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Аннотация
An esteemed former CIA director dies off the coast of Maine.
Another senior CIA officer is found dead of a "heart attack" in a posh Paris hotel. Counterspy Alex Hawke and his friend Ambrose Congreve think this could be more than coincidence. Hawke discovers that the victims are connected through one man: Spider Hyde, a rogue intelligence officer whose dangerous exploits got him barred from the CIA. Now Spider believes he's been wronged and is out for vengeance — and Alex Hawke is his number-one target.
Hawke's only hope is to lure his deadly enemy into a trap he can't escape — and it's a place Hawke knows better than anyone: his seaside home in Bermuda.


Ted Bell
What Comes Around


CHAPTER 1

The bright blue waters of Penobscot Bay beckoned, and Cam Hooker paused to throw open his dressing room window. Glorious morning, all right. Sunlight sparkled out on the bay, flashing white seabirds wheeled and dove above. He took a deep breath of pine-scented Maine air and assessed the morning’s weather. Sunny now, but threatening skies. Fresh breeze out of the east, and a moderate chop, fifteen knots sustained, maybe gusting to thirty. Barometer falling, increased cloudiness, possible thunderheads moving in from the west by mid-morning. Chance of rain showers later on, oh, sixty to seventy per cent, give or take.
Perfect.
Certainly nothing an old salt like Cameron Hooker couldn’t handle.
It was Sunday, praise the Lord, his favorite day of the week. The day he got to take himself, his New York Times, his Marlboros, and whatever tattered paperback spy novel he was currently headlong into reading for the third time (an old Alistair MacLean) out on his boat for a few tranquil hours of peace and quiet and bliss.
Hooker had sailed her, his black ketch Maracaya, every single Sunday morning of his life, for nigh on forty years now, rain or shine, sleet, hail, or snow.
Man Alone. A singleton. Solitary.
It was high summer again, and summer meant grandchildren by the dozen. Toddlers, rugrats, and various ragamuffins running roughshod throughout his rambling old seaside cottage on North Haven Island. Haven? Hah! Up and down the back stairs they rumbled, storming through his cherished rose gardens, dashing inside and out, marching through his vegetable patches like jackbooted thugs and even invading the sanctuary of his library, all the while shouting at peak decibels some mysterious new battle cry, “Huzzah! Huzzah!” picked up God knew where.
It was the Revolutionary War victory cheer accorded to General George Washington, he knew that, but this intellectually impoverished gizmo generation had not a clue who George Washington was! Of that much, at least, he was certain.
You knew you were down in the deep severe when not a single young soul in your entire clan had the remotest clue who the hell the Father of Our Country was!
Back in Hook’s day, portraits of the great man beamed benevolence down at you from every wall of every classroom. He was our Father, the Father of our country. Your country! Why, if you had told young Cam back then that in just one or two generations, the General himself would have been scrubbed clean from the history — why, he would have—
“What are you thinking about, dear?” his wife said, interrupting his dark reverie at the breakfast table later that morning. Gillian was perusing what he’d always referred to as the “Women’s Sports Section.” Sometimes known as the bridal pages in the Sunday edition of the New York Times. Apparently, it was the definitive weekly “Who’s Who” of who’d married whom last week. For all those out there who, like his wife of sixty years, were still keeping score, he supposed.
“You’re frowning, dear,” she said.
“Hmm.”
He scratched his grizzled chin and sighed, gazing out at the forests of green trees reaching down to the busy harbor. On the surface, all was serene. But even now a mud-caked munchkin wielding a blue Frisbee bat advanced stealthily up the hill, stalking one of his old chocolate Labs sleeping in the foreground.
“Will you look at that?” he mused.
Gillian put the paper down and peered at him over the toaster.
“What is it, dear?”
“Oh, nothing. It’s July, you know,” he said, rapping sharply on the window to alert his dog of the impending munchkin attack.
“July? What about it?”
“July is the cruelest month,” he said, not looking up from the Book Review, “Not April. July. That’s all.”
“Oh, good heavens,” she said, and snatched away her paper.
“Precisely,” he said but got no reply.
Dismissed, he stood and leaned across the table to kiss his wife’s proffered cheek.
“It’s your own damn fault, Cam Hooker,” she said, stroking his own freshly shaved cheek. “If you’d relent for once in your life, if you’d only let them have a television, just one! That old RCA black and white portable up in the attic would do nicely. Or even one of those handheld computer thingies, whatever they’re called. Silence would reign supreme in this house once more. But no. Not you.”
“A television? In this house?” he said. “Oh, no. Not in this house. Never!”
Grabbing his smokes, his newspapers and his canvas sail bag and swinging out into the backyard, slamming the screen door behind him, he headed down the sloping green lawn to his dock. The old Hooker property, some fifteen acres of it, was right at the tip of Crabtree Point, with magnificent views of the Fox Islands Thorofare inlet and the Camden Hills to the west. He was the fifth generation of Hookers to summer on this island, not that anyone cared a whit about such things anymore. His ancestor, Captain Osgood Hooker, had first come here from Boston to “recuperate from the deleterious effects of the confinements of city life,” as he’d put it in a letter Cam had found in a highboy in the dining room. Traditions, history, common sense and common courtesy, things like that, all gone to hell or by the wayside. Hell, they were trying to get rid of Christmas! Some goddamn school district in Ohio had banned the singing of “Silent Night.” “Silent Night”!
He could see her out there at the far end of the dock when he crested the hill. Just the sight of her never failed to move him. His heart skipped a beat, literally, every time she hove into view.
Maracaya was her name.
She was an old Alden-design ketch and he’d owned her for longer than time. Forty feet on the waterline, wooden hull, gleaming black Awlgrip, with a gold cove stripe running along her flank beneath the gunwales. Her decks were teak, her spars were Sitka-spruce, and she was about as yar as any damn boat currently plying the waters of coastal Maine, in his humble opinion.
Making his way down the hill to the sun-dappled water, he couldn’t take his eyes off her.
She’d never looked better.
He had a young kid this summer, sophomore at Yale, living down here in the boathouse. The boy helped him keep Maracaya in proper Bristol fashion. She was a looker, all right, but she was a goer, too. He’d won the Block Island Race on her back in ’87, and then the Nantucket Opera Cup the year after that. Now, barely memories, just dusty trophies on the mantel in some people’s goddamn not-so-humble opinion.
“ ’Morning, Skipper,” the crew-cut blond kid said, popping his head up from the companionway. “Coffee’s on below, sir. You’re good to go.”
“Thanks, Ben, good on ya, mate.”
“Good day for it, sir,” the young fellow said, looking up at the big blue sky with his big white smile. He was a good kid, this Ben Sparhawk. Sixth-generation North Haven, dad and granddad were both hardworking lobstermen. Came from solid Maine stock, too. Men from another time, men who could toil at being a fisherman, a farmer, sailor, lumberman, a shipwright, and a quarryman, all rolled into one. And master of all.
Salt of the earth, formerly salt of the sea, Thoreau had called such men.
Ben was a history major at New Haven, on a full scholarship. He had a head on his shoulders, he did, and he used it. He came up from the galley below and quickly moved to the portside bow, freeing the forward, spring, and aft mooring lines before leaping easily from the deck down onto the dock.
“Prettiest boat in the harbor she is, sir,” Ben said, looking at her gleaming mahogany topsides with some pride.
“Absofuckinlutely, son,” Cam said, laughing out loud at his good fortune, another glorious day awaiting him out there on the water. He was one of the lucky ones and he knew it. A man in good health, of sound mind, and looking forward to the precious balance of his time here on earth, specifically in the great state of Maine.
Cam Hooker was semiretired from the Agency now. He’d been Director under George H.W. Bush and had had a good run. Under his watch, the CIA was a tightly run ship. No scandals, no snafus, no bullshit, just a solid record of intelligence successes around the world. He was proud of his service to his country and it pained him to see the condition it was in now. Diminished, that was the word, goddamnit. How could the bastards, all of them, let this happen to his magnificent country?
He shook off such thoughts, leaving them well ashore as he stepped aboard his boat. He went aft and climbed down into the cockpit. First thing he did, he kicked his topsiders off so he could feel the warm teak decks on the soles of his feet. He felt better already. Smell that air!
Ben Sparhawk had thoughtfully removed and stowed the sail cover from the mainsail. Cam grabbed the main halyard, took a couple of turns around the starboard winch and started grinding, the big mainsail blooming with fresh Maine air as it rose majestically up the stick.
Some days, when there was no wind to speak of, he’d crank up the old Universal diesel, a forty-two-horsepower lump of steel that had served him well over the decades. Now, with a freshening breeze, he winched the main up, loosing the sheets and letting her sails flop in the wind. The jib was roller-furling, one of his few concessions to modernity, and at his advancing age, a godsend for its ease of use. He also had a storm trysail rigged that he’d deploy when he got out beyond the harbor proper.
“Shove that bow off for me, Ben, willya?” he said, putting the helm over and sheeting in the main.
“Aye, Skipper,” the kid said, and moments later he was pointed in the right direction and moving away from the dock toward the Thorofare running between North Haven and Vinalhaven islands.
He turned to wave good-bye to the youngster, saw him smiling and waving back with both hands. He was surprised to find his old blue eyes suddenly gone all blurry with tears.
By God, he wished he’d had a son like that.

