks stresked with tendrils of snow and ice that
dripped down the Sdes of theimposing mountain like rivulets of ice

cream on achild'shand. A gust of wind buffeted the helicopter, blowing



it sdeways. Clouds started to appear around the Bell. Gurt stared at

the gauge again.'

It read eighteen thousand feet and climbing.

THE HELICOPTER CARRY ING Reyes, King and the Dungkar forces
camein twenty feet above the ground and approached L hasafrom

the south. The sound from the Lhasa River helped cover the noise
asthe pilot landed on asmdl spit of sand in theriver just east of what
the Chinese referred to as Dream Idand, formerly anidyllic picnic spot
now replaced by tacky Chinese shops and karaoke bars.

"Unload the crates," Reyes shouted to the Dungkar.

As soon asthe crates were unloaded and King had exited, they al ]
raced a short distance away and crouched down to avoid the blast of
sand from the rotor wash as the helicopter quickly lifted off and raced
downriver. Once the helicopter was out of sound and sight, Reyes|
opened asmdll satchel and removed aparabolic dish for listening.
Quickly switching it on, helistened for the sound of darmsin the city.

He heard only the sound of theriver.

Nodding, he whispered to one of the Tibetans, "L ook."
Prying a crate open, he pointed. It was abox of Tibetan flags, which

had long ago been banned by the Chinese oppressors. The flags feastured



asnow lion with red and blue rays. The man bent down and touched
the pile gingerly, and when heroseto look at Reyes, hiseyeswerefilled

with tears.

"We need to carry al these crates acrosstheriver," Reyes said to
the Tibetan, "and stash them. Then you and the others need to follow

me and King to Zhuren's house."

"Yes," the Tibetan said eagerly.

"WEelIl need one of you to guard the flags and one man to go with
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Mr. King. The other two of you," Reyes said quietly, "will enter the

housewith me"

The Tibetan nodded, then began to whisper ordersto his men.



Five minutes |ater, they were al safely acrossthe river and walking

toward the Barkhor area of Lhasa. King and his Tibetan helper pecled
away from the group and made their way to the tallest building near

the home of the Chinese government officia. The streets were empty
except for afew Tibetan merchants who were sweeping the square in
preparation of setting up shop. Taking the stepstwo at atime, King

and his hel per made their way to the rooftop, where they took up position.
Once hewasin place, King reached into his bag, removed a smdl

bottle of oxygen, and then took afew deep breaths. He then offered the
bottle to the Tibetan, who smiled but shook his head no. Then he

scanned the areathrough his scope.

The home of Legchog Zhuren was an ornate affair whose front faced
south onto Barkhor Square. Just to the east of the house lay the Jok-hang,
atemple built sometime in the seventh century. The Jokhang, the

most revered religious building in Lhasa, featured dozens of statues, a

variety of gold artwork and some thirty chapels.

King watched as Reyes passed in front of the Jokhang. He stopped
for asecond and raised a closed fist into the air. Then Reyes, followed
by two Tibetans, made hisway down an dley between the temple and

the chairman's house and passed out of view.



King pushed the button on a slver-plated stopwatch, set the time

for one minute, and watched.

When the stopwatch read fifteen seconds, King reached into his
satchd and removed a hollowed-out ram's horn and handed it to the

Tibetan.

"When| say," hetold him, "start blowing, and don't stop until |

tell you to, or we're dead.”

The man nodded eagerly and took the horn. King took another
breath of oxygen and checked the stopwatch. Five seconds. He glanced

at the guards patrolling the walkway outside Zhuren's house. There
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were two outside the wrought-iron gate, two more just outside the front
door gtting on chairs. He lined up hisshots.

"Now," hesaid loudly.

The horn erupted with the sound of acat under avacuum cleaner.

Like wraiths gppearing above a graveyard, the square was suddenly
filled with four dozen Dungkar warriors. They had posed as shopkeepers
and early-morning walkers, and had hidden insde drums containing
spices and seeds. They screamed war cries and raced toward the gate
leading up to the chairman’'s home. On the front porch, one of the

guards was rousted from a half deep by the sound of the horn and the
approaching horde. He stood up and reached for abell near the front
door. But before he could reach it to sound the dlarm, he heard asharp
crack. Asif inadream, he stared in amazement as his hand and arm

from the elbow dropped onto the porch.

Then he screamed as blood erupted from the stump like ageyser.



At the sametime, the Dungkar reached the pair of guards outsde
the gate; they were dead before they could comprehend what was happening,

their throats dit like pigs at daughter.

Swiveing around, the front-door guard stared in horror at the advancing Dungkar. His partner started to
speak, but asecond later his

head was blown off his shoulders. It landed on the porch with athud,
the lips gill straining to answer asignd from an impulse now dead.
Thefirst Dungkar raced up the stepswith hissword held in front. The

guard tried to reach for his handgun, but with no hand he had no

chance.

The sword ran through his middle and pinned him to the wooden
door like some macabre Christmas wreath. He mouthed afew words
before dying, but only blood seeped from insde. Theforce of the guard

damming into the door burst the lock.

The door swung open and the Dungkar raced inside.

AROUND THE REAR of the house the scenewas lessviolent. The
single guard at the door off the kitchen had been adeep. Hisdereliction
of duty would save hislife. Reyes crept up, hit him with astun

gun, then had one of the Tibetans bind his mouth, wrists and legs with



duct tape before he had a chance to do anything. Then Reyes popped
open the lock with apick and made hisway insde. He and the Tibetans
were halfway up the stairs leading to Zhuren's bedroom before the horn

sounded.

Then Reyes saw them.

There were three unarmed men at the top of the landing. He reached
for his holstered .40 handgun, but before he could snap off around, a
Tibetan houseboy appeared from behind and lopped a leather garrote
over the men'sheads and pulled tight. Their heads dammed together,
then their legs began to kick as the houseboy tightened the cord. Reyes
motioned for one of the men following to help, then raced past to Zhuren's
door. Stopping for asecond to line himsdlf up, he dammed his

polished black boot at a point just above the doorknob. The door burst
open and he stepped inside. The man in the bed dowly started to rise
while rubbing his eyes, then he reached toward the nightstand. Reyes
fired around into the headboard above the man's head and the room

filled with the smell of spent gunpowder.

"I wouldn't," Reyessad, "if | wereyou."

"T" CAN'T SEE much," Gurt admitted.



The clouds had closed in as they neared the top of the pass.

Snow and deet raked across the windshield of the Bell. The 212 was
dowly ascending, but bardly making any forward movement at dl. They
were flying blind on the edge of the helicopter's performance envel ope.
"I've got aroad,” Murphy suddenly shouted, "on the port sde.”

Gurt spotted the black stripe against the white background. A movement
of vehicles acrossthe terrain had displaced most of the snow,

leaving only dirt and rock.
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"What'sthat?' Gurt said, straining to see.



"I think it'sacolumn of tanks,” Murphy said.

"I'll gotooneside," Gurt said, "and stay in the cloud cover.”

Along the side of the road, a Chinese tank commander was watching

severd of hissoldiersrepair atread that had come loose. He heard the

helicopter in the distance, so he climbed inside and called his superior

ontheradio.

"No idea," his superior reported, "but you'd better find out what

itis"

Popping his head out of the hatch, the tank commander shouted
down to his men, then he began to passrifles out of the hatch. Two
minutes later, the soldiers were hiking up the road away from their

disabled tank.

THERE'S THE CREST," Murphy shouted. "Find a spot to touch

down."



Gurt played with the collective, but at thisdtitude he had little

control. "Hold on," he shouted.

Thelanding was more a controlled crash than atouchdown. The

212 came down hard on the skids, but they held. Murphy was dready

unsnapping his safety harness.

"Driver," hesaid, smiling, "just kegp her running--I'll only bea

minute”

Opening the door, he stepped out and afew feet back and opened

the cargo door. Then he removed a pair of snowshoes, which he attached

to hisfeet. Pulling another coat over the one he was already

wearing, he began to dig in acrate, placing the items he needed into a

backpack.

"Hold down thefort," he shouted to the front of the helicopter.

"I'm going to s&t the charges.™



Gurt nodded, then watched as Murphy disappeared into the blowing

snow. Then he began to play with hisradio. He found little to hear, so

he switched back to the regular frequency.

SHERPA, SHERPA, SHERPA, thisisthe Oregon, over."

In the control room, Eric Stonelooked at Hanley with worry.

"That'sthefifth time, nothing."

"Sherpa, Sherpa, Sherpa, thisisthe Oregon, over."

"Oregon, thisis Sherpa,” Gurt answered. "Read you eight by

eght.”

There was atwo-second delay asthe signal bounced off the ionosphere

and down to the ship.

"Where are you?' Hanley said, taking the microphone.

"Were on gte," Gurt reported. "Y our man just | eft for the appointment.”

"Wejust intercepted a communication from the bad guys," Hanley



said. "Someone heard you go over and they've been asked to investigate.”

"Thisisnot good, Oregon,” Gurt said quickly. "I have no way to

reach Murphy and warn him. Plus, it's going to take us sometimeto

lift off."

"Okay," Hanley said, "we can send asigna to Murph's beeper--

well tell him to return to where you are. In the meantime, keep aclose

eyefor anyone approaching. If they do, you taketo the air.”

"Send a message to Murphy to withdraw," Hanley said to Stone,

who quickly punched the commands into his keyboard.

"My vishility isaround thirty to forty feet,” Gurt said, "and I'm

not leaving Murph--no way."

"No, we don't want you to--" Hanley started to say.

"Oregon,” Gurt shouted over the radio. "There are Chinese troops

coming through the snow."

Murphy was bent over, placing the chargesin the snow, when his
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beeper chirped. He finished attaching the detonation cord, then rose up

and removed the beegper from his pocket.

"Damn," he said, nipping the switch open so the charge could be
remotely detonated. Then he pulled his M-16 around from his back on

its ding and began heading back in the direction of the helicopter.

Gurt reached behind his seat and felt for ahandgun in arack. The
Chinese troops were struggling through the thick snow, making dow

but steady progress toward the Bell. They were holding rifles, but they

had yet to take a shot.

Murphy stumbled along as fast as one could run on snowshoes.

While he ran, he was folding out agrenade launcher. Reaching over his
shoulder into the pack, he removed arocket-propelled grenade and
darted fitting it into the launcher. He was on adoping ridge, racing

down, when hefirgt caught sight of the Chinese troops. They were



twenty-five feet from the Bell. Murphy estimated hisangle and fired a
grenade. It went over the heads of the Chinese troops and exploded.

They flopped on their belliesin the degp snow.

"What the--" Gurt started to say as he turned and saw Murphy

gpproaching in the distance.

Adding fuel to theturbine, Gurt tried to lift off. Nothing. Murphy
was twenty feet away now and racing toward the helicopter. Thefirst
few Chinese troops began to rise from the snow and shoulder their rifles.

Gurt gtarted firing the handgun from the window. A couple seconds

later, Murphy's M-16 opened up.

Ten feet now. Gurt reached across and opened the copilot's door.

Murphy paused in hisfiring, removed his pack, placed it gingerly behind

his seet and climbed inside, holding the M-16 in hislap. Gurt wasfiring

the handgun and fiddling with the collective at the sametime.

"Morning," Murphy said when there was amoment of quiet. "Anything

exciting happen while | was awvay?"

"We have nolift," Gurt said before squeezing off afew rounds. "I'll



need to milk the cyclic to get us off the ground.”

373

GOLDEN BUDDHA

The Chinese troops had stopped advancing. Now they were digging

in to makether kill shot.

Murphy dipped between the seats into the rear and yanked open

both cargo doors. "Quit firing and take us up, Gurt. I'll handle these

boys."

Milking the cyclicisbad for helicopters. It conssts of jamming the

cyclic from sde to sde while pumping up and down on the collective.

It can create lift when thereis none--but it can dso easily causethe

meast that supports the rotor to bump against other parts of the helicopter.
Then you run therisk of anick or afracture in the mast.

Lose the mast and you've lost the helicopter.

Thefirefight had erupted so quickly that the Chinese tank commander
hed little timeto raly hismen. Now that held had afew minutes

to prepare and his troops were dug in to the snow, he began to shout



ordersthat would concentrate the fire in the right direction.

Gurt dammed the cyclic from one side to the other and the 212

begantorisedowly.

Right at that instant, the Chinese commander screamed for hismen

to advance, and the front line rose. At the same time, Murphy triggered
the grenade and it left the launcher with awhoosh and aburning smell
that filled the cabin. The round landed six feet in front of the lead soldier
and exploded. Murphy followed that up with acomplete clip from the

M-16. He replaced the clip and prepared to fire again.

Just then, Gurt got the Bell off the ground and struggled to turn

away from thefirefight.

They were ahundred feet away from the Chinese troops when Murphy blew through the second clip
and the bloody snow where the Chinese

troops lay began to fade in the distance. He quickly replaced the

clip, set the M-16 to one side and reached for the remote detonator.

The C-6 erupted with aforce equivaent to ten thousand pounds of
TNT. A dab of snow wasripped from the side of the hill and raced
down the dope, covering the Chinese troops. Then the dide raced across

the road with awall of snow and ice twenty feet high. In sympathy,
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smadller dides broke loose from the opposite hillside from the shock
wave that trembled through the rock and soil. These dides added another
eight to ten feet to the mess dready created. The few Chinese

troops il living after the firefight were buried beneath the wal of

SNOW.

THE PILOT OF the Gulfstream stared at his navigation screen carefully.
The route he was taking did not alow much margin for

error. Hewasflying above asmall corridor of Indian airspace that jutted
between Bangladesh and Nepal. The surface areawas but twenty miles
inwidth at the smalest point. The land below was hotly contested by

dl three countries.

Slowly he steered the Gulfstream in asweeping turn to the | eft.
"Sir," he shouted to the rear cabin, "were through theworst of it."
The Gulfstream was now above the wider strip of land between

Nepa and Bhutan.

"How long until we reach Tibetan airgpace?' Cabrillo asked.
The pilot stared a the GPS screen. "L ess than five minutes.”
Juan Cabrillo should have been bone-tired, but he was not. He

gared out the window at the mountainousterrain below. Therisng sun
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was blanketed in aglow of pinksand yellows. Tibet was directly ahead.

He reached for the secure telephone and diaed.

JIN BEIJING, HU Jintao was awakened early. The actionsin Barkhor
Square had not"gone unnoticed. Jintao quickly rose from his bed,

washed hisface, and went downdtairs, till dressed in his nightclothes.
"What'sthe Stuation?' he asked a genera without preamble.

"It'sdl fluid, Mr. Presdent,” the general admitted, "but the Russan

tank column has started moving into Mongolia. Their ambassador assures
usthe movement isjust an exercise between their country and

Russia However, a the speed they are moving, they could enter China
acrossthe Alta Mountainsinto the Tarim Basin anytime in the next

few hours."

"What about aircraft?' Jntao asked.



"They have severd paratroop units at the staging areainside Russia,”
the genera said. "Our satdllites have detected transport planes
moving on the tarmac. As of right now, nothing has | eft the ground.”
Jintao turned to the head of foreign reations. "We don't currently
have any dispute with Russia," he said. "What possible reason would
they have to launch an attack on our border?"

"At the moment, our relations are peaceful .

"Most odd," Jintao said.

"The Russian ambassador has asked for ameeting at ten am. this
morning,” the man added. "The request came overnight through a priority

channd."

"Did he disclose the nature of hisrequest?' Jintao asked.

"No," theforeign relations head said.

Jntao stood quietly for amoment, thinking.

"Mr. President,” the genera said, "theré's more. We just received



reports from the capitd of Tibet that a protest has formed in one of thi

main squaresingdethe city.”
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Her, they had yanked arapid-firing antiaircraft gun from its mount on
the border of Gonggar Airport. Now they werefitting it to the cargo
plane to make a crude gunship. The soldiersworked quickly, asdid

those at. the other end of the hangar.

George Adams watched as the Dungkar troops filled the fuel tank
on the attack helicopter. For the last ten minutes, he had climbed around
Insde the ship in an effort to determine the controls and wegpons systems.

At thisingtant, he was convinced that he could probably fly the



bird--making the wegpons perform as desired was alittleiiffier.

"Welcome to the Dungkar Air Force," Gunderson said, walking

over. "Wefly, you die

"How'sit going over there?' Adams said, smiling.

"I'm not sure," Gunderson admitted. "We have the wegpon |odged

in the rear and supported with enough planksto build a barn--if it

doesnt fly out the opposite side the first time welight it up, we should

be okay. How about you?'

"My Chineseisalittlerusty,” Adams said. "About asrusty asan

iron ship on the bottom of the ocean. But | think | can pilot this beast.”

Gunderson nodded. "L et's make a pact, old buddy," he said, smiling.

"What'sthat?' Adams asked.

"When we get up there," Gunderson said, "let's not shoot each

other down."

He turned and started to walk back to the cargo plane. "Good

luck," he said over his shoulder.

"Youtoo," Adams answered.



Right then the door started to rise, and sunlight and cold air swept
into the hangar. A minute later the attack helicopter was wheeled onto
the tarmac and amotorized cart was attached to the front of the cargo

planeto pull it onto the runway.

BARKHOR SQUARE WAS rgpidly filling with Tibetans. The crude

human telegraph system that operatesin time of criss wasworking

overtime. Four blocks away, a platoon of Chinese soldierswere

attempting to make their way by armored personnd carrier from their

barracksto the square after receiving acal that there was action at the

chairman'shome.

Tibetans clogged the streets and the going was dow.

"Piper, Piper, thisis Masguerade.”

"Masguerade, thisis Piper, we read.”

"Request immediate extraction,” Reyes said. "We have the target.”

" State point of extraction, Masquerade."



"Spot one, one, primary, Piper. Spot one three, secondary HH."

" Acknowledge extraction coordinates, Masquerade, they are inbound

inthrea"

Upon receiving the order, the helicopter that had delivered them to

the river lifted from the ground at a spot ten miles between Lhasaand
Gonggar Airport, where the pilot had been waiting. Once he had the
helicopter in forward flight, the pilot stared at amap listing the extraction
points they had arranged, and glanced at the note he had scribbled

on apad attached to the clip on his knee. He flew fast and low toward

Barkhor Square.

IN LITTLE LHASA, the DAa Lamawaited ind de the communications
room near abank of radios. In thelast few minutes, his network of
spiesingde Tibet had begun to report the progress. So far, at least, the

operation gppeared to be going flawlesdly.

He turned to an aide-de-camp. "Are the preparations completed for

our trip home?' he asked.

"As soon asword comes from Mr. Cabrillo, Y our Holiness," he

said. "We can have you therein two hoursby jet.”



The Dda Lamathought for amoment. "Once we take off," he

asked, "how long will it be until we are over Tibet?"
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"Haf an hour,” the man noted, "give or take."
"l am going to the temple now to pray,” theDaa Lamasad, risng.

"Keegp watch on the situation.”

"Yes, Your Holiness," theaide said.



CHUCK GUNDERSON WAS helping George Adams strap himself
into the attack helicopter. None of the Chinese hdmetsinsdethe
hangar were large enough to fit his head, so he was using hisown
persona headset, plugged into the radio for communications. He was

squeezed into the seet like afat girl in spandex.

"They don't makethesefor big guyslike us," Adamsjoked.
"Y ou should see ming," Gunderson said. "The Chinese dill believe
in quantity over quality. My cockpit lookslike I'm back in World War

Two. | kegp expecting Glenn Miller music to start playing over the

radio."

"Look at this dashboard," Adams said as Gunderson finished and

stood upright on the ladder. "It's got more metd that afifty-seven

Chevy."