CHAPTER 2

He threaded his way, tacking smartly through the teeming Thorofare. It was crowded as hell, always was this time of year, especially this Fourth of July weekend. Boats and yachts of every description hove into view: the Vinalhaven ferry steaming stolidly across, knockabouts and dinghies, a lovely old Nat Herreshoff gaff-headed Bar Harbor 30; and here came one of the original Internationals built in Norway, sparring with a Luders; and even a big Palmer Johnson stink-pot anchored just off Foy Brown’s Yard, over a hundred feet long he’d guess, with New York Yacht Club burgees emblazoned on her smokestack. Pretty damn fancy for these parts, if you asked him.
As was his custom, once he was in open water he had put her hard over, one mile from shore, and headed for the pretty little harbor over on the mainland at Rockport. Blowing like stink out here now. Clouding up. Front moving in for damn sure. He stood to windward at the helm, both hands on the big wheel, his feet planted wide, and sang a few bars of his favorite sailor’s ditty, sung to the tune of an old English ballad “Robin on the Moor”:
“It was a young captain on Cranberry Isles did dwell;
He took the schooner Arnold, one you all know well.
She was a tops’l schooner and hailed from Calais, Maine;
They took a load from Boston to cross the raging main—”


The words caught in his throat.
He’d seen movement down in the galley below. Not believing his eyes, he looked again. Nothing. Perhaps just a light shadow from a porthole sliding across the cabin floor as he fell off the wind a bit? Nothing at all; and yet it had spooked him there for a second, but he—
“Hello, Cam,” a strange-looking man said, suddenly making himself visible at the foot of the steps down in the galley. And then he was climbing up into the cockpit.
“What the hell?” Cam said, startled.
“Relax. I don’t bite.”
“Who the hell are you? And what the hell are you doing aboard my boat?”
Cam eased the main a bit to reduce the amount of heel and moved higher to the windward side of the helm station. He planted himself and bent his knees, ready for any false move from years of habit in the military and later as a Special Agent out in the field. The stranger made no move other than to plop himself down on a faded red cushion on the leeward side of the cockpit and cross his long legs.
“You don’t recognize me? I’m hurt. Maybe it’s the long hair and the beard. Here, I know. Look at the eyes, Cam, you can always remember the eyes.”
Cam looked.
Was that Spider, for God’s sake?
It couldn’t be. But it was. Spider Payne, for crissakes. A guy who’d worked for him at CIA briefly the year before he retired. Good agent, a guy on the way up. He’d lost track of him long ago… and now? There’d been some kind of trouble but he couldn’t recall exactly what.
“Spider, sure, sure, I recognize you,” Cam said, keeping his voice as even as he could manage. “What in God’s name is going on?”
“I knew this might freak you out. You know, if I just showed up on the boat like this. Sorry. I drove all night from Boston, then came over to the island on the ferry from Rockland last night. Parked my truck at Foy Brown’s boatyard and went up to that little inn, the Nebo Lodge. Fully booked, not a bed to be had, wouldn’t you know. Forgot it was the Fourth weekend. Stupid, I guess.”
“Spider, you know this is highly goddamn unprofessional. Showing up unannounced like this. Uninvited. Are you all right? What’s this all about?”
“How I found you, you mean?”
“Why you found me, Spider.”
“Well, I remembered you always had a picture of a sailboat in your office at Langley. An oil painting. A black boat at a dock below your summer house in Maine. I even remembered the boat’s name. Maracaya. So, when I couldn’t get a room, I went downstairs to the bar there and had a few beers. Asked around about a boat called Maracaya. One old guy said, ‘Ayuh. Alden ketch. She’s moored out to the Hooker place, out to the end of Crabtree Point.’ And here I am.”
“No. Not here you fucking are, you idiot. How’d you get aboard? I’ve got a kid, looks after the boat. He’d never let you aboard.”
“Cam, c’mon. It was four in the morning. Everyone was asleep. I climbed aboard and slept in the sail locker up forward. Say, it’s blowing pretty good out here! Twenty knots? Think you should put in a reef?”
“Spider, you better tell me quick why you’re here or you’re swimming back. I am dead serious.”
“I sent you a letter. A while back. You remember that? I asked for your help. I was in a little trouble with the French government. Arrested by the French for kidnapping and suspicion of murder. No body, no proof. But. Sentenced to thirty years for kidnapping a known Arab terrorist off the streets of Paris. Guy believed responsible for the Metro bombing that killed thirty Parisians in 2011. I was the number two guy in our Paris station, Cam! Operating within the law. Rendition was what we did then.”
“Come to the point. I don’t need all this history.”
“I’d had a brilliant career. Not a blemish. And, when I got in trouble, the Agency threw me under the bus.”
“The Agency, Spider, had nothing to do with it. That decision came down out of the White House. It may surprise you to learn that the President was more concerned about our relationship with one of our most powerful European allies than you. It was a delicate time. You’re a victim of bad timing.”
“My whole fucking life is destroyed because of bad timing?”
“I’m sorry about that. But it’s got nothing to do with me. I retired prior to 9/11, remember? Frankly? I never approved of rendition in the first place. Enhanced interrogation. Abu Ghraib. All those ‘black funds’ you had at your disposal. Not the way we played the game, son. Not in my day.”
“Look. I asked you to help me. I’ve yet to get a response, Cam. So now I’m here. In person. To ask you again. Right now. Will you help me? They ruined my life! I lost everything. My job, my shitty little farm in Aix-en-Provence. My wife took the children and disappeared. Now there’s an international warrant for my arrest by the French government and my own country won’t step in, Cam. All my savings gone to lawyers on appeal. I’m broke, Cam. I’m finished. Look at me. I’m falling out the window.”
“Jesus Christ, Spider. What do you want? Money?”
“I want help.”
“Fuck you.”
“Really?”
“You screwed up, mister. Big-time. You jumped the shark, pal. You’re not my problem.”
“Really? You don’t think I’m your problem, Cam? Are you sure about that?”
Spider stood up and took a step closer to the helm. Cam turned his cold blue eyes on him, eyes that had cowed far tougher men than this one by a factor of ten.
“Are you threatening me, son? I see it in your eyes. You think I may be getting a little long in the tooth, don’t you, pal, but I’ll rip your beating heart out, believe me.”
“That’s your response, then. You want me to beg? I come to you on bended knee, humbly, to beseech you for help. And you say you’ll rip my heart out?”
The man was weeping.
“Listen, Spider. You’re obviously upset. You need help, yes. But not from me. You need to see someone. A specialist. I can help you do that. I’ll even pay for it. Look here. I’m going to flip her around now and head back to the dock. I’ll see that you get proper care. Uncleat that mainsheet, will you, and prepare to come about. It’s really blowing out here now, so pay attention to what you’re doing.”
They locked eyes for what seemed an eternity.
“Do what I said,” Cam told him.
Cam realized too late what Spider was going to do.
In one fluid motion the rogue agent freed the mainsail sheet to allow the boom to swing free, grabbed the helm, put her hard over to leeward and gybed. The gybe is the single most violent action you can take on board a big sailboat in a blow. You put yourself in mortal danger when you turn your bow away from the wind instead of up into it. You stick your tail up into the face of the wind and she kicks your ass. Hard and fast.
The standing rigging and sails shrieked like wounded banshees as the huge mainsail and the heavy wooden boom caught the wind from behind and came whipping across the cockpit at blinding speed.
Spider knew the boom was coming, of course, and ducked in the nick of time. Cam was not so lucky.
The boom slammed into the side of the old man’s head, pulverizing the skull, spilling his brains into the sea, and carrying him out of the cockpit and up onto the deck. Only the lifelines saved him from rolling overboard.
Spider stared down at his old mentor with mixed emotions. At one point he’d worshipped this man. But rage is a powerful thing. He’d been ruined by Cam and others like him at the highest levels of the Agency. He knew he himself was going down soon, but he was determined not to go down alone. Revenge is another powerful thing.
He knelt down beside the dead man, trying to sort out his feelings. A lock of white hair had fallen across Cam’s eyes and he gently lifted it away. He tried for remorse but couldn’t find it inside himself anymore.
It looked like someone had dropped a cantaloupe on the deck from up at the masthead. A dark red stain flowed outward from Hooker’s crushed and splintered head, soaking into the teak. What more was there to say? An unfortunate accident but it happens all the time? Tough luck, Cam, he thought to himself with a thin smile.
Another victim of bad timing.
Spider grabbed the helm, sheeted in the main, and headed up dead into the wind. When the boat’s forward motion stalled, he grabbed the binoculars hanging from the mizzen and raised them to his eyes. He did a 360-degree sweep of the horizon. Nothing, no other vessels in sight, nobody on the shore. He was about a mile and a half from the shoreline. The trees encroaching down to the rocky shorebreak would provide good cover.
He looked at his watch and went below to don his wet suit for the short swim to shore. The old ketch would drift with the currents. Once back on terra firma, he could disappear into the woods, bury the wet suit, and walk to town in his bathing suit, flip-flops, and T-shirt. Just another hippie tourist day-tripper, come to celebrate America’s independence with the Yankee Pilgrims and Puritans.
The next ferry to the mainland was at noon.
He’d checked off yet another name on his list.
Maybe it was true. That the old Spider was indeed a man without a future.
But he still had plenty of time to kill.