Just then, Eddie Seng walked over quickly. Y ou need to get airborne

and clear the runway. Cabrillo just cdled. HE's five minutes out.”

Gunderson pushed down on the Plexiglas shield over Adamss heed
and held it ashe fastened it in place. Then he thumped the top and gave
Adams athumbs-up sign. Climbing back down the ladder, he motioned
for the Tibetan hel persto whed it out of the way. He began walking

with Seng toward the cargo plane as he heard the ignitersin the turbine



engine of the attack helicopter begin to wind up.

"Mr. Seng," Gunderson said, "what's the latest?"

"I interrogated the Chinese lieutenant that was the ranking officer

here," Seng said. "He was not able to get word to Beijing before we

captured hisforces."

"So for now," Gunderson said, reaching the door of the cargo plane,

"we don't need to worry about an attack from Chinese fighters from

outside the country?'

"If the Russians do their job and keep the Chinese on their toes,”
Seng said, "your role right now seemsto be to provide close air support

for the Dungkar forces."

"I'll dowhat | can," Gunderson said, climbing into the side door of

the cargo plane.

"Good," Seng said, patting the side of the plane. "Now get to

work--the bossis coming.”

At just that second, Adams pulled the collective and the Chinese

helicopter lifted from the ground. The helicopter wobbled alittle as



Adamsfought to get thefed, then it moved forward, broke through the

ground effect, and headed in the direction of Lhasa

Gunderson walked up the dope to the cockpit, did into his seet,
then began the engine-starting procedure. Once the pair of engineswere
running smoothly, he glanced back to the four Dungkar soldiers manning

thegunintherear.

"Okay, men," he shouted over the noise of the engines, "I'll tell you
when and where to direct the fire. For right now, werejust taking a

litteflight.”

That sounded simple enough--but not one of the Tibetans had ever

been insde aplane before.

ON BOARD THE Oregon, Hanley stood above the microphone and

talked in aclear voice.

"| just sent word to your contact,” he said. "Watch for red strobes

asyour sgnd.”

"Same spot as we had first planned?' Murphy asked.
"Yes," Hanley said. "Now asfar as Gurt is concerned, we talked

to Huxley. Y ou need to apply direct pressure to the wound as soon as

possble”



"Do you have us on satdlite survelllance?' Murphy asked.
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"Yes" Hanley said, saring at the screen. ™Y ou're about five minutes

from the rendezvous point.”

"Well report back once weland,” Murphy said.

Theradio went dead. Hanley dialed Seng and waited whileit rang.

BRIKTIN GAMPO CHECKED to make sure the strobes were flashing,
then stared up at the sky. The clouds were low, almost afog, but

from second to second they would shift, reveding patches of open air.

In the distance he could hear a helicopter approaching. He walked back
inside, stirred a pot of tea on the stove, then went back out to await

thearivd.



"l seeone" Murphy said, pointing.

In the last few minutes, Gurt's face had turned ashen. Murphy could
see beads of sweat on hisforehead, and his hand controlling the helicopter

was shaking.

"Hold on," Murphy said, "wereamost there"
"I'm gtarting to see black on the edges of my eyes," Gurt said. "You

might need to guide me on whereto land."

THE SOUND OF the cargo planelifting off was loud. Eddie Seng
was forced to yell into the telephone. "How bad isit?" he asked

Hanley.

"Wedon't know," Hanley said, "but we should dispatch someone
now--the flight north takes a couple of hours. If the support is not
needed, we can call it back."

"Got it," Seng sad.

Then hewalked toward the makeshift clinic to seeif Huxley had



found anyonetrained in nurang to fly dong. Five minutes later, he had
ahelicopter refueled, a Tibetan soldier with alimited nursing background,

and suppliesintheair.
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Y OU'RE CLOSE ENOUGH, Gurt," Murphy said, "and you're about

twelve feet above the ground.”

Gurt started to descend, then vomited across the dashboard of the
Bdll. "In case | can't, when that gauge reads green,” he said, wiping the
deeveof hisflight suit across his mouth, "flick these three switches

down. That will shut down the turbines."

Six feet above the ground in asow descent, Gurt paused and hovered

for a second, then took her the rest of the way to the ground. As



soon as the helicopter settled on the skids, he dumped over in the harness

and sat unmoving.

Murphy started to unsnap him from the belt as he waited for the
helicopter to cool, then turned the engines off and waited for the rotor
to stop spinning. Then he quickly climbed from his seat and raced
around to the pilot's door. With Gampo's help, they carried Gurt insde

thetent.

Then Murphy beganto cut off hisflight suit with aknife.

The cloth was saturated by blood and the wound was still leaking.

SIR," THE PILOT of the Gulfstream said, "we're on find approach.”

Cabrillo stared out the window. Smoke was il risng from the

burning wreckage at the far end of Gonggar Airport. The sun was over
the horizon and he could just catch Sght of Lhasa sixty milesdistant.
Staring up the aide, through the open cockpit door and out the windshield,
he could see alumbering slver plane some seventy feet above

the runway climbing out and away. On the ground were severd trucks



driving down the road away from the airfied.

They were ahundred feet above the runway and two hundred yards

downwind. Two minutes|later, thetires touched the tarmac with a
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squed. The pilot taxied off the runway near the termina and stopped.

Theturbineswere still spinning when Cabrillo climbed out.



CHAIRMAN ZHUREN HAD tape across his eyes and hiswristswere
taped behind his back. The dark-haired man that had burst into
his bedroom was pulling him quickly aong. Zhuren could hear anoisy

crowd of people nearby. Then distant gunfire rang out from afew blocks

away.

The thumping of adistant helicopter grew louder.

King watched through the scope as Reyes led Zhuren through the
crowd. He could see Reyes ordering the Dungkar soldierswith him to
clear the people away from the landing zone. Turning, he glanced from
his perch afew blocks away to where the armored personnel carriers
were gpproaching. Crowds of Tibetans weretrying to stop them but
they were being felled by bursts of machine-gun fire. Thelead APC was
coming down anarrow street, with Tibetans fleeing from the front. He
watched asit ran over the falen body of a Tibetan freedom fighter. It

flattened the body like afrog on atrain track.

Reaching into his bag, he removed a bt of ammunition containing

armor-piercing rounds and did them into the .50. The helicopter was

just about to touch down when he started firing.

Ten shotsin seven seconds. Ten more for good measure.

Thelead APC ground to ahalt. The onesto the rear stopped aso.



The sound of the helicopter wasloud in Zhuren's ears. He felt himself
being pulled from insde and pushed from outside into a seet, then
he felt someone didein next to him. He sniffed the air. It was the dark-haired

man, the man who had yanked him from safety into the unknown.

The hdlicopter lifted off.

"They will hover above usand well climbinsde,” King said to his Dungkar assgtant.

"Mr. Sir," the Tibetan said, "can | Say?"

"What's your plan?' King asked.

The Tibetan pointed to where his countrymen were swarming over

the disabled APC.

The helicopter was dmost to the rooftop. King reached into his
satchel and removed ablack cloth bag. "These are hand grenades," he

said. "Do you know how they work?"

"Pull themetd thing and run?" the Dungkar said, smiling.

"Yougot it," King said, "but keep your people back when you use



them--these will shred ahuman like cheesein agrater.”

The hdlicopter was above the rooftop and lowering down. The Tibetan
grabbed the bag and started for the ladder down.

"Thank you, Sir," the Dungkar soldier shouted.

"Good luck," King shouted as a pair of hands from inside the helicopter
reached for him and he stepped up onto the skid, then ducked

down and climbed indgde.

"How's things?' Reyes shouted after the door was closed and the

helicopter had turned back toward Gonggar Airport.

"Y ou know what they say," King said wearily. "We do more before

lunch than most peopledo dl day."
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MR. SENG," CABRILLO said, "excellent job so far."

A cold wind was blowing from the north. It bore the scent

of forestsand glaciers, aviation fud and gunpowder. Cabrillo zipped the
leather jacket he was wearing tighter around his neck, then reached in
his rear pocket and removed a carefully folded white handkerchief and

dabbed his nose, which was running.

"Thank you, gr," Seng said. "Heré's the most current Situation report.
Murphy and the contract pilot managed to get the charges placed

and cause the avdanche at the pass. Any Chinese armor isnow effectively
immobilized. Evenif they decided to ignore the Russan advance

and try to return to Lhasa now, their only route would cost them at

least forty-eight hours of trangit time, and that is z/the weather holds."
"Problemswith that operation?" Caborillo asked.

"The contract pilot, one Gurt Guenther, was hit by smdl-armsfire,”

Seng said. "The extent of hisinjuriesisunknown.”

"Y ou've dispatched backup?'

"A relief helicopter with Kasm aboard isen route,” Seng said, "but

they made it to the fuel stop and managed to land, so Guenther might

not betoo critical. Theway it sands now isthat if Murphy'steam can



fly themselves out, we can cal back Kasm."

"Good," Cabrillo sad. "Wemight just need him here"

"Speaking of the weather," Seng said, "we are going to catch alate
gpring storm this afternoon, then it will clear for tomorrow and the next
few days. The estimate istwo to three inches of snow, and for the

temperature to go below freezing before adow warming trend.”

"The wegather has the same impact on us as on the Chinese," Cabrillo

said, "but it isa possible advantage for the Dungkar forces. Well

scoreit in Tibet'sfavor.”

>From far in the east came the sound of an approaching helicopter.

Cabrillo stared in the distance and tried to make out which typeit was.

"That'sone of ours, Sr," Seng said. "It contains Reyes, King and

Legchog Zhuren.”

"Excdlent.”

The two men started walking closer to the termina. Zhuren would

end up there soon enough.



"We have managed to field an attack helicopter liberated from the
Chinese and piloted by Mr. Adams. Also acargo plane we modified into
agunship with Gunderson at the controls, aswell asthe renta Bells

and the Predator."

"Anexcdlent air amadafor the newly resurrected Tibetan military,”

Cabrillo said.

"Everything esein the plan has taken place at the correct time," Seng said, "but there is one problem that
has arisen. | discovered it when

questioning a captured Chinese lieutenant.”

"What?" Caburillo asked.

"Because the Chinese troopsin Tibet have aways been outnumbered,”

Seng sad, "if they were overrun--and | mean a Broken Arrow
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Stuation, no hope at al--the plan called for them to gasthe Tibetan

rebelswith an airborne paralyzing agent.”



"The drums must be marked with some symbols," Cabrillo said.

"WEell just cal Washington and receive recommendations for how to

dissbleit."

"That's the problem,” Seng said loudly over the sound of the helicopter
hovering to land. "The lieutenant doesn't know where it was

stored. He only knowsit exigts."

Cabrillo reached into his coat pocket and removed a Cuban cigar.
Biting off the end, he spit the plug to the side, then reached for a Zippo
lighter with the other hand and did asingle-hand light. He puffed the

cigar to life before speaking.

"l have afeding, Mr. Seng, it'sgoing to bealong day."

MURPHY WAS ANGRY . Gampo had left him adonein the tent with
aweak and bleeding Gurt. If thiswasthe way the feared Dung-kar

reacted to blood, they'd lose thiswar beforeit ever started. The Oregon was sending help, but even at
the fastest cruising speed the Bell

could fly, that would be hours away. Gurt, hisfriend and fellow warrior,
was growing weeker by the minute. His skin was an ugly gray and he

was drifting in and out of consciousness.



Just then the flap of the tent was pulled back and Gampo entered.
Hewas carrying ahandful of long-bladed grass clippingsin one
hand and what looked like awet dirt clod in the other, and under his
chin was achunk of meat from some unspecified beast.

"Wherethe hdl did you go?' Murphy said.

"Stir thefirein the sove," Gampo said quietly, setting down the

grass and mud, "then add these to the fire," he added, removing a
leather pouch with powdered minerdsinsde. "We need a good amount
of smoke ingde the tent. Once you have that done," he said, pointing

to the meat, "cook that in with the tea and make me ameat broth.”

Murphy stared at Gampo asif he were crazy.
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But the Tibetan was dready busy cleaning and bandaging Gurt's
wound, so Murphy did as hewastold. Two minutes|ater, the tent was
filled with asmoke that smelled somewhat like cinnamon cloves washed
in lemon. Three more minutes and Gampo stood upright and stared at
Murphy. Then he motioned to help him prop Gurt up. Thegrassand

mud had dried into apair of oblong bandages front and rear. They



adhered to hisskin like plaster of parislaced with glue. Gurt's eyes

began to flicker open and he drew afew deep breaths.

"Give him the broth of the bear,” Gampo said. "I'll go gas up your

flying ship.”

JUST ACROSS THE border of Russiaand Mongolia, General Alexander
Kernetskov was breathing deeply of the diesal-smoke-tinged

air. After leaving Novosibirsk, histank column had blown through the
Altai Region like atop-fuder down adrag strip. Kernetsikov was riding

in the lead tank with hishead out of aforward hatch. He was wearing
ahelmet with aheadset so he could communicate with his other officers,
and auniform with enough ribbons to decorate a Chrigmastree. In his
mouth was an unlit Cuban cigar. In his hand was a GPS that he was

using to track the column's speed.

The distance to the Tibet border was five hundred miles. They were

traveling at thirty-five miles per hour.

Kernetskov stared overhead as aflight of fighters crisscrossed high
inthe air above. Then he caled hisintelligence officer over theradio to

learn what was new. The weather was due to change to snow sometime



in the next few hours. Other than that, all wasthe same.

IN MACAU, SUNG Rheewas reaching the end of his patience.

Marcus Friday had learned that his plane had been found and

hed ordered it to return to pick him up and fly him out of the city.

Stanley Ho was till angry about the theft of his pricdless Buddha. The
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later discovery that the one Friday had recovered was fake just added

to hisrage.

After the Chinese navy had redlized that the cargo ship they had
illegdly stopped on the high seas had nothing to do with the incident
in Macau, they had broadened their circle of observation and tracked

the Oregon to Vietnam.

Po had made afew callsto afriend he knew in the DaNang police
department and learned that a C-130 had |eft Da Nang for Bhutan. A
few more cals and somewired bribes had led him to arumor that the

group that had stolen the statue was on their way to Tibet.

Po was a Chinese police officer and Tibet was a Chinese region, so

Po had decided to follow thetrail. Flying from Macau to Chengdu, he had
arrived on thelast flight in Gonggar yesterday evening. By thetime hed
arrived a the office of the Public Security Bureau, Tibet's police force, it

was closed. So held checked into ahotel and waited for morning.

Thismorning was chaotic in Lhasa, but hed managed to meet with

the chief of police and requisitioned haf adozen men to help hisinvestigation
before the street fighting escalated. By now, held figured out which

of the band members had been the ringleader. The memory of Cabrillo's
face on the tape from the single security camerathat had worked had

burned aholein hisbrain that only death or insanity would erase.



Po st out to seeif he could find his target--he had no idea of the

impending war.

As Po and the other policemen loaded into alarge six-passenger
truck to scour Lhasa, the Chinese military officers were beginning to
redlize the gravity of the Stuation. They started to assemble to exert

control over the city and crush the rebel forces.

The Dungkar started their plan in motion aswell.

TIME WAS OF the essence and Cabrillo had none to spare. For a
man that had been yanked from deep, bound and transported

south to the airport under guard, Legchog Zhuren was surprisingly bel

ligerent.

Cabrillo had first tried to gpped to Zhuren's sense of goodness,
asking him just to explain the procedure for the poison gas and where
the stockpiles were located, but Zhuren had spit in hisface and puffed

up hischest.

It was obvious that goodness was not a quaity Zhuren cherished.

"Tapehim," Cabrillo sad.



Up until this second, Caborillo had tried to show respect by alowing
Zhurento smply stinthechair in front of him--now it wastimeto

learn what he needed, and for that the Chinese leader would need to be
secured. Seng and Gannon wrapped hisarms and legs with duct tape

and secured him to the chair.

"Preparethejuice,” Cabrillo said to Huxley.

"What are you--" Zhuren started to say.

"| asked you nice," Cabrillo said, "to help me save both the Chinese
in Tibet aswell asthe Tibetan nationals. Y ou didn't seem to want to
cooperate. We have alittle serum that will help to loosen your tongue.
Trust me, youll tell us everything, from your first conscious memory to

the last time you had sex. The only problemisthis:

We cannot aways get the dosage right. Too much and we erase
your memory like awet cloth across achakboard. Usudly we gradualy
increase the dosage to try and avoid that--but you're aprick, so | think

well bypassthat step.”

"Yourelying," Zhuren said in avoice showing fear.



"Ms. Huxley," Cabrillo said, "twenty cc'sin the lieutenant'sarm,

please”

Huxley walked over to where the Chinese army lieutenant was il

bound to his chair. She squirted some of theliquid in thear until she

had the correct amount, then with her other hand wiped an acohol

swab across his upper arm, then plunged the needleinto avein. Cabrillo

watched the second hand of his watch as fifteen seconds passed.

"Name and where you were born, please," Cabrillo said.

The lieutenant rattled off theinformation like histongue was on fire.

"What isthetotd troop strength insde Lhasa?!
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"There were eighty-four hundred approximate troops,” the lieutenant

said. "Just over six thousand were sent north toward Mongolia

That leaves around twenty-four hundred. Of those, some two hundred

fifty were ck or injured. The remaining troops are Company S, Company

L__ll

"That's enough,” Cabrillo said.

"l don't mind," thelieutenant said, smiling. "We have the following

armor. Four T-59--"

"That'sfine," Cabrillo sad.

Zhuren gared at the lieutenant in horror.

"Ms. Huxley," Cabrillo said dowly. "Prepare one hundred cc's."

Zhuren started talking and it was nearly ahalf hour before he finished.



Cabrillo was scanning the notes of Zhuren's disclosures. He turned
to Seng, pointed out a pot on the map, and then examined a satellite

photograph of the area.

"l want to lead thisone mysdf," he said dowly. "I'll need adozen

men, air cover and some way to destroy the gas.”

"Sir, | inventoried the hangar,” Gannon said. "There were apair of
fud-air cluster bombsin the ordnance room."

"That should doiit," Cabrillo said.

STANLEY HO MIGHT own amansion in Macau and bear al the
earmarks of legitimacy, but the fact was that he wasredly only

one step away from street-level thug. Once he redlized that Winston
Spenser had screwed him on the Golden Buddha, his every waking minute
since had been used in scheming to settle the score. It was not just

that Spenser had ripped him off--that was one thing. It was the fact
that he had dedlt with Spenser so many timesin the past. That Spenser
had smiled in hisface, then stabbed him in the back. To Ho, that meant
that Spenser had been toying with him, that al the art dedler's good-
natured

ass-kissing and pandering had been merely a prelude to the big

screw. Ho had been treated like a dupe--and he hated that most of al.



Ho had personally gone down to the Macau immigration office to

bribe the clerk. That had given him alist of everyone who had exited

the country the day after the robbery. With that in hand, it had just

been acase of diminating al the improbakilities until Ho had gotten

down to just three people. Then he had sent three men hired from the

local triad leader to Singapore, Los Angeles, and Asuncion, Paraguay.
Thefirgt two had been washes; the parties had been observed and disqudified
and the men were called back. Ho was starting to think that

maybe held need to expand the search, that he had somehow eliminated
Spenser from thefirst cut by accident. He was beginning to think this

would take longer than he'd planned.

Just then hisfax started printing and a picture came across.

Ho was staring at the photograph when histelephone rang.

"Yesor no?" avoice with arough Chinese accent asked.