CHAPTER 3

Teakettle cottage, on the south shore of Bermuda, is no ordinary house. For starters, it is the home of the sixth richest man in England, though you’d never guess that from the looks of the place. A small, modest house, it has survived a couple of centuries and at least a dozen hurricanes. And it also happens to be, the sanctum santorum of a very private man. Few people have ever even seen it. To do that, first you’d have to find it.
Anyone searching the Coast Road along the southern shore will find the modest limestone house hidden from view. The seaward property, roughly five acres, consists of a dense grove of banana trees. Also, ancient lignum vitae, kapok, and fragrant cedar trees. Only a narrow and rutted sandy lane gives one a clue as to Teakettle’s existence. A drive resembling a green tunnel finally arrives at the house, but only after winding through the densely planted groves.
Upon first glimpse, you realize the cottage actually does look like a teakettle. The main portion is a rounded dome, formerly a limestone mill works. A crooked white-bricked watchtower on the far, seaward side of the house forms the teakettle’s “spout.” The whole unassuming affair stands out on a rocky promontory with waves crashing against the coral reefs some fifty feet below.
Inside the dome is an oval whitewashed living room. The floors are highly polished, well-worn Spanish red tile. Wrought iron chandeliers and sconces provide the light. The owner has furnished the main room with old planters chairs and an assortment of cast-offs and gifts donated by various residents seeking their own dream of solitude at the cottage over the last century or so.
Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., one of the cinema’s first icons, had donated the massive carved monkey-wood bar after a long, liquid stay when his first wife, Joan Crawford, had thrown him out. Teakettle was a good a place to hide as any. The battered mahogany canasta table where most of the indoor meals were taken was a gift of Errol Flynn. The swashbuckling Flynn took refuge here during his stormy divorce from Lily Damita. Hemingway had left his Underwood typewriter on the guest room desk where he’d completed work on Islands in the Stream. It stands there in his honor to this day. The shortwave radio set on the bar had been used by Admiral Sir Donald Gunn during World War II to monitor the comings and goings of Nazi U-boats just offshore from the cottage.
A lot of less celebrated visitors had left behind the detritus of decades, much of which had been severely edited by the new owner. He wasn’t a fussy man, but he’d pulled down all the pictures of snakes some prior inhabitant had hung in his small bedroom. He didn’t mind disorder as long as it was his disorder.
The owner of this rather eccentric dwelling is Lord Alexander Hawke. Hawke won’t tolerate your use of his title and has never used it himself. The only one who is allowed to do so is his ancient friend and household retainer, Pelham Grenville, a man whom he has known since birth and is, with the exception of his young son, Alexei, the closest approximation to family he can claim.
Hawke was now a man in his early thirties, a noticeable man, well north of six feet with broad shoulders, a narrow waist, and a heroic head of unruly jet black hair. A thick black comma of hair fell across his forehead despite his best efforts to keep it in check.
His glacial blue eyes (a female friend had once decided they looked like “pools of frozen rain”) were startling. His eyes had a flashing range, from merriment and charm to profound earnestness. Cross him, and he could fire a searing flash of blue across an entire room. Hawke had a high, clear brow, and a straight, imperious nose above a well-sculpted mouth with just a hint of cruelty at the corners of a smile.
His job (senior counterintelligence officer at Britain’s MI6) demanded that he stay fit. Though he had a weakness for Mr. Gosling’s local rum and Morland’s custom blend cigarettes, he watched his diet and followed his old Royal Navy fitness regime religiously. He also swam six miles a day in open ocean. Every day.
Attractive, yes, but it was his “What the hell?” grin — a look so freighted with charm that no woman, and even few men could resist — that made him the man he was:
A hale fellow well met, whom men wanted to stand a drink; and whom women much preferred horizontal.
* * *
Hawke had been dozing out on the coquina shell terrace that fanned out from doors and windows flung open to the sea on a blue day like this. He had nothing on for today, just supper with his dear friends, the former Chief Inspector of Scotland Yard, Ambrose Congreve, and his fiancée, Lady Diana Mars, at their Bermuda home, Shadowlands, at seven that evening.
“Sorry to disturb you, m’lord,” Pelham Grenville said, having shimmered across the sunlit terrace unseen.
“Then don’t,” Hawke said, deliberately keeping his eyes closed against the fierce sun.
Pelham was the octogenarian valet who’d been in service to the Hawke family in England for decades. When Hawke was but seven years old, he had witnessed his parents’ tragic murder by modern day drug pirates aboard their yacht in the Caribbean. Pelham and Chief Inspector Ambrose Congreve had immediately stepped in to raise the devastated child. No one who’d survived that lengthy process would claim that it was easy, but the three men had all remained the closest of friends ever after. Inseparable and insufferable, as they liked to think of themselves these days.
“I think you might wish to take this call, sir,” Pelham said.
“Really? Why?”
“It’s your friend the Director, m’lord.”
“I have many friends who are directors, Pelham. Which one?”
“CIA, sir, he says it’s rather important.”
“You’re joking. Brick Kelly?”
“On the line as we speak, sir.”
“Thank you, please tell him I shall be right there.”
Hawke had met CIA Director Kelly in an Iraqi prison. Kelly was a U.S. Army spec ops colonel back then, a man who’d been caught red-handed trying to assassinate a Sunni warlord in his mountain village. And Hawke’s Royal Navy fighter plane had been shot down over the desert only a few miles from the Iraqi prison. Their treatment was less than five-star; it was no mints on the pillow operation. The guards were inhuman, sadistic, and merciless.
One night, Kelly had been dragged away from their cell. He had looked so broken and weak that Hawke decided he’d not survive another day of malnutrition and torture.
That very night, Hawke planned and managed to effect an escape, killing most of the guards and destroying half the prison in the doing of it. He carried Brick Kelly on his shoulders out into the burning desert. It was four long days before they were rescued by friendlies, both men delirious with hunger, sunstroke, and dehydration. It’s the kind of defining experience that brings men of a certain caliber together for the balance of their lives.
He and Brick had been thick as thieves ever since.
Hawke went inside and over to the antique black Bakelite phone sitting atop the far end of the monkey bar. He picked up the receiver.
“Hullo?” he said. By force of habit, he was always noncommittal when answering a phone call.
“Hawke?”
“Brick?”
“It’s a secure line, Alex, no worries. I know you’re laying low for a while. Well deserved R&R. I called your house number in London to get this one. Sorry to even bother you but something’s happened I felt you should know about.”
“Trouble?”
“No, not exactly. Sadness is more like it. Alex, your old friend Cameron Hooker died this past weekend.”
“Hook died? Was he sick? He never said a word.”
“No. It was an accident.”
“Ah, hell, Brick. Damn it. What happened?”
“He went for a sail on Sunday morning. Up at his house in Maine. Did it every Sunday of his life apparently. When he wasn’t back home by noon, and his wife couldn’t reach his cell, Gillian called the sheriff. They found the boat run aground on a small island near Stonington. Hook was aboard, in the stern, dead.”
“Heart attack? Stroke?”
“His head was bashed in.”
“Foul play?”
“No. He was alone, apparently. At least he was when he left the dock, according to a young fellow hired on for the summer.”
“What happened?”
“I don’t know much about sailing, Alex. As you well know. Apparently, he attempted some kind of accidental tack in heavy wind and the big wooden boom swung round and hit him in the head.”
“A gybe.”
“Right, that’s the word the boy used. It was blowing pretty good, I suppose. Certainly enough force for something that heavy to kill him. But…”
“But what?”
“I hate to even bring this up, Alex. But in the last six weeks a number of other high-level Agency guys of his era have died. Lou Gagosian, Taylor Greene, Max Cohen, and Nicola Peruggia.”
“Suspicious deaths? Any of them?”
“No. Not on the surface, anyway. No evidence of foul play at all. It’s just the sheer number and timing that’s troublesome. And the high number may just be coincidence.”
“Or, maybe not.”
“Something like that, yeah.”
“Want me to look into it?”
“No. Not yet, anyway. All these poor widows and families are in mourning still. And I don’t really have any degree of certainty about my suspicions, just my usual extrasensory paranoia.”
“But.”
“Yeah. But.”
“Look here. Hook was a good friend of mine, Brick. If someone killed him, I damn well want to find out who.”
“I’m sure you do. I’ll tell you what. Let’s give it a month or so. See what happens. Anything suspicious crops up, we go full bore. Okay with you?”
“Sure. You know best. When’s the funeral? Where?”
“Up at Hook’s place, Cranberry Farm, in Maine. Family cemetery on the property. The service is next Friday afternoon at two. North Haven Island. Out in Penobscot Bay east of Camden. If you’re going to fly up from Bermuda, there’s a private airstrip at the old Tom Watson place.”
“I’ve used it a few times, but thanks.”
“That’s right, I forgot, you’ve been out there before. Okay. I’ll see you there, then. Sorry, Alex. I know you two guys were close.”
“I’m sorry, too, Brick. Last of the old breed. He was a very, very good guy. See you there.”

CHAPTER 4

Most afternoons, Harding Torrance walked home from work. His cardiac guy had told him walking was the best thing for his heart. He liked walking. Also, he liked walking in Paris. The women, you know? Paris had the world’s most beautiful women, full stop, hands down. Plus, his eight-room apartment was on the rue du Faubourg Saint-Honoré. A famous street in one of the fancier arrondisements on the Right Bank.
He’d lived here over twenty years and still didn’t know which arrondisement was which. He had learned an expression in French early on and it always served him well in life: “Je ne sais quoi.”
I don’t know.
His homeward route from the office took him past the Ritz Hotel, Sotheby’s, Hermès, Cartier, et cetera, et cetera. You get the picture. Ritzy real estate.
Very ritzy.
Oddly enough, the ritziest hotel on the whole rue was not the one called the Ritz. It was the one called Hotel Le Bristol. What he liked about the Bristol, mainly, was the bar. At the end of the day, good or bad, he liked a quiet cocktail or two in a quiet bar before he went home to his wife. That’s all there was to it, been doing it all his life. His personal happy hour.
The Bristol’s bar was dimly lit, church quiet, and hidden away off the beaten path. It was basically a nook in a far corner of the lobby where only the cognoscenti, as they say, held sway. Torrance held sway there because he was a big, good-looking guy, always impeccably dressed in Savile Row threads and Charvet shirts of pale pink or blue. He was a big tipper, a friendly guy. Knew the bar staff’s names by heart and discreetly handed out envelopes every Christmas.
Sartorial appearances to the contrary, Harding Torrance was one hundred percent red-blooded American. He even worked for the government, had mostly all his life. And he’d done very, very well, thank you. He’d come up the hard way, but he’d come up, all right. His job, though he’d damn well have to kill you if he told you, was Station Chief, CIA, Paris. In other words, Harding was a very big damn deal in anybody’s language.
He’d been in Paris since right after 9/11. His buddy from Houston, the new President, had posted him here because the huge Muslim population in Paris presented a lot of high value intel opportunities in one concentrated location. His mandate was to identify the Al Qaeda leadership in France, whisk them away to somewhere nice and quiet for a little enhanced interrogation.
He was good at it, he stuck with it, he got results, and he got promoted, boom, boom, boom. The President even singled him out for recognition in a State of the Union address, had specifically said that he and his team were responsible for saving countless lives on the European continent and in the U.K.
Harding had gone into the family oil business after West Point and a stint with the Rangers out of Fort Bragg. Spec ops duty, two combat tours in Iraq. Next, working for Torrance Oil, he was all over Saudi and Yemen and Oman, running his daddy’s fields in the Middle East. But he was no silver spoon boy, far from it. He had started on the rigs right at the bottom rung, working as a ginzel (lower than the lowest worm), working his way up to a floor hand on the kelly driver, and then a bona fide driller in one year.
Oilfields were his introduction to the real world of Islam.
Long story short?
He knew the Muslim mind-set, their language, their body language, their brains, even, knew the whole culture, the warlords, where all the bodies were buried, the whole enchilada. And so, when his pal W needed someone uniquely qualified to transform the CIA’s Paris station into a first rate intelligence clearinghouse for all of Europe? Well. Who was he to say? Let history tell the tale.
His competition? Most guys inside the Agency, working in Europe at that time, right after the Twin Towers? Didn’t know a burqa from a kumquat, and that’s no lie—

CHAPTER 5

“Monsieur Torrance? Monsieur Torrance?”
“Oui?”
“Votre whiskey, monsieur.”
”Oh, hey, Maurice. Sorry. Scotch rocks,” he said to the head bartender.
“Mais certainment, Monsieur Torrance. Et, voilà.”
His drink had come like magic. Had he already ordered that? He knocked it back, ordered another, and relaxed, making small talk, le bavardage, with Maurice about the rain, the train bombing in Marseilles. Which horse might win four million euros in the Prix de l’Arc de Triomphe at Longchamp tomorrow. The favorite was an American thoroughbred named Buckpasser. He was a big pony, heralded in the tabloids as the next Secretariat, Maurice told him.
“There will never, ever, be another ‘Big Red,’ Maurice. Trust me on that one.”
“But of course, sir. Who could argue?”
He swiveled on his bar stool, sipping his third or fourth scotch, checking the scenery, admiring his fellow man.
And woman.
Wouldn’t you know it? It was a rainy Friday night and he’d told his wife Julia not to expect him for dinner. Something troubling had come up with the state visit of the new Chinese president to the Elysée Palace on Sunday. And something really bad had come up. But …
“Sorry, is this seat taken?” she said.
What the hell? He hadn’t even seen her come in.
“Not at all, not at all. Here, let me remove my raincoat from the bar stool. How rude of me.”
“Thank you.”
Très chic, he registered. Very elegant. Blond. Big American girl. Swimmer, maybe, judging by the shoulders. California. Stanford. Maybe UCLA. One of the two. Pink Chanel, head to toe. Big green Hermès Kelly bag, all scruffed up, so loaded. Big rock on her finger, so married. A small wet puffball of a dog and a dripping umbrella so ducked in out of the rain. Ordered a martini, so a veteran. Beautiful eyes and a fabulous body, so a possibility …
He bought her another drink. Champagne, this time. Domaine Ott Rose. So she had taste.
“What brings you to Paris, Mrs.…”
“I’m Crystal. And you are?”
“Harding.”
“Harding. Now that’s a good strong name, isn’t it? So. Why are we here? Let me see. Oh, yes. Horses. My husband has horses. We’re here for the races at Longchamp.”
“And that four million euros purse, I’ll bet. Maurice here and I were just talking about that. Some payday, huh? Your horse have a shot?”
“I suppose. I don’t like horses. I like to shop.”
“Attagirl. Sound like my ex. So, where are you from, Crystal?”
“We’re from Kentucky. Louisville. You know it?”
“Not really. So, where are you staying?”
“Right upstairs, honey. My hubby took the penthouse for the duration.”
“Ah, got it. He’s meeting you here, is he?”
“Hardly. Having dinner with his trainer somewhere in the Bois de Boulogne, out near the track, is more like it. The two of them are all juned up about Buckpasser running on a muddy track tomorrow. You ask a lot of questions, don’t you, Harding?”
“It’s my business.”
“Really? What do you do?”
“I’m a writer for a quiz show.”
She smiled. “That’s funny.”
“Old joke.”
“You’re smart, aren’t you, Harding? I like smart men. Are you married?”
“No. Well, yes.”
“See? You are funny. May I have another pink champagne?”
Harding twirled his right index finger, signaling the barman for another round. He briefly tried to remember how many scotches he’d had and gave up.
“Cute dog,” he said, bending down to pet the pooch, hating how utterly pathetic he sounded. But, hell, he was hooked. Hooked, gaffed, and in the boat. He’d already crawl through a mile of broken glass just to drink this gal’s bathwater.
“Thanks,” she said, lighting a gold-tipped cigarette with a gold Dupont lighter. She took a deep drag and let it out, coughing a bit.
“So, you enjoy smoking?” Harding said.
“No, I just like coughing.”
“Good one. What’s the little guy’s name?” he asked, looking at the little drowned rat trying to pass for a pooch.
“It’s a her. Rikki Nelson.”
“Oh. You mean like…”
“Right. In the Ozzie and Harriet reruns. Only this little bitch on wheels likes her name spelled with two k’s. Like Rikki Martinez. Don’t you, precious? Yes, you do!”
“Who?”
“The singer?”
“Oh, sure. Who?”
“Never mind, honey. Ain’t no thing.”
“Right. So, shopping. What else do you like, Crystal?”
“Golf. I’m a scratch golfer. Oh, and jewelry. I really like jewelry.”
“Golfer, huh? You heard the joke about Arnold Palmer’s ex-wife?”
“No, but I’m going to, I guess.”
“So this guy marries Arnold Palmer’s ex. After they make love for the third time on their wedding night, the new groom picks up the hotel phone. ‘Who are you calling?’ Arnie’s ex asks. ‘Room service,’ he says, ‘I’m starved.’ ‘That’s not what Arnold would’ve done,’ she says. So the guy says, ‘Okay, what would Arnold have done?’ ‘Arnold would have done it again, that’s what.’ So they did it again. Then the guy picks up the phone again and she says, ‘You calling room service again?’ And he says, ‘No, baby, I’m calling Arnold. Find out what par is on this damn hole.’ ”
He waited.
“I don’t get it.”
“Well, see, he’s calling Arnold because he—”
“Sshh,” she said, putting her index finger to her lips.
She covered his large hand with her small one and stroked the inside of his palm with her index finger.
She put her face close to his and whispered.
“Frankly? Let’s just cut the shit. I like sex, Harding.”
“That’s funny, I do, too,” he said.
“I bet you do, baby. I warn you, though. I’m a big girl, Harding. I am a big girl with big appetites. I wonder. Did you read Fifty Shades of Grey?”
“Must have missed that one, sorry. You ever read Mark Twain?”
“No. Who wrote it?”
“Doesn’t matter, tell me about Fifty Shades of Grey.”
“Doesn’t matter. I found it terribly vanilla,” she said.
“Hmm.”
“Yeah, right. That’s what men always say when they don’t know what the hell a girl is talking about.”
“Vanilla. Not kinky enough.”
“Not bad, Harding. Know what they used to say about me at my sorority house at UCLA? The Kappa Delts?”
“I do not.”
“That Crystal. She’s got big hair and big knockers and she likes big sex.”
He turned to face her and took both her perfect hands in his.
“I’m sorry. Would you ever in your wildest dreams consider leaving your rich husband and marrying a poor, homeless boy like me?”
“No.”
“Had to ask.”
“I would, however, consider inviting you upstairs to view my etchings. I like to screw. You do get that part, right?”
“Duly noted.”
“Long as we’re square on this, Harding.”
“We’re square.”
“I’m gonna tie you to the bed and make you squeal like Porky Pig, son. Or, vice versa. You with me on this?”
He looked at her and smiled.
Jackpot.

CHAPTER 6

The elevator to the Penthouse Suite opened inside the apartment foyer. It was exquisite, just as Harding would have imagined the best rooms in the best hotel in Paris might be, full of soft evening light, with huge arrangements of fresh flowers everywhere, and through the open doors, a large terrace overlooking the lights of Paris and the misty gardens below.
Crystal smiled demurely and led him into the darkened living room. She showed him the bar and told him to help himself. She’d be right back. Slipping into something a little more comfortable, he imagined, smiling to himself as he poured two fingers of Johnnie Walker Blue and strolled over to a large and very inviting sofa by the fireplace.
He kicked his shoes off, stretched out and took a sip of whiskey. He was just getting relaxed when he heard an odd hissing sound. Looking down at the floor he saw that the little fuckhead Rikki Nelson had just peed all over his Guccis.
“Shit!” he said under his breath.
“Hey!” he heard her call out.
“What?”
“Turn on some music, Harding, I want to dance!” she called out from somewhere down a long dark hall.
He got to his feet and staggered a few feet in the gloom, cracking his shin on an invisible marble coffee table.
“What? Music? Where is it?”
“Right below the bar glasses. Just push ‘on,’ It’s all loaded up and ready to rip.”
He limped over to the bar and hit the button.
Dean Martin’s “That’s Amore!” filled the room.
“Is that it?” he shouted over Dino.
“Hell, yeah, son. Crank it!”
He somehow found the volume control, cranked it, and went out to the terrace, away from the bar’s booming overhead speakers. The rain was pattering on the drooping awning overhead and the night smelled like… like what… jasmine? No, that wasn’t it. Something, anyway. It definitely smelled like something out here.
“Hey, you!” she shouted from the living room’s open doorway. “There he is! There’s my big stud. Come on in here, son. Let’s dance! Waltz your ass on in here, baby boy, right now!”
He downed his drink and went inside. Crystal stood in the center of the room wearing a skintight black leather bodysuit that would have put the Catwoman to shame. She had little Rikki Nelson cuddled in her arms, nuzzling her with kisses.
“Where’s the whip?” he said.
“Oh, I’ll dig one up somewhere, don’t you worry.”
Harding collapsed into the nearest armchair and stared.
“Why are you staring like that at me and Rikki?” she pouted.
“Just trying to figure out whether or not that leash is on the wrong bitch.”
Give her credit, she laughed.
“I sure hope to hell you know how to dance, mister,” she said. “Now get up and get with it, I mean it.”
He hauled himself manfully up out of the leather chair.
You do what you have to do, he reminded himself.
And he danced.
And danced some more.

CHAPTER 7

He was drenched in sweat and panting like an old bird dog. Even the sheets were wet. Somehow he’d managed to give her three Big O’s, two traditional and, lastly, one utterly exhausting one. He’d never worked so hard in his life. “Outside the box,” she called it, that last one.
He managed a weak smile. “Wow, you are something else, aren’t you, girl? I need a cigarette.”
“No time. Back in the saddle, cowboy. You got me hot now. I’m itching to ride!”
“Crystal, seriously. I need a little breather here.”
“Don’t be a pussy, Harding. Mama’s waiting. Turn over.”
“Oh, Christ.”
He rolled over onto his back and stared at the ceiling. She took his wrists and tied them to the bedposts with two Hermès scarves she’d plucked from the bedside table.
He didn’t even bother trying to fight her.
“Are you trying to kill me, or what?”
“Don’t you worry yourself, baby. The Cialis will kick in any minute now.”
“I don’t take Cialis, Crystal.”
“You do now, stud. I put two in your drink down at the lobby bar. When you bent down to pat Rikki Nelson.”
“What? Are you kidding me? F’crissakes, Crystal—”
“Don’t say I didn’t warn you, hon. Big sex, remember? Okay, I’ll get on top this time. Oh, yes… somebody’s ready for Mama down there. That Cialis is a bitch, isn’t it? Just think, two pills, you might have an erection lasting eight hours…”
“Listen, Crystal, you’ve really got to stop this… untie me… I’ve got a pain in my chest… I mean it!”
“Pussy is the best cure for whatever ails you, son. Hang on, Mama’s gonna ride this bucking bronco all the way to the buzzer…”
“Damn it, get off! I’ve got a cardiac condition! Doc says I’m supposed to take it easy… Goddamnit, I’m serious! Now my arm really hurts… call the doctor, Crystal. Now. They must have a house doctor on call and.… oh, Christ almighty, it hurts… do something!”
“Like what?”
“My pills! My nitro pills! They’re over there in my trouser pocket…”
“Hold on a sec…”
She reached over and picked up the bedside phone, never breaking her stride, and asked for the hotel operator.