Ho stared a second longer, then smiled. "His hands and his head,”

he sad quietly. "Pack them in ice and overnight them.”

Thetelephonewent dead in hisear.

PARAGUAY IN GENERAL and Asuncion in particular is more European



feding than South American. The massive stone buildings and
extendve parks with fountains scream Vienna, not Rio. Spenser tossed
some feed purchased from amachine nearby toward the pigeons, then

wiped the cold sweat from his forehead.

Thefact is, aman who commitsacrimeis never free-evenif it

seems he pulled it off.

The abiding knowledge of hisinfraction is never far from hismind
and it weighs on his psyche, and holding it insde only makesit worse.
Only the sociopath feels no remorse--the events happened to another,

if they ever happened at dll.

Spenser brushed the last of the feed from his hand, watched asthe
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birds fought over the morsels, then stood up. It was Jate afternoon. He
decided to return to his anonymous hotel and nap before going out for a
Jate dinner. Tomorrow he would start looking for ahouse to rent and begin

to rebuild hislife. Tonight, his plan wasto eat, deep and try to forget.



The art dedler was not a stupid man. He knew Ho would scour the

earth for him.

Right now, however, Spenser wasjust trying to put that al out of
hismind. He had afew days at least, he thought, before thetrail here
might be detected, if it ever was. That would give him time to move out
of the capitd into the countryside. There, he would eventualy make
friendswho could help warn him if people Sarted poking around. And

hide him, if they cametoo close.

At thisingtant in time, however, his guard was down and he was

weary. Tomorrow he could worry--tonight he would have afine Argentine
steak and an entire bottle of red wine. Crossng through the

park, he started down the cobblestone street |eading up the hill toward

the hotel.

The sidewalk was deserted,-most

people were taking their midday

break. That gave him comfort. He was humming, "I Left My Heart in
San Francisco” as he strolled dong. Halfway up the block, he saw the

awning leading to the Street from his hotel.

Spenser was gill humming when aside door onto the sidewalk
swung open and a garrote was dipped over his head and he gagged over

hisverse,



With lightning speed thetriad killed and dragged Spenser inddea
garden at the rear of ahome facing the Street. The occupants of the
home were out of town, but that was of little matter to the killer--had

they been unfortunate enough to be home, he would have killed them too.

Four days passed before the remains of Spenser's body were found.
It was minus the hands and the head, but the arms had been carefully

folded across his chest and the Canadian passport tucked into his belt.

TRUITT STARED AT the water asthe turboprop made afina approach
for landing at the Kiribati capitd city of Tarawa. The water

was alight sapphire color, with cord reefs clearly visible benegth

the surface. Fishermen in small canoes and outboard-motored crafts
plied the waters, while a black-hulled tramp steamer wastied alongside

the dock at the main port.

It looked like a scene out of South Pacific.

The plane was not crowded, just Truitt, asingle chubby maeidander
who had yet to stop smiling, and aload of cargo intherear. The
ingde of the cabin smdled like sdt, sand and the aromaof light mold

that seemed to permesate everything in the tropics. It was hot insde the



plane, and humid, and Truitt dabbed a handkerchief to hisforehead.

The pilot lined up for alanding on the dirt strip, then eased the

plane down.

A bump, the fedling of the brakes dowing the aircraft to a crawl,
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then adow taxi to the concrete-block termind building. Truitt watched
out the window as the plane stopped in front of the termind, then felt
arush of humid, flower-scented air asthe pilot waked back and lowered

the door. Theidander climbed down first and waked toward awoman



holding apair of smiling children in her arms, while Truitt grabbed his
overnight bag from the seat behind. Then he rose and walked down the

seps. The presidents of Kiribati and Tuvau were waiting.

THE ATTORNEY HIRED by Halpert sat on the rear deck of the
spacious mountain chalet. In the distance, across ameadow with
astone fence marking the borders and a haystack leaving no doubt as
to the purpose of the land, a dark-haired man adjusted a portable

propane-fueled heater, then sat down in achair acrossthe table.

Marc Forne Molne, the head of government of Andorra, was kindly

but direct.

"Y ou may relay to your principasthat | Sncerely appreciate the
investment in my country--we always welcome finding ahomefor fine
companies. However, the smplefact isthis. Eveniif they had not chosen
to base their operations here, our vote would have gone toward afree

Tibet."

Molne rose again and adjusted the flame higher. "Opposition

againg tyranny and oppression isan Andorran legacy."



Molne brushed adrop of water from hishands. "Y ou tell your men
they have our vote. And you dso tell them if they need anything else,

they need but ask."

The attorney rose from hischair. "Thank you, sr," he said. "'l will

report back to them immediately.”

Molne motioned with his hand and abutler appeared out of nowhere.

"Show this man to my office," he ordered. "He needsto use the

telephone.”
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TWO HOURSLATER, Truitt had forged an agreement. A pair of

trusts, one for each nation. Because the population of Kiribati was

just over 84,000, they received $8.4 million. Tuvalu, with a population

of 10,867, received $1.1 million. Another $5.5 million was dedicated



for development of eco-tourism on the two chains of idands. To promote
tourism, the two countries decided on a series of small idand resorts
where the natives would act as guides, scuba-diving masters and

overseers.

The planned stilt homeswould be salf-service. Thetourists could

clean thair own rooms.

Truitt caught the last flight out on Easter day .

HANLEY WAS STARING at asatdlliteimage of Tibet as he spoke

on the telephone.

"You're sure, Murph?' he asked. "He'sfit to fly?!
"It waslike magic,” Murphy said over the secureline. "Gurt looks

better than before he was shot. He's outside doing repairs on the chopper

aswe speak.”

"Hold on," Hanley said from the Oregon. "I'll call off the cavary.”

Reaching for ascrambled radio, he called the rescue helicopter.



"Stop whereyou are" Hanley said, "and wait. If my fudl cdculations
are correct, you should have more than half tanks right now. Wait until
you see the other Bdll pass nearby, then follow her hometo Gonggar.”
"Understand,” the pilot answered. "What'sthe ETA?"

"They're about an hour away," Hanley noted, "but I'll monitor the

Stuation and report to you when they are near.”

"Weé're touching down now," the pilot said, "and standing by."

GOLDEN BUDDHA "Good," the president said. "Then |
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IN WASHINGTON, B.C., hands-off was becoming hands-on.
Langston Overholt sat in aroom off the Ova Office, waiting for
the president to reappear. Truitt had notified Hanley of his successful
mission. Hanley had faxed the detailsto Cabrillo in Tibet. Once that

was done, he had telephoned Overholt and reported the news.

Overholt then made hisway to the White House to report to the



president.

"For someone who was supposed to be outside the loop,” the president

said, entering the room, "I'm as wrapped up in thisas akittenin

ayanbdl."

It was early morning in Washington, and the president had been

preparing for bed when he had been summoned. He was dressed in gray

sweetpants and ablue T-shirt. He was drinking aglass of orangejuice.

He gtared a Overhalt, then grinned. ™Y ou must know | stay up late

and watch Saturday Night Live."

"Dont dl paliticians, 9r?* Overholt asked.

"Probably," the president said. "It was dways the rumor that it cost

Gerdd Ford the dection.”

"How did it go, Sr?' Overholt asked.

"Qatar wasagimme," he said eadly. "Me and Mr. d-Thani areold

friends. Brunei was not such a pushover. The sultan needed afew concessions

--| gave them, and he agreed.”

"I'm sorry we needed to involve you, Sr," Overholt said. "But the



contractors were short of both men and time."

"Have you got the last vote?' the president asked. "IsLaosin the

beg’?"

Overholt glanced at hiswatch before answering. "Not yet, Sr,” he

sad, "but wewill haveit in about fifteen minutes.”

"I'll ingtruct the ambassador to the United Nationsto cal for a

gpecid voteinthe morning,” the president said. "If your guys can hold

down thefort for six hours or so, we're home free."

“I'll notify them immediately, sr," Overholt said, risng.
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m going to catch afew hours

of shuteye.”

A Secret Service agent led Overholt down the elevator and into the

secret tunnel. Twenty minuteslater hewasin his car and on hisway

back to Langley.



THE WHITE 747 cargo plane dowed to astop at the end of the
runway in Vientiane, then taxied over to a parking area.and shut

down the engines. Once everything was shut down, the pilot began the
process of raising the entire nose conein the air, opening up theimmense
cargo area. Once the nose wasin the air, cargo ramps were attached to

adot in the open front of the fusdlage.

Then, one by one, cars were driven out onto the tarmac.

Thefirgt was alime-green Plymouth Superbird with ahemi-engine.

The second, a1971 Ford Mustang Boss 302 in yellow with the shaker

hood, rear dats over the window and the quarter-mile clock in the dashboard.
Thethird was a 1967 Pontiac GTO convertible, red with ablack

interior, red-linetiresand air conditioning. The last was a 1967 Corvette

in Greenwood green, with the factory speed package and locking rear

differentid.

The man who carefully removed the cars from insde the 747 was
of medium height with thick brown hair. As soon asthelast car, the
Corvette, was on the runway, he reached into the glove box, removed

aletter, then climbed out and lit up a Camd filter.

"Y ou must be the generd,” he said to aman gpproaching followed



by adozen soldiers.

"Yes," the generd said.

"I'm Keith Lowden," the man said. "l wastold to giveyou this™"
The genera scanned the letter, folded it and placed it in hisrear

pants pocket. "These dl origind ?*

"They are," Lowden said. "The serid numbersal match.”

L owden then motioned to the generd to walk over to the Superbird
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and started explaining the car, the documentation and the rare options.

By the time L owden had finished with the second car, the Boss 302, the

generd stopped him.

"Y ou want--" he started to say just as Lowden's cell phone rang.

"Sorry," Lowden said as he answered. He listened for aminute, then

turned to the generd.

"They want to know if it'saded," he said, placing his hand over

the telephone.

The generd nodded his head in the affirmative.

"He said okay," Lowden said.