CHAPTER 8

HE MUST HAVE passed out from the pain. Everything was foggy, out of focus. The room was dark, the rain beating hard against the windowpanes. Just a single lamplight from a table over in the corner.
Crystal, still naked, was sitting with her back to him at the foot of the bed, smoking a cigarette and talking to the doctor in hushed tones. Her head was resting on the doctor’s shoulder. He couldn’t make out what they were saying. He was bathed in a cold, clammy sweat and the pain had spread from behind his breastbone into and out along his left arm. Fucking hell. His wrists were still tied to the bedposts? Was she insane?
He heard a sob escape his own lips, and then a cry of pain caused by the elephant sitting atop his chest.
“Sshh,” the doctor said, getting to his feet and coming to the head of the bed to stand beside him. He was naked, too. He put his finger to his lips and said “Sshh” again.
“You’ve gotta do CPR or something, Doc,” Harding croaked. “My pills! They’re in the right pocket of my trousers. Please. I feel like I’m going to die…”
“That’s because you are going to die, Harding,” the man said.
“What?”
“You heard me.”
“Wait. Who are you?” He squinted his eyes but couldn’t make out the physician’s features.
“Vengeance, sayeth the Lord, Harding. That’s who I am. Vengeance.”
“You’re not a doctor… you’re…”
“Dr. Death will do for now.”
“Who… no, you’re not… you’re somebody else. You’re…”
“Don’t you recognize me anymore, Harding? I’ve had a little surgery recently. A bit of Botox. But, still, the eyes are always a dead giveaway. Look close.”
“Spider?”
“Bingo.”
“No, can’t be… You’re fucking Spider, f’crissakes,” the dying man croaked.
“Right. Spider Payne. Your old buddy. Come rain or come shine. Tonight, it’s rain. Look out the window, Harding. It’s goddamn pouring out there. Ever see it rain so hard?”
“Gimme a break here, Spider. What are you doing …”
“It’s called poetic justice. A little twist of fate shall we say?”
Pain scorched Torrance’s body and he arched upward, straining against his bonds, coming almost completely off the bed. He didn’t think anything could hurt this much.
His old nemesis knelt on the floor by the bed and started gently stroking his hair. When he spoke, it was barely above a whisper.
“You fucked me royally, Harding. Remember that? When I needed you most? When the French government, whom you always claimed to have in your pocket, nailed my balls to the wall? Kidnapping and suspicion of murder. Thirty years to life? Ring a bell?”
“That wasn’t my fault, f’crissakes! Please! You gotta help me!”
“That’s my line. Help me. You don’t get to use it. Way too late for that, I’m afraid, old soldier. You’re catching the next train, partner.”
“I can’t… I can’t breathe… I can’t catch my …”
“This is how it works, Harding.”
“What—”
“It’s so simple, isn’t it? Judgment Day. How it all works out in the end? In that dark hour when no bad deed goes unpunished.”
“I can’t… can’t…”
Harding Torrance opened his eyes wide in fear and pain. And as the blackness closed in around him he heard Spider Payne utter the last words his addled brain would ever register:
“You fuck me, right? But, in the end, Crystal and the Spider, they fuck you.”

CHAPTER 9

A perfect day for a funeral.
It was raining steadily, but softly. Dripping from the leaves, dripping from the eaves of the old Maine cottage on the hill. Tendrils of misty gray fog curled up from the sea, only to disappear into the steaming pine forests. Thin, ragged clouds scudded by low overhead.
Hook’s burial service was in the overgrown family plot. A hallowed patch of small worn gravestones dotting a hilltop clearing overlooking the misty harbor. There were rows and rows of folding white chairs arranged on the grass surrounding the gravesite, filled with mourners hidden beneath rows and rows of gleaming black umbrellas.
There was even a piper in full regalia standing by the freshly opened wound in the rich earth. A white-bearded fellow wearing tartans, an old friend of Hook’s who’d rowed over from Vinalhaven for the three o’clock service.
At the center of it all, a yawning grave.
Alex Hawke was seated in the very last row beside his old American friend Brick Kelly. Hawke let his eyes wander where they would, taking it all in, the simple beauty of the rainy day and the still and perfect sadness all around him.
Down at the dock, Hook’s black ketch was flying signal flags from stem to masthead to stern, thanks to the young man whom Hawke had just met up at the house. A good-looking college kid Cam Hooker had hired to look after his boat that summer. The boy was sitting a few rows ahead of him with the grandchildren now, trying to keep them still.
Hawke had first seen the boy up at the house, trying to catch his eye all morning. Finally, Hawke had said, “Can I help you?”
“You’re Lord Hawke, is that correct, sir?” the boy had asked him as they stood together. They were both holding plates, everyone inching forward in the buffet line circling through the living and dining rooms. Both rooms were full of musty old furniture, cracked marine paintings, and frayed rugs made all the more beautiful by age and deliberate lack of care.
“I am, indeed,” Hawke said, puzzled. Why should anyone here know who he was? He stood out, he supposed, in his uniform. Royal Navy Blue, No. 1 Dress, no sword. Bit of a spectacle, but nothing for it, it was regulation.
“Ben Sparhawk, sir. I worked for Director Hooker this past summer. Helping out with Maracaya and around the dock. I wonder if we might have a word, sir?”
“Of course. What about?”
The fellow looked around and lowered his voice.
“I’d really rather not discuss it here if you don’t mind, sir.”
Hawke looked at the long line of people slowly snaking toward the buffet tables set up in the dining room. “Let’s go out onto the porch and get some air,” the Englishman said. “I’m not really hungry anyway.”
“Thank you,” Ben Sparhawk replied, somewhat shakily. He followed the older man outside into the damp air, misty rain blowing about under the eaves. “I really appreciate your taking the time.”
“Something’s bothering you, Ben,” Hawke said, his hands on the railing, admiring Camden harbor across the bay and the beautiful Maine coastline visible from the hilltop. “Just relax and tell me what it is.”
“I don’t really know quite where to start and…”
It occurred to Hawke that he’d always loved this part of the world. That someday he would very much like to own an old house up here. The late summer air full of white clouds and diving white seabirds, the endlessly waving tops of green forests, the deep rolling swells of the blue sea. Bermuda was lovely; but it wasn’t this. For the first time he understood viscerally what his old friend Hook had known and cherished all his life. Down East Maine was closer to Heaven than most places you could name. And you probably couldn’t even name one.
“I’m sorry, sir. I don’t know the proper form of address I should use. Is it ‘Your lordship’?”
“It’s Alex, Ben. Just plain old Alex.”
The handsome young man smiled. “First of all, I haven’t said a word to anyone. About what I’m going to tell you, I mean. But I know who you are and I figured you’d be someone who’d listen. Mr. Hooker talked about you a lot, all the sailing you two had done up here over the years. Northeast Harbor, Nova Scotia, Trans-Atlantic.”
“We had some good times,” Hawke said, wistful for those fleeting moments, sadly missing his old friend.
“So he often said. Hook always claimed his friend Hawke was the finest blue water sailor he’d ever known, sir. But he was a good sailor, too, wouldn’t you say? I was only aboard with him a couple of times out in the bay. But you can tell, right?”
“Absolutely. Hook was a lifelong salt if ever there was one. Still competitive in the Bermuda Race until a few years ago. Why? What is troubling you?”
”Okay. Here goes. There is just no way on earth I can see what happened out there on the water as accidental. None.”
“Why?”
“Here’s the thing, sir. On the day it happened? Well, it was blowing pretty good out there, all right. Steady at fifteen, gusting to twenty-five, thirty knots. But nothing Cam Hooker couldn’t handle. Had I thought otherwise, I’d have volunteered to go with him. Not that he would have let me, but still.”
“Go on.”
“I know accidents happen at sea all the time, sir. Hell, I’ve had my share. But what I cannot understand, what I do not understand, is why on earth Cam Hooker would gybe that big boat, out there all alone, blowing like stink. I’m sure you’d agree that it’s the last thing he would do!”
“He gybed the boat? Good Lord. Why the hell would he do that?”
“Beats me, sir. A gybe? It’s the dead last thing anyone would do in a blow. Especially someone elderly and sailing single-handed.”
“I agree. But what makes you think that’s what happened?”
“Okay, here’s what I know. I had a few beers down at Nebo’s the other night with Jimmy Brown. He’s the chief of police here on the island. And he told me that when they found Maracaya, she’d drifted awhile and finally run aground on the rocks, out there on Horse Neck Island. The mainsheet, which Cam would have obviously kept cleated, was free. Why? Also, from where Cam was found, the position of the body near the gunwale, it was clear the boom must have knocked him completely out of the cockpit. And he was not a small man, sir.”
Hawke nodded his head, seeing it happen.
“That much force could only have resulted from an accidental gybe.”
“Yes, sir. And it was no glancing blow, either. His skull, sir, it was… almost completely disintegrated.”
Ben Sparhawk looked away, his eyes filling up.
“Damn it, sir. I’m sorry. I just… I just don’t buy it. Accident, human error, Cam’s old age, dementia, all that police bull crap. What they’re saying in town…”
“What do you think really happened, Ben?”
“Maybe I’m crazy, I dunno. But to tell you the truth, murder. I think someone murdered him.”
“Murder’s a strong word.”
“I know, I know. No idea how it happened. No idea why. But you asked me what I think and now you know.”
“Take me through it, Ben. Step by step. I’ll ask a few questions. Any information you think I need to have, give it to me. Can you do that?”
“Absolutely, sir.”
“First. He was alone on board when he left the dock? Is that right?”
“Yes, sir.”
“And he sailed out of your sight alone?”
“He did.”
“But, once around the point down there, he could have seen a friend on the town docks, or someone on another boat in the harbor could have hailed him over. He could have stopped to let them aboard. A friend along for the ride or something.”
“He could have. But—”
“But what?”
“But he just never would have done it. Sunday was his day. He treasured every second he got to spend alone aboard that old boat. He didn’t go to church, you know. That boat was his church. His place of refuge. You know what he said to me early on in the summer?”
“I don’t.”
“He said, ‘I discovered something about sailing at a very early age, Ben. Something about the doing of it makes people want to keep their eyes and ears open and their goddamn mouths shut. I like that about it.’ ”
Hawke smiled. “He hated idle chitchat, all right. Always said they called it small talk for a very good reason.”
“Yes, sir. He said sailing all alone had been his salvation as he grew older. That’s what I think he believed anyway. I know he had a wonderful family, too. Hell, everyone on this island loved him. Look at them all.”
“But you think he would never have stopped to take someone else aboard before he headed for open water.”
“Not unless they were drowning”
“Which means the killer, if there was one, had to be hiding aboard when he left the dock last Sunday morning.”
“Had to be. Only way.”
“But you would have seen someone, hiding aboard, I mean.”
“Not really, sir. All I did below that morning was clean up the galley, plug in the espresso machine, check the fuel and water, and turn the battery switches on. Didn’t check the bilges, didn’t check the sail locker forward. No reason to, really. But, still. I wish to God I had.”
“Don’t even think of laying this off on yourself, Ben.”
“Well. I’m just sayin’, is all.”
“When did you last check those two places?”
“The afternoon before. One of the bilge pumps needed rewiring and I climbed down there and did that. And I’d bought some new running rigging from Foy Brown’s. I stowed it forward in the sail locker until I could get around to it. Nothing in either place, no sign of anyone on board.”
“But it had to be a stowaway, Ben. If you’re right about all this.”
“Yes, sir. It did. But where was he?”
Hawke looked away to the horizon for a moment, thinking it through.
“Assume this is premeditated. He’s been watching his victim for some time now. Knows all his habits, his routines.”
“Like his weekly Sunday morning sail.”
“Exactly. So. Saturday night, early Sunday morning. Our stowaway comes aboard in the wee hours, when everyone’s asleep. Finds the boat unlocked, so he goes below. Finds room enough to hide in the sail locker up at the bow. Sleeps up forward on top of the sails and prays no one needs a reason to open that hatch before she next left the dock.”
“That would work.”
“Comes up on deck after she clears the harbor. Confronts his victim. Has a gun or a knife. Words are exchanged. Sees how hard it’s blowing. Sees the opportunity for an ‘accidental’ gybe. No one is around to see. He realizes on the spot that he can make the murder look like an accident.”
Ben nodded in the affirmative. “Maybe Cam knows him. Maybe not afraid of him. The killer stands there talking in the cockpit, making Cam relax, let his guard down. Then he suddenly frees the mainsheet and puts the helm hard over. Wham! She gybes! Cam never saw that boom coming at him.”
“Was there brain tissue found on the boom, Ben?”
“Yes, sir, I think there was. I heard a cop say so, but I couldn’t look.”
“Then what happens?”
“Looks around. Makes sure he hasn’t been seen, I guess. Leaves Cam lying there like that. Maybe dead, maybe still alive. But not for long. He uncleats the mainsheet, the jib sheet, let’s her drift with the currents.”
“How does he get off the boat? Water’s freezing.”
“Has a wet suit stowed up in the sail locker and swims ashore?” Ben said.
“Exactly. Are you thinking a native of North Haven? Cam have any enemies at all on this island, Ben? By that I mean serious enemies.”
“No, sir. He did not. Had a few run-ins with plumbers and caretakers, the usual disagreements over money or the quality of work over the years. But, as I say, most everybody who knew him, loved him. And nobody hated him. I would have known. Everybody knows everything around here, believe me.”
“So he comes over from the mainland by boat the day before. Late Saturday night, let’s say. His own boat, maybe, or a rental, or stolen in Camden harbor. Something to check out with your friends at the local constabulary. Sails over to North Haven from Rockport or Camden. Hides his skiff somewhere along the shore for the night. Hikes out here to Cranberry Point sometime after midnight and climbs aboard the ketch. Tucks in for the night. Main hatch leading below was not locked I’d assume.”
“Never. There’s one other option. He takes the ferry from Rockland the afternoon before. Brings his car aboard. Or, leaves it at the mainland ferry station. Either way.”
“You’re right. We’ve established opportunity. So, all we need is a motive.”
“I reckon you’d know a lot more than me about that kind of thing, sir.”
“I reckon I would, Ben. If I don’t, CIA Director Brick Kelly sure does. Thank you for coming to me. It was the right thing to do. Does Cam’s wife know anything about your suspicions?”
“No, sir, she doesn’t. I would never have said anything about what might still be a whole lot of nothin’. You are the one and only person I’ve talked to about this.”
“I may need your help here on the island, Ben. I’ll talk to the Director after the funeral.”
“Anything at all. I loved the old guy, sir. I’m pretty sure you did, too.”
“Look, Ben, I’m flying back to Bermuda first thing tomorrow morning. But if Brick Kelly and I both conclude that you’re onto something here, I’d like you to stick around here on North Haven as long as you can. Just in case we have any follow-up questions for the police chief or other things we’d like you to look into around here. When do you have to be back at New Haven?”
“I’ve got a few weeks left before fall term starts, sir.”
“Good. I’ll talk to Director Kelly tonight. If he concurs, you’re working for the CIA now, Mr. Sparhawk. Just temporarily, of course.”
“Yes, sir!” Ben Sparhawk said with a smile. For a second Hawke was afraid he was going to salute.
“Don’t get too excited, Ben, you don’t get the secret decoder ring just yet.”