A second later he hung up the telephone and turned back to the

genera. "Now, what were you about to ask me?"

"l waswondering if you had timeto spend the night herein my

country," the genera said, "so we might talk about the cars.”

"l don't know," Lowden said, smiling. "This country have any

beer?"



"Some of the best,” the genera said, smiling back.

"Good," Lowden said. " 'Cause you can't talk carswhen you're

thirgy."

PO AND HIS team were searching throughout Lhasa, but they had

yet to turn up asingle U.S. or European citizen. The Sx members

of histeam were dl Tibetan, and Po didn't care for them much. First

of dl, like most people, he hated traitors--and any way you diced it,
Tibetans that worked for the PSB had sold out to the Chinese. In the
second part, the men gppeared lazy; they did the questioning in a haphazard
fashion and didn't seem to be committed to finding the people

Po was seeking. Thirdly, for being members of the country's crack police

sarvice, they didn't seem to have much training in police procedures.

Po, for his part, had little choice, so he doubled his own efforts and

hoped for the best.

"AT"HE SON-OF-A-BITCHES," CABRILLO said angrily, "it'slike put-.A ting

an atomic bomb in the Vatican."

Zhuren had just given them the Site of the poison gas. It wasin

Pota a, the home of the DAai Lama, and one of the most sacred of



gructuresin dl of Tibet. The Chinese plan was evil, but ingenious.
Potalasat on ahill outsde of town; if onewaited until the windswere

right, you could blanket L hasain ameatter of minutes.

Seng nodded, then reached for his beeping radio. "Go ahead, Oregon,” he said.

"Is Cabillo therewith you?"

"Hold on," Seng said, handing him the radio.

"Juan," Hanley said quickly, "we have the votes. All you need to

do iskeep it together for another few hours and help will be on the

way.

"What's the latest on the Russians?' Cabrillo asked.

"They're five hours from the Mongolian-Tibetan border," Hanley

sad, staring at the large monitor on thewall, "give or take."

"Cdl and have them dow the tank column down," Cabrillo said.

"If they reach the border before the vote, we could have World War

Three on our hands."

"I'll doit," Hanley said. "Now, what's happening on the ground?'



"| just found out the Chinese have one last trick up their deeve,”

Cabrillo sad. "A doomsday ges.”

"Do you know the location and type?' Hanley said.

Cabrillo rattled off the chemica compostion.

"WEelIl get to work here figuring out how to render the gasinert,”

Hanley said.

"Good," Cabrillo said. "That frees me up to pinpoint the exact

location."

"Somehow," Hanley said, "'l knew you were going to say that."
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The only hope wasif the news media could shine the beacon of

truth on China.



If the world could be shown viatelevison that the Tibetans had
overthrown their oppressors on their own and that the control of Tibet
was in the hands of the people and their divine leader the Daa Lama,
then any bombing by Chinawould be taken for what it was-—-a sensdless
act of brutdity. The ensuing worldwide condemnation would be a burden

even Chinacould not bear.

Hanley placed a call to Bhutan and ordered the C-130 to prepare

to evacuate histeam.

'/ LIMBER ONE," MURPHY said, "to Rescue."

THE OREGON WAS surging into the Bay of Bengal in preparation

for the team's extraction. Word of the street fighting in Lhasahad

reached the news media. Televison crews, newspaper and magazine reporters,
and radio teamswere making fina preparationsto enter the

country. To maintain the veil of secrecy necessary for the Corporation

to conduct business, they needed to be away from Tibet before the reporters

appeared.



So far the plan had worked like clockwork, but there was till awild

card to contend with.

The Russian ruse had successfully tied up the Chinese army far to

the north, but the risk now was from the Chinese air force. If Beijing
ordered squadrons of bombers and fighter planesto attack the country,
the results would be catastrophic. The Dungkar forces had limited
means to wage ground-to-air warfare. Carpet bombing of Lhasawould

result in heavy losses.

Gurt was steering the Bell 212 above amountain plain with

jagged peaksto each sde. Severd milesin the distance, the rescue helicopter
was visble on the ground. As Murphy watched through his

binoculars, the rotor blade started to spin, then gain speed until it was

justablur.

"Rescue One," the radio squawked. "We have visua and will follow

adong.”

Murphy watched asthe hdlicopter lifted into a high hover, then
dowly began to move forward. Passing to one side, Murphy craned his
head to the rear and confirmed they were in formation behind and to

onesde.



"How areyou feding?' he said over theintercom to Gurt.

"My shoulder fedslike I've been kicked by amule," he noted, "but

dl indl, I'm not doing too bad.”

"I'd like to know what Gampo gave you," Murphy said.

"Some ancient Tibetan potion,” Gurt said, staring & the gauges. "'l

just hopeit lasts."

"| gpoke to the Oregon,” Murphy said. "One of the backup pilots

will fly you back to Bhutan."
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"Heck of aded," Gurt said. "I thought | was agoner.”



"Metoo, old buddy,” Murphy said quietly. "Metoo."

FOR THE CHINESE, the battle for Lhasawas dl but over. They had
lost theinitiative when King stopped the movement of the armored
column. From that point on, the Dungkar forces had been seized by a

rage that showed no boundaries.

Teams under the leadership of General Rimpoche had spread out
through Lhasa, rounding up Chinese troopsin their barracks and el sewhere.
Thewar for the motor pool was bloody, but after forty minutes

of fierce fighting, the Dungkar had taken control.

"Thiswasdl thered paint availablein town," a Dungkar warrior

said as he did to a stop insde the fenced yard of the motor pool.

Genera Rimpoche was sitting in the passenger seet of a Chinese
jeep with abloody bandage wrapped around hislower leg. A red-hot
chunk of shrapnd from afragmentary grenade had hit him as he was

leading the last chargein the battle.

"Mark the captured armored personnd carriers and the three remaining

tankswith the Dda Lamas symboal," he said, coughing, "then

dert our forces that these vehicles are under our control.”

The man scurried off to fulfill the request while a the sametime his



aide approached.

"I've found adozen men with at least basic knowledge of how to

drive" the aide said. "We can have the vehicles on the streets of the

city as soon asthey are painted.”

"Good," Rimpoche said. "We need to show we'rein control.”

Right at that instant, he heard a helicopter gpproaching from Gong-gar.

Hewatched asit passed overhead and headed for Potala.

ETECTIVE PO AND his Tibetan underlings had just escaped a

moab of Tibetansintent on capturing them. Po was now on the out
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skirtsof Lhasa at the east end of the city. More and more he was consdering

hismisson afailure. Either there was no one answering the

description of the people he sought, or the Tibetans he and his men had



questioned were lying. But the Situation went deeper than that. In the

last half hour, Po had fet thetide turn.

More and more he was feding like the hunted, not the hunter.

Hislast call to the Public Security Bureau had gone unanswered,
and dthough it might be afigment of hisimagination, he wasthinking

the Tibetans assigned to help him had begun eyeing him differently.

Right then, ahdicopter flew overhead and s owed to touch down

on the flats bdlow Potda

"Stop the truck," Po ordered.

The driver dowed and stopped. The helicopter was only two hundred
yards away and the skids had just touched the ground. Straining

to watch with hisbinoculars, Po waited until the dust from the rotor
wash had cleared and the occupants climbed out. The leader of the
group was wearing a helmet, and he was pointing out aspot on the
pal ace grounds to the other men who had climbed out. At that ingtant,
Po saw the man remove a portabl e telephone from hisbelt. Then he

removed the helmet to hear.

Po stared through the binoculars. The man's hair waswornina

short blond crew cut, but hisface was familiar. Po watched.



YOU'RE SURE, MAX?" Cabrillo asked.
"I just received confirmation,” said Hanley, athousand miles

away on the Oregon,

"Good, I'mgoing in," Cabrillo said.

"Themediaisontheir way," Hanley said, "and the Dda Lamahas

dready left India. Both are dueto arrivein Lhasain just over an hour.

We need you all out of there posthaste. |'ve dispatched the C-130 from

Thimbu, and Seng is rounding everyone up. Just get this done--and get

out of there"
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"All | can say isthat you'd better have some beer on board that
plane" Cabrillo sad, laughing.

"Betonit," Hanley said.

THE SMILE. THE smilewas the same asthat of the man on the
tape. Po did the binoculars back in the case and turned to the

driver. "To Potala"

LY THE CARGO tothat level and unload it," Cabrillo said, pointing
to astark white center section of the palace, "then start

searching. I'll meet you on the courtyard that abutsthe taller section.”

The Dungkar in charge of the detail nodded.

"I'm going to take the stair and search the lower levels," Cabrillo
sad, removing asmall portable oxygen tank from insde the helicopter
and strapping it on his back. He attached a nose clip, turned on the

flow of oxygen, then Sarted up the Sairs.



A few minutes later, the helicopter lifted off the flats and dropped

off the Dungkar and cargo. Four minutes|later, the truck carrying Po
and the Public Security Bureau members did to astop at the bottom of
the stairs. Po unholstered his pistol and, followed by the others, started
up the stairs. Caborillo disappeared out of sight in thefirst structure

bordering the Sairs.

The helicopter, now empty, parked on the flats near the truck.

The pilot noticed the truck and radioed the Oregon.

"It has markings from the Public Security Bureau,” he said.

"I'll call Cabrillo,” Hanley said, "but | wouldn't worry about it right

now. We're recelving sporadic radar returns here. We have yet to determine

the source. Watch overhead.”

GEORGE ADAMS HAD stopped and refueled the Chinese attack helicopter
twice. Chuck Gunderson still had haf atank. For the

most part, their mission so far had been quiet. Gunderson had been



cdled in to monitor thefighting at the motor pool, but the Dungkar had gained control fast enough that
they never needed his makeshift

gunship. Adams had yet to locate a clear target to fire upon. In the last
twenty minutes, the Situation had changed--other than afew pockets
of smdl-armsfirein the city, it gppeared that Lhasawas now firmly
under Dungkar control. Both men could see the transformation clearly

from the air--the war was almost over.