CHAPTER 10

After the service, Hawke told Brick Kelly they needed to talk. Something that couldn’t wait until next morning. At first light, Hawke was giving the Director a lift down to Washington in his plane. He would drop him off at Andrews Air Force Base before heading out over the Atlantic to his beloved getaway cottage on Bermuda.
That evening, after the funeral, the two old friends strolled down into town from the Hooker place. Gillian had been kind enough to put them up for the night, in two tiny bedrooms up on the third floor, and they’d enjoyed spending the extra time together.
They were quiet, admiring the lights coming on in the little village of North Haven, and the old boatyards and the casino before climbing the hill to the Nebo Lodge. The inn overlooked the sailboats swinging on their moorings in the tranquil harbor. Nebo was the only restaurant on the island, and it was a damn fine one by Hawke’s lights.
They ate in the bar. It was packed with mourners drowning their sorrows. Hawke had once asked an old islander why folks seemed to drink a lot around here. “Because, boy, there ain’t nothing to do and we spend all our time doing it” was the fellow’s response. Every face Hawke saw there that night he’d seen earlier at Hook’s funeral. No one paid the slightest mind to the two off-islanders talking quietly at a corner table. Hawke had discreetly given the hostess a substantial gratuity to ensure no one was seated near them.
Their drinks came and Brick solemnly raised his glass of amber whiskey.
“To Hook,” the Virginian said. “None finer, and many a damn sight worse.”
“We loved you, Hooker,” Hawke said simply, and downed his rum.
“We sure as hell did,” Brick said, and signaled the waitress for another round.
He looked at Hawke, glad of his company. It had been far too long since they’d been able to spend a quiet evening together in a place like this. Something they used to do all the time. Just bullshit and drink. Small talk would come later, they had business to discuss first.
The tall and lanky Virginian settled back in his chair toward the window, his red hair aflame in the sunset’s last rays, his sea-blue eyes alight. Brick had always had an old-fashioned, almost Jeffersonian air about him; he even looked a good deal like young Tom Jefferson in the prime of his life. He looked at Hawke and smiled.
“Well, old buddy? You said you had something to tell me,” Brick said.
“I do,” Hawke said, “And you said you had something you wanted to tell me. You first.”
Brick Kelly laughed.
“All right, Hawke, that’s how you want to be. There was a message waiting for me up in my dorm room after the funeral. The deputy director at Langley. Are you listening?”
“Fire when ready.”
“Okay. My guy. CIA Chief of Station, Paris? You know him?”
“Nope.”
“Guy named Harding Torrance. A lifer. Old friend of the Houston oil crowd, Bush forty-one appointee.”
“I remember him now, yeah. Big, strapping fellow. Real cowboy, as I recall.”
“Yeah, well, the real cowboy’s real dead.”
Hawke sat forward.
“Another one? Tell me what happened, Brick.”
“Died with his boots on, apparently. In bed in a suite at the Hotel Bristol in Paris. This was… what… roughly six hours ago now. Harding was with a woman, married, whom he’d just met in the hotel bar. Her room, she was a registered guest. All legit. You should know that this was not unusual behavior on his part. Torrance considered himself quite the swordsman. Neither here nor there, he never let it interfere with his work.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning he saved a whole lot of innocent lives in the aftermath of 9/11. That gets him a bit of a pass in my book.”
“Cause of death?”
“Coronary. Big-time. Massive. Happened in the sack. According to his newly acquired inamorata, Mrs. Crystal Saxby of Louisville, Kentucky, they were having sex when the event occurred. She says she immediately called for a house doctor and administered CPR while she was waiting, but it was too late. He was gone by the time anyone got there.”
“So sad when love goes wrong,” Hawke said, sipping his rum.
Brick smiled.
“Yeah. Apparently the husband walked in while she was still nude. Sitting on his chest and attempting mouth-to-mouth, but that’s only hearsay. One of my guys on the scene provided that picturesque grace note.”
“What do you think, Brick? Foul play?”
“Tell you this. The gendarmes and the Paris M.E. guys have already called it. Natural causes.”
“No sign of succinylcholine in his bloodstream? Or, that new heart attack dart?”
“I ordered my own autopsy. Nada on the drugs, so far. No denatured poisons, and no sign of a dart entry.”
“The heart dart leaves a mark? I didn’t know that.”
“Yeah, a tiny red dot on the skin. Easy to miss. Goes away quickly, though.”
“So? Clean?”
“Yeah, maybe. I still don’t like the timing, but yeah, I suppose he just had a heart attack brought on by excessive sexual exertion. Happens all the time. I guess.”
“You guess? You never guess. What’s wrong, Brick? Tell me what you really think.”
“Hell, I don’t know, Alex. Maybe nothing. Maybe it is what it is. But a couple of troublesome details. My guys found heart meds in his pants pocket. Little silver heart-shaped pillbox from Tiffany, monogrammed. So. This coronary was no surprise attack. Nitro pills and beta-blockers in his pocket? We checked. He’s under the care of the top cardiac specialist in Paris. He feels a heart attack coming on, first thing he does, he tells the woman to call his doctor and to go get him his damn meds, right? Like, right now?”
“Anybody ask the woman that question?”
“They will tomorrow morning. I’m having her brought back in to the Prefecture for another interview. So, anyway. Who the hell knows? That’s my latest tale of mayhem and mystery. Let’s order some dinner and you tell me yours.”
Hawke took ten minutes and told Kelly everything Ben Sparhawk had said about Cam Hooker’s death while they waited for their food.
“What are you thinking?” Hawke asked Brick after a few minutes of contemplative silence from his friend.
“Question,” Brick said.
“Go.”
“Let’s be realistic here. Could someone commit a fairly sophisticated murder here in Maine on Sunday and then pull off another one four days later in Paris? Even more elaborate?” I mean, seriously. Who the hell is good enough to pull that off?”
“Cam was a pretty tough act to follow, all right.”
Hawke waited a beat and said, “Maybe we’ve got it all wrong. Can you connect any of these dots, Brick? Between these two most recent guys and the other ones? Because I’m telling you right now that if we can’t… well… mere coincidence starts to look pretty good again.”
Brick took a bite of his steak and said, “Don’t go there yet. Stay open to it. But I hear you. I’m on the connect-the-dots issue as soon as I get back to my office tomorrow. I’ll call your Bermuda number if and when I get any positive hits. Correlations, I mean.”