"Gorgeous George, thisis Tiny," Gunderson said over theradio.
"Hey, Chuckie," George said, "you as bored as| am?"

"I'm telling you--" Gunderson started to say.

"Thisis Climber One," Murphy said. "A trio, meaning three, Chinese
fightersjust blew past me and Rescue One. We are fifty miles out

of Lhasainbound for Gonggar.”

"All Corporation members, thisisthe Oregon,” Hanley said. "We

have detected three Chinese fightersinbound from the northern theater.

Assume them as unfriendly. Prepare to take cover. All offensveforces

report in now."

"Predator, ready,” Lincoln said from his remote station in Bhutan.

"Attack One, ready,” Adams said.

"Gunship One, ready," Gunderson said.



"I'm sorry, people,” Hanley said. "They must have dippedin low
under the radar. We now have intermittent returns and expect arriva

in minutes."

The three fighters roared down the canyon from the north toward

Lhasa

CABRILLO WASIN a/large prayer room with small roomsto each
side. He was searching each room one at atime, but the going

was dow. Po and histeam had made it up the stairs. Po paused outside
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the door with hispigtol inthe air and peered insde. Then, seeing no
one, he crept insde. Cabrillo was searching through alarge stack of
wooden cratesin a storeroom. His attention was focused on locating
the poison gas, so he was unaware that Po and his men were outside.
The crates contained scrolls, old textbooks and documents. Wiping his

hands, hewalked out.



Po was standing outside the door with his pistol trained on Cébrillo's
chest. The six members of the Public Security Bureau carried rifles,

which they pointed a him aswdll.

Cabrillo smiled. "Morning, men," hesaid eadlly. " Just changing the

filtersin the furnace. Thisold paace can get amite drafty when it

snows."

"I'm Detective Ling Po from the Macau Congtabulatory, and you're

under arrest for theft and murder.”

"Murder?' Cébrillo said quietly. "I didn't kill anyone.”

"Y our little Buddha theft and the subsequent escape | eft three Chinese

citizensdead.”

"Do you mean when the Chinese navy attacked my boat?' Cabrillo

sid. "They garted it."

Right at that instant, the first fighter plane passed over Lhasa, and

al hdl broke out.

MURPHY'SWARNING GAVE Adams and Gunderson just enough

timeto prepare. Adams clung to the Sde of amountain west of



Lhasa, pointing histail boom toward the fighters. Gunderson clung to
the mountains on the east Sde with the mini-gun ready tofire. The
Predator wasin adow orbit over Gonggar, ready to protect the area.
Thefighters passed over Lhasaand unleashed their chain guns, killing
scores of Tibetans, then they continued toward the airport. A minute

or so later, thefighters neared Gonggar and the antiaircraft guns opened
fire. Flying through flak, the lead fighter pilot passed over the arport,

then made a sweeping left turn back toward Lhasa. Slowly ahelicopter
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gppeared againg the mountain. Then a puff of smoke and aflaming

spear emerged from under the fusdlage.

Adams watched the video camera and made adjustments asthe missile
streaked toward the fighter. HEd aimed for the main fusdage. What

he hit was awing. The pilot gected and Adams saw a chute open.

In atextbook maneuver, the second fighter pilot had broken right.
He was racing back toward Lhasawhen atarget showed on hisradar
scope off hisleft wing. Before he could react, a Chinese cargo plane

appeared. Confused for a second by the appearance of a seemingly



friendly force, the pilot hesitated firing.

"Open up,” Gunderson shouted to the rear.

The Tibetan gunner let loose with avolley that stitched the side of
the fighter like a shotgun blast to the gut of aduck. The man kept firing

even after the plane passed from view.

"I think you got him," Gunderson shouted back. "Hold off."

Gunderson made a sweeping turn and caught aglimpse asthe flaming

wreckage soun into amountain. There was no gection, no savation.

Assoon asthe third fighter realized they were being fired upon, he
made asteep climb straight up in the air. The Predator was hot on his

tall.

"Frefour,” Lincoln said over theradio ashe blew off dl hisremaining

misslesat once.

The et raced into the heavens, but the lighter and smdler missiles

were faster.

The Tibetans on the ground watched as the white contrail from the

jet made astraight line up into the sky. Two sets of twin tendrils of



steam followed. Then, high over Lhasa, afireball erupted. Thethree

fighterswould fight no more.

GO SEE WHAT that was," Po ordered one of the Tibetans.

The man walked out and stared down at the city, then
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walked back insde. "Planes attacking,” was al he said when he returned.

"That's the Chinese, retaking the city,” Po said. "In afew

minutes-"



Just then Cabrillo's telephone rang. So he answered it.

"Excuseme,”" he said to Po, holding hishand over the receiver.

"Right,” Cabrillo said. "Okay, good. No, not yet, there hasbeen a

dight snag. ThereisaMacau policeman herethat's-"

Po did hispistol in his holster and batted the telephone to the floor.

"Y ou shouldn't have donethat,” Cabrillo said. "I didn't buy the

extended warranty."

Po was enraged. His control was dipping and he needed it back

now.

On the Oregon, Hanley was till listening to the open line.
"Agang thewall," Po said, dragging Cabrillo againgt astone wall,

then stepping back.



Cabrillo stood there, the redlization of what was happening dowly

dawning.

"What do you think, Po" he spat. "That you're judge, jury and

executioner?'

"Men," Posdd, "lineup.”

The Tibetansformed afiring line, their rifles at their shoulders.
On the Oregon, Eric Stonewas next to Hanley, lisening in. "Sir," |

hesad, "what can we do?"

Hanley raised hishand to quiet him.

"On behdf of the Macau authorities," Po said, "1 have heard your
admission of guilt and find you guilty of murder. Y our sentenceis degth

by firing squad, at thistime and place.”

Stonelooked in horror a Hanley, whose face remained impassve.



"Do you have any last words or pleas?' Po asked.
"Yes," Cabrillo said. "'l ask that you stop this nonsense immediately
--thereisadeadly gas somewherein thispalace, and if | don't find

it soon, we dl will die"
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"Enough of your lies," Po thundered. "Men, prepareto fire."

Cabrillo brushed his hand dong his crew-cut hair, then smiled and

winked.

"Fire," Po shouted.

A volley of shotsrang out and the prayer room wasfilled with the

scent of gunpowder.

THERE THEY ARE," theleader of the Dungkar detail said.



Three stainless-sted canisters were marked with Chinese symbols.
The Dungkar erected the apparatus to burn off the gas, then
started to dressin gas masks and rubber gloves. The gas had been right

where Zhuren had said.

"Has anyone seen the American?' the Dungkar |eader asked.

The answer came back negative.

"Sowly and carefully start to destroy the gas,” the leader said. "'I'm

going downgtairsto report.”

THE SMOKE CLEARED and Cabrillo was till standing.

One of the Public Security Bureau officers reached over and
took Po's handgun from hisholster. Then he did aquick pat-down

search to look for other weapons.

"Y ou missed," Cabrillo said, wiping afleck of blood off his cheek

from where achip of stone had struck.



Stone looked over at Hanley, who smiled. "The Tibetans are with

us" heexplained. "They have been dl dong.”

Stoneraised hisarmsin the air in exasperation. "No onetellsme

anything," hesaid.

Cabrillo was walking over to pick up his telephone when the Dungkar leader burst into the room. He
dtared at the scene in shock. Against

thefar wall was alarge outline of aman that had been made by the
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bullets gtriking the stone. Five PSB officers were standing with rifles,

while alone PSB officer was placing another man in handcuffs.

"Wefound thegas" the Dungkar blurted out. "We're burning it



off now.

Cabrillo bent down and retrieved the telephone. "Max," he said,

"did you hear that?'

"l did, Juan," Hanley said. "Now get the hdll out of there.”

Cabrillo folded the telephonein half and did it in his pocket. "Nor-quay,

| assume?' he asked the leader of the PSB officers.

"Yes, dr," the officer answered.

"Asss the Dungkar with the destruction of the gas," Cabrillo said.

"Then secure Potdla. General Rimpoche will be in contact with you

soon--thanks for your help.”

Norquay nodded.

"ToaFree Tibet," Cabrillo shouted.

"ToaFreeTibet," the men answered.

Cabrillo began walking toward the door.

"Sir?' Norquay sad, "therésjust one morething.”



Cabrillo paused.

"What do you want usto do with him?' Norquay said, motioning

to Po.

Cabrillo smiled. "Let himgo.”

Cabrillo reached for the door handle. "But take his uniform and

papers. He's just too emotional to be apoliceman.”

Then Cabrillo walked out the door, climbed down the steps and

boarded the helicopter. Five minutes later he was back at Gonggar Airport.
Ten minuteslater he and histeam were airborne in the C-130.

They passed the fleet of leased hdlicoptersin the air, headed for Bhutan,
and the pilot of the C-130 wagged hiswings. The helicopters returned

the good-bye by flicking on their landing lights.

Then the team settled in for the short flight. Soon they'd be back on

the Oregon.

IN BEIJING, NEWS of the eventsin Tibet wasfiltering in, and ahurried

meseting was held.



Presdent Jintao was direct. "What are our options?' he asked.

"We could send bombersto hit Lhasa," the head of the Chinese air

force said. "Then ready paratroopersfor alater assault.”

"But that leaves us short on the Mongolian border," Jintao noted.

"What'sthe |atest intelligence on the Russian movements?'

The head of Chinese intelligence was a short man with a pronounced

belly. He adjusted his glasses before speaking. "The Russian forces are

enough for them to sweep down and flank our troopsthat are currently

gtill headed down the passinto Qingha Province. If they supported their

effortswith air power, we could lose both Qinghal and Xinjiang Provinces,

basicdly the entire western frontier.”