CHAPTER 11

The rain had stopped.
After dinner at Nebo, Hawke and Brick walked back to the Hooker place, taking the main road along the harbor. It was a full moon, hanging bright and white and big in the sky. Each man knew what the other was thinking. There was no need of talking about it.
Finally, as they turned into the long Hooker drive, Brick stopped and looked at his friend.
“What’s your gut telling you, Alex?” Brick said. “Right this minute. Don’t edit. Spit it out.”
“Okay. That the timing of all this no coincidence. That what you’ve got is a totally bad-ass rogue agent running around the planet systematically killing your own top guys.”
“Yeah. That’s where I come out, too.”
“Let me find him for you, Brick.”
“Are you kidding? It’s my problem, not yours. My agency. My people getting killed. God knows, MI6 has got enough of its own problems these days. That intel meltdown in Syria, for starters.”
“This guy, whoever he is, killed my friend Hook, Brick. That makes him my problem, too.”
“You’re serious. You want to take this on?”
“I do.”
“You even have time to do this?”
“I’ve got another two weeks before C wants me to mysteriously appear in a Damascus souk, looking to purchase some bargain-basement Sarin gas.”
Brick looked at him and they started climbing the hill.
“Two weeks isn’t a long time to find a seasoned operative who’s gone to ground without a trace. Now roaming the globe on a murder spree but not leaving any tracks. But, listen, Alex. Hell, I won’t stop you from looking. Nobody is better at this than you. Just tell me what you need.”
“Don’t worry, I will. This is obviously not an MI6 operation. You’re right. And C and the brass at MI6 will pitch a fit if they find out I’ve gone freelance. So, I need somebody attached to this op at Langley. Files on every possible disaffected agent who had ties to multiple victims, for starters. Active and inactive. Send everything to Bermuda. I’ll get Ambrose Congreve on this with me. He’s there at his home on Bermuda now, as luck would have it.”
“Your very own ‘Weapon of Mass Deduction.’. If he can’t solve this, no one can.”
“Exactly.”
“I’ll tell you one thing,” Brick said, never breaking his stride but taking a deep breath and staring up at the blazing moon and cold stars. “I’m really going to miss Hook, that old bastard, won’t you, Alex?”
“I sure as hell will. But I’ll feel a whole lot better when I catch the son of a bitch who bloody killed him, I can tell you that bloody much. It won’t be pretty.”
“Easy,” he said, “Easy there, old compadre.”
“Who the hell, I ask you, who the hell would ever want to murder a fine old Yankee gentleman like Hook?”
“Go find out, Alex. Whoever he is, he needs killing soon. I have a lot of justifiably nervous campers out there right now.”
“Yeah. Murder’s bad for institutional morale.”
“Ambrose will have every shred of evidence I can pull together arrive at his Bermuda address by courier within forty-eight hours.”
“Sooner the better. A couple of weeks isn’t a long time.”

CHAPTER 12

It didn’t take Ambrose that long.
“Sorry to disturb you, sir,” Pelham said.
“Not at all, Pelham.”
“Chief Inspector Ambrose Congreve here to see you, sir,” Pelham said, wafting farther out into the sunshine-spattered terrace. “A matter of some urgency, apparently.”
It was a brilliant blue Bermuda day, but embankments of purple cloud were stacking up out over the Atlantic. Storm front moving due east. Hawke put down the book he was reading, a wonderful novel called The Sea, by John Banville. It made him want to read every word the man had ever written.
“Thank you, Pelham. Won’t you show him out?”
“Indeed, I shall, m’lord.”
“Offer him a bit of refreshment, will you, please?”
“But of course, your lordship.”
Pelham withdrew soundlessly back into the shadows of the house.
Hawke smiled as he watched the old fellow retreat.
These stilted conversational formalities had not been necessary for years. But it was something Hawke and his octogenarian friend Pelham Grenville found so amusing they continued the charade. Both men found an odd reassurance in these hoary, Victorian exchanges. It was a code they shared; and the fact that an outside observer would find them old-fashioned and ridiculous made their secret all the more enjoyable.
Moments later Ambrose Congreve walked out onto the terrace at Teakettle Cottage with a big smile on his face. He was wearing a three-piece white linen suit with a navy blue bow tie knotted at his neck and a white straw hat on his head, something Tennessee Williams might have conjured up. He was even dabbing at his forehead with a white linen handkerchief as Big Daddy might have done.
Congreve had been busy. He had spent the last two days in his home office at Shadowlands, sifting through mobile intercepts, old dossiers, photographs, all the reams of highly classified material Brick Kelly had forwarded out from Langley. And, judging by appearances this morning, the famous criminalist had come up with the goods.
“Oh, hullo, Ambrose,” Hawke said, raising his sunglasses onto his forehead. “Why are you in such a fiendishly good mood this morning?”
“Does it show?”
“You look like you’ve been sitting in a corner eating canaries all morning.”
Congreve waved the comment away and sat down on the nearest rattan chair. He carried a lot of excess weight and was always glad of a place to sit.
“Alex, pay attention. This is serious. You don’t by any chance know someone, a former high-ranking CIA officer, by the name of Artemis Payne, do you?”
Hawke looked up.
“Who did you say?”
“Payne. Artemis Payne.”
“You’re joking.”
“I assure you that I am not, Alex, joking.”
Hawke scratched his chin, realizing he’d forgotten to shave. Bermuda did that to you.
“We called him Spider-Man,” he said. “Or, to his face, just plain Spider. No idea where it came from. But it fit. A rather venomous creature to be honest.”
“Tell me about him.”
“Spider Payne. I know him all right. I worked with him a couple of times in the past. The Caribbean. But Africa, mostly. A deeply troubled man. Why?”
“He might be your chap, Alex. You can draw straight lines through the late Steven Dedalus, CIA head in Dublin, to Cam Hooker at Langley, and now Harding Torrance in Paris, and they all intersect in the same place. The doorstep of one Artemis Payne. He’s your man, all right. I’d bet the farm on it. Not the whole CIA “Farm” of course, just my own little lean-to shed down in Lynchburg.”
“Apart from the CIA intersections, is there any other evidence that makes you think Artemis is our guy?”
Ambrose got to his feet, laced his fingers behind his back and began pacing back and forth. A little affectation he’d picked up from his idol, the incandescent Sherlock Holmes, Hawke had always assumed. “Are you quite ready?” Ambrose said.
“Quite.”
“Artemis Payne, widely known in the press at the time of his trial as the Spider Man. Currently wanted for kidnapping and suspicion of murder by the French government. Interpol has a standing warrant for his arrest for murder. He received a thirty-year sentence in French courts and skipped. Disappeared completely.”
“What triggered all this?” Hawke asked.
“A CIA rendition op gone bad, apparently. Don’t forget, this was all shortly after 9/11. A French citizen, a shopkeeper believed by Payne to be an Al Qaeda commander, was kidnapped off a Paris street and never seen again by his wife and family. The French police went after Payne for it. Arrested and convicted. He appealed to Washington and the CIA for help. The White House disavowed his existence. So did CIA. Payne was politically inconvenient. Hung out to dry. There’s your motive, obviously.”
“Yes.”
“Payne lost everything in the aftermath of the trial. His reputation, his house, family, money, the lot of it. He went underground. Nobody’s seen him since.”
“Hmm.”
“Is that really all you have to say? Just ‘hmm’? After the mountains of intel I’ve been sifting through this last week?”
“Oh, do sit down and relax. I know you’re wound up about this but it’s bad for your nerves to be so excitable.”
“Alex, if you think I drove all the way out here to be—”
Hawke looked up, his blue eyes suddenly gone dead serious as the reality of Ambrose’s news sank in. He said: “Spider is extraordinarily dangerous. In a bad way, I mean.”
“There’s a good way?”
“Yeah. People like me. And even you.”
Ambrose sat back on the planters chair and accepted another frosty iced tea delivered by Pelham on a silver tray.
“Will that be all, sir?” Pelham asked Hawke.
“Thank you, Pelham, yes. Most kind.”
Congreve watched this formal exchange with a smile of bemused indulgence and said, “We’ve now got precisely one week. We’re going to need a lot of help to find this character, Alex. No trail at all. He went from Europe to Miami to Costa Rica where two paths diverge in a wood. Then it all goes stone cold. We’re going to need formidable manpower and time to track his movements and see where it all leads so—”
“Not necessarily.”
“Why not? What are you thinking?”
“NSA tracks all these guys who go rogue. Emails, texts, mobile calls, obviously. All I need is a number for him. Everyone has a number, no matter where they’re hiding.”
“Then what?”
“I call him up. Out of the blue. Long time, no see, Spider. What are you up to these days? Doing well?”
“Alex, please. Don’t be ridiculous. You don’t think that will arouse suspicion? He knows you have close ties to CIA at the highest levels. He’ll be waiting for you, poised to sting.”
“I want him to be suspicious. Listen. He compromised my position once. Morocco. Long time ago. I was working out of La Mamounia, running a former Al Qaeda warlord for months, had him buying Stinger missiles at the underground arms bazaar for me. Spider, who always owed the wrong people a lot of money, got offered a tidy sum for my name and he gave me up. Almost got me killed, that nasty bastard. I went after him with a vengeance. Found him hiding in some hellish rathole or other in Tangiers. Locked myself inside with him for two days. Came as close to turning out his lights as I could without pulling the plug, believe me. Told him if I ever saw his face again, I bloody well would kill him.”
“He’s afraid of you.”
Hawke laughed.
“Oh, I’d say so. Yes. I’d say Artemis Payne is very definitely afraid of me.”
“Then follow the logic, Alex. As soon as he knows you’re looking for him, he’ll run. He’ll dive deep. Or, worse, he’ll lay a trap for you.”
“I don’t think so. You don’t know him like I do. I think as soon as he believes I’m looking for him, he’ll come looking for me. That’s what any smart guy like Spider would do. You don’t sit around and wait, you don’t spend the rest of your life looking over your shoulder. No. You go on offense. Eliminate the threat. It’s smart. That’s what I’d do, too.”
“You want him to come here? To Bermuda?”
“I do. And, believe me, he will.”
“Then what?”
“I have no earthly idea. I’m no bloody fortune-teller.”
“What?”
“I have to make it up, Ambrose.”
“There is that, I suppose.”
“Right. And you have to help me because this guy is good. And he’s not only smart, he’s a vicious killer, and he’s utterly ruthless. And, to make matters worse, at this point he’s got absolutely nothing left to lose.”
“I wonder. Have you been experiencing any suicidal thoughts lately, Alex?”
“Please, Constable, don’t be ridiculous. Many people have tried to kill me over the course of my career, and more often than not I’ve managed to show them the folly of that ambition.”
Congreve uttered one of his trademark sighs of exasperation.
“All right, then. What do you need, Alex? I mean, right now?”
“I’ll need people watching the airport round the clock, people who know what he looks like. Get a likeness from CIA. Also, same setup at the steamship docks in Hamilton and out at the Royal Navy Dockyards where the cruise ships land. I want to know the second the Spider man sets foot on this island.”
“Done. What else?”
“Your brain, if you’re not using it at the moment. We need to figure out every last detail of where and how this little reunion should occur.”
Congreve said, “Do it here.”
“What?”
“Right here at Teakettle Cottage. Gives you the advantage.”
“Why?”
“Your own turf, that’s why. You cannot arrange something like this, Alex. You’ve got to sit tight and let the fly come to the spider, as it were.”
Hawke laughed at that.
“As opposed to the spider coming to the fly. Who also happens to be a spider.”
“Don’t be rude, Alex, you know I’m only using a rough analogy. I can’t help it if his bloody name is Spider, can I? Stop kidding around and pay attention. Your bloody life is at stake here. This cottage is where he will come looking for you. And this is where you should be waiting.”
“I agree, I suppose. But I don’t want Pelham in the house or anywhere near me until this tempest in a teakettle is over. Can he stay with you and Diana for a few days? Until this blows over?”
“Of course. I’ve a lovely guest room for him at Shadowlands, top floor, right on the sea.”
“Perfect. Spoil him rotten, will you? He deserves it, God knows.”
“We’d like nothing better. Now, what else?”
“I’d like the airport and cruise ship spotters to report to you, not me. As soon as he lands, they alert you. Then you keep track of his movements until he is about to arrive at my doorstep. Just call my house phone, let it ring three times and hang up. Spider’s not the type to lob a bomb down the chimney and hope it explodes. He’ll want a confrontation. He’ll want to talk. He’ll want all the drama. Show me how fearless and brilliant he is before he pulls a knife or a gun. That’s his style. One of those fellows who always thinks he’s the smartest, most dangerous man in the room.”
“You do realize, Alex, that if we’ve even slightly miscalculated, and this man does manage to kill you, that it is my rather prominent posterior that will be in a wringer with C?”
“I’ve considered it. Sir David will be extraordinarily pissed off with you. It won’t be pleasant. Your life won’t be worth living. Please accept my abject apologies in advance.”
“You’ll need a gun, I daresay.”
Hawke smiled.
“You know what my American pal Stokely Jones, Jr. always says when someone tells him something as obvious as that?”
“I do not.”
“I am a gun.”