"That would give them control of our secret advanced weapons fa-
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cilitiesat Lop Nur, plusagood portion of our space program,” Jintao

sadweaily.

"I'm afraid S0, dr," the head of intelligence noted.

"Okay--" Jintao Sarted to say before his aide rushed into the room

and walked over and whispered in his ear.

"Gentlemen,” President Jintao said, "continue discussons--1 have
an emergency meeting. The Russian ambassador isingsting wetak and

has arrived ahead of his scheduled mesting.”

The Russian ambassador was waiting in an outer office. Herose as
Jntao waked into the room. "Mr. President,” he said solicitoudy, "l
gpologize for moving up the time of our meeting, but the president of

my country inssted | see you immediately.”

"Do you come bringing adeclaration of war?' Jintao asked directly,
motioning the Russian to take a seat on a couch near awindow with a

view of the outer gardens.



The Russian ambassador sat on the left end of the couch, Jintao

farther down on theright.

"No, Mr. Presdent,” the Russian ambassador said, straightening his

auit pants. "'l come with abusiness offer that can put an end to the

tension between our countries, aswell as placing your economy on solid

footing again.”

Jntao gared at hiswatch before answering. "Y ou have five

minutes.”

The Russian ambassador explained it dl infour.

"So you are convinced you can pull aUN Security Council vote?!

Jintao said after he was through.

"Wecan," the Russan said.

"What do we get if we go dong with the vote?' Jintao asked. "If

Chinavotestogodong."

The Russian ambassador smiled. "World peace?’

"I wasthinking of alarger percentage of thefied.”



Two minuteslater, the Russan had his offer.

"Mr. President,” he said, "alow me to make atelephone cal.”

"Tdl them | want your armored column stopped immediately,” Jintao

sad, "confirmed by satdllite reconnaissance.”

Eight minutes |ater, the new percentages would be confirmed and
the Russian armored column would grind to a hdt. Further negotiations

would continue right up until the UN vote.

AT THE SAME ingtant the Russian ambassador was calling Moscow,
the C-130 containing the Corporation team was crossing into India
Off theright wing the jet carrying the Dalai Lamahome passed.

The pilot of the jet wagged hiswings and the pilot of the C-130 reciprocated.

Lessthan an hour later, the team reached Calcutta, India, and was

met by the Corporation's amphibious airplane. Within minutes of the

C-130 touching down, the crew was being flown out to the ship.

By sundown on March 31, the Oregon was steaming south in the

Bay of Bengd.

On the deck, Hanley and Caborillo watched the setting sun.



"I got acal from Overholt after you left Cacutta," Hanley said.

"I'm sureit wasthe usua,” Cabrillo said. "Rah, rah, good job. The

checkisinthemall.”

"He did mention that, and awire transfer that Halpert has dready

confirmed.”

"What else?' Cabrillo asked.

"He has another job for us," Hanley said.

"Where?' Cabrillo asked.

"Theland of the midnight sun, Mr. Chairman," Hanley said. "The

Arctic Circle

Cabrillo sniffed the sdlt air, then began walking for the hatch insde.

"Come on, you can explain over dinner."

"It had better be dinner and drinks," Hanley said. "I haven't had a

cocktail since Cuba"

"Cuba," Cabrillo said wearily. "Seemslike years ago."
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EPILOGUE

THERE EXIST SNIPPETS of history etched into the fabric of time
and so perfectly formed that they may never be duplicated. Seemingly
scripted by apower with perfect timing and blessed with scenes

that know no bounds, these moments exist to be captured on film, to

be remembered and cherished for centuriesto come.

These snippets do not happen often. They are as rare as the perfect
turn on skis, as ddightful as homemadeice cream in the hot sun. They
exist to remind man thereis hope. They exist to show promise. They

exigt for generations yet unborn.

The Dala Lamasreturn to Lhasawas one of these events.



April 1, 2005, dawned with clear skies and no wind. The snowcapped
mountai ns surrounding the city appeared to be close enough that

one could run hisfingertip across the sharp crests. Thevery air in Lhasa
seemed dive with energy. It filled the lungs of the faithful with ahope

dlent for decades and soothed and cooled the fires of war.

"Unbelievable," areporter for aLos Angeles newspaper said quietly.

It was an image from Shangri-la. PotdaPalace was glistening likea
miragein the mind of acomplicated man. The hillsde surrounding the

pal ace was covered with aflowing field of red and blue blooming flowers
that spilled down the hill in awaterfal of color. One thousand Buddhist
monksin yellow robesfilled the steps from top to bottom like a colored
strip of DNA molecules. On the lower buildings, parts of the green roofs
were visible, adding contrast, while the white rocks of the structure
seemed to have been scrubbed clean of dirt asaresult of the cloak of
oppression being lifted. High overhead ahawk circled lazily on the

warming ar.

The chosen one was coming home.

Nearly amile avay, on the large flat meadow below Potala, amonk

stepped over to asix-foot-tall gong suspended from adark, carved

wooden frame. He glanced at the Dda Lama, who was Sitting atop a



gold gilded throne chair. The throne chair was topped with afringed
S|k awning, supported by wooden poles at the corners and held aoft

by sx stout monks who walked in unison with the throne chair.

The six monks chanted a single-word chant and the wood-and-leather

hammer struck the gong.

The sound of the gong filled the air. One, two, until it sounded three
times. And then the procession started forward. The Ngagpa, carrying
the symbolic whed of life, led the column. Directly behind the Ngagpa
were Tibetan horsemen, their steeds decorated with ceremonia blankets
whose intricate needlepoint depicted scenes from Tibetan history. The
horsemen wove their mounts back and forth in a choreographed display
of precison. In their hands were triangular flags attached to long bronze
staffs that were capped with fluted tops. To the rear of the horsemen
were two dozen archers with bows at parade rest against their shoulders.
They marched in perfect harmony. Next came adozen porters carrying
cagesfilled with songbirds that chirped a song of freedom and happiness.

The porters were followed by fifty-five monks from the Dalai
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Lama's home monastery at Namgyad. They chanted in asingle voice



and carried in their hands the sacred texts.

Next were more horsemen, four dozen in total, who were also musicians.
They played ther flutes and stringed insruments while they

Steered their mounts with their knees. The horse-mounted musicians
were followed by monks from the Tsedrung Order, who represented the
government of Tibet, followed by children waving thin, pointed, ornately

colored flagsthat danced through the air like kiteswithout tails.

To the rear of the children was another group of horsemen with

serious faces, dressed in Tibetan army uniforms of green cloaks and red
hats. They steered their horses afew feet forward, then stopped. A few
more feet, then a pause again. These soldiers carried the Tibetan Sedls
of State. Just to the rear of the soldiers carrying the Seals of State were
ten smple monks, barefoot and dressed in yellow robes. The ten monks

were humming loudly.

The Golden Buddha came next. It sat on aplain wagon pulled by a

snglehorse.

Only afew feet behind the Golden Buddha was the throne chair

containing the Dala Lama.

Two hundred thousand Tibetans lined the procession route leading

to Potala. They massed on both sides of the cleared path through the



meadow. The day they had prayed and hoped for over these last decades
wasfinaly here--and they dlowed their joy to wash across the land.

As soon as the Golden Buddha appeared, the crowd went wild.

A roar erupted, and the faithful prostrated themselves onto the hard

soil, then began to chant as one.

The Dda Lamabegan passing through the crowd and witnessed the
tears of joy on the cheeks of the faithful. The sight filled him with happiness,

duty and honor, and it caused him to smile.

Following the throne chair were members of the Ddai Lamasinner
cabinet, the Kasag. Next came the Kusun Depon, the Dala Lama's bodyguards,

dressed in their black padded suits and carrying their curved
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swords. Following the bodyguards was the commander in chief of the

Tibetan army, the Mak-chi, and aplatoon of soldiers.

The Mak-chi and the soldiers were dressed in their ceremonia uniforms
consgting of blue trousers and yellow tunics covered in gold
braid. They marched in dow and perfect cadence, with their boots making

atimed thumping sound asthey struck the soil. Next werethe Dalai



Lamas religioustutors and teachers, aswell asfamily and friends.

At the rear of the procession came awagon with atiger in acage,
followed by asingle horseman holding athirty-foot-tall staff flying the
formerly outlawed Tibetan flag. The parade was both magisterid and
magnificent. It was based on two thousand years of tradition and
strengthened by fifty-five years of exile.

The procession continued toward Potala

AT THE BASE of the eighty-foot-tall foundation wall of Potaa, four
hundred laborers had worked eight hours the night before to build
aseries of stone steps leading from the edge of the meadow to the top
of thewall. As soon asthe firgt of the procession reached the lowest
step, they parted to each side, like the flow of water in a stream being
split by aboulder, then took their positions aongside the temporary

Sarway.

Once the Golden Buddha reached the base of the steps, the ten
monkswalked over, formed aladder with their arms, then carried the
Buddha up the steps and placed it on the top of thewall. Then they

descended the stairway as the throne chair containing the Dalai Lama s owed and stopped at the base.
Onasgnd fromthe Dda Lama, the

monks carrying the throne chair bowed down on their knees, then swiveled

to the sde. Holding the throne chair only inches above the ground,



they waited until the Dda Lamaclimbed off the chair onto the thick
woven carpet that lay upon the ground. Breething asigh of rdlief asthe

weight was removed from the chair, the monkswaited until the Daai
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Lamagtarted up the stairs, then they set the throne chair upon the

ground and roseto their feet.

With asoul seeped in tradition and divindy inspired, the Dda Lama

ascended the stairway .

Reaching the top, he dowly turned and stared out at the crowd. The
mass of humanity stretched across the meadow and onto the surrounding
hillsdes. He bowed his head, then closed his eyesfor amoment.

Then he spoke.



"I have missed you," hesaid smply.

The crowd, so subdued only seconds before, once again erupted into

chears.

Twenty minutes would pass before it quieted down enough for the

Dda Lamato spesk again.
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