CHAPTER 13

The phone rang.
Once. Twice. Three times.
Hawke waited.
It did not ring again.
Game on.
Hawke, seated in his armchair facing the door, closed his eyes and concentrated on sensory input. He listened intently, heard nothing amiss. He rested his chin in one hand, periodically sipping his cold coffee and staring into the pitch-black night beyond his windows. The crackling fire he’d lit earlier now provided barely enough heat to reach his bones.
The minutes crawled by. Interminable… He fantasized briefly about a short rum and a cigarette but forced himself to concentrate. See, hear, smell, feel …
Some fluting bird call in the night startled him awake. He sat forward and looked over at the old station clock hung crookedly above the bar. Three hours had somehow passed. It was almost midnight.
Bloody hell. He must have dozed off, despite all the coffee. The log fire had long gone out and the room felt damp and bone cold. He could see white plumes of warm breath when he exhaled. Beyond his walls, the weather was deteriorating.
The wind was up. Shrieking under the eaves and down the chimney. On the seaward side of the house he could hear the muffled echo of the rolling sea booming on the rocks far below.
That cold front he’d seen had moved in over the island after sunset; now it seemed like it had been raining all evening. The temperature had plummeted and palm fronds and banana leaves rustled and scratched against the windows. All the old wooden shutters had been made fast against the approaching storm. And any random intruder.
There was only one visible way inside, and that was through the front door.
He sat forward once more, listening.
He had heard another kind of noise this time, low and distant. An automobile, its tires hissing on the rain-wet tarmac ribbon of the coast road. He got up from his chair facing the front door. He moved quickly from one to another of the northern exposure windows, all facing the solid wall of banana trees and the coast road beyond the groves.
Turn left out of his drive and you would eventually wind your way along the coast and reach the Royal Navy Dockyards. Turn right and you had a half hour’s drive until you reached the Bermuda airport. The car seemed to be approaching from the right.
The sound of hissing tires on asphalt suddenly ended. The driver had turned off the main road and onto the sandy lane that led to Hawke’s door.
Peering out into the darkness of the groves, he could see distant flashes, hazy arrows of light in the rain-drenched night. The flashes soon resolved into steady twin beams of yellowish illumination. Periodically, they would flare up and spike the blackness deep within the impenetrable banana groves. He could see the dense trees out there, their broad green leaves waving wet and storm-tossed like the sea.
He was on full alert now.
The wavering headlamp beams would disappear for a few seconds, and then reappear after a few seconds closer still, meandering through the groves, stabbing through the trees as if reaching out for him.
Each time a little closer to his cottage …
… came the spider to the fly.
But the fly had no fear.
Moments like these were what Alex Hawke had lived and breathed for all his life. He was naturally good at war. His father had always said that he was a boy born with a heart for any fate. And the fate he’d been born for was war. He felt the reassuring weight of his weapon on his right side. A big six-shot revolver, the most reliable weapon in his limited arsenal here on Bermuda.
He was wearing loose-fitting black Kunjo pants from Korea. Strapped to his right thigh was a .357 Colt Python revolver in a nylon swivel holster. It was his “Dirty Harry Special”: the six-inch barrel, with six magnum parabellum rounds loaded in the cylinder. He wore a black Royal Navy woolen jumper, four sizes too big. It came almost to his knees, giving him freedom of movement and concealing his weapon. He’d cut a hole in the right side pocket so he could keep his hand on his gun without it being seen.
He was barefoot despite the cold tiles beneath his feet …
Hawke padded silently across the dark room, returning to the wooden armchair facing the door. He sat down and waited. He looked at the clock again. Only eight minutes had passed since Ambrose called him with the agreed upon signal. Time was elongated, stretching every minute into two or three …
A sudden flash of light stretched across the ceiling.
Outside, he heard the automobile roll to a stop some twenty or thirty feet from the entrance.
Automobile tires made a loud crunching sound on the crushed shell drive leading up to Teakettle Cottage. A primitive alarm system, perhaps, but it worked. He jumped up and went to the window again, pulling back the curtain just as the headlamps were extinguished.
A black sedan, undistinguished, a cheap rental from the airport.
Hello, Spider.
Because of the car’s misty, rain-spattered windows, he couldn’t see inside the vehicle. Only the dark silhouette of a large man behind the wheel. He waited for the car’s interior lights to illuminate. It remained dark inside. There was no movement at all from the driver and the four doors remained closed.
He went back to his chair, sat, and waited in the dark for a knock on the heavy cedar door.
It didn’t come.
The wind had suddenly died down. The cottage was stone silent save for the ticking of the clock above the bar. No noise or movement inside, nor any noise or movement outside. He tried to imagine what Spider might be doing out there. Just sitting in his car, trying to smoke out his prey? Or trying, somewhat successfully, to psyche his opponent out?
Enough of this, he thought, reaching for his weapon. He’d go outside and confront the man there.
He was about to get out of his chair when his thick wooden front door was suddenly blown inward and off its hinges by a thunderous explosion, a blast of sound and light sufficiently powerful that it blinded him momentarily and disoriented him. His chair was knocked backward and he hit the floor hard after upending a very solid oak table.
He was just vaguely aware that his heavy front door was hurtling through space directly toward him when it crashed against the wall behind him, a few feet above his head, and splintered into vicious flying spikes.
He got to his feet, shaking his head to clear it. He was shaken, perhaps, but seemingly unscathed. The room was full of smoke and whirling debris; javelin sharp splinters of wood littered the floor.
“Hello, Hawke,” a rumbling voice from within the clouds of smoke said.
The man was suddenly standing in the doorway, filling the frame. Hawke would have known that voice anywhere. Gravelly, edgy, and deep, meant to intimidate. Hawke looked down at his clothes, casually dusting himself off with the back of his hand.
“Next time, try knocking, Spider,” Hawke said with a thin smile.
“Right. I’ll try and remember that.”
All in black, Payne was wearing full night combat fatigues, even a helmet with night vision goggles. He had an M4A1 assault rifle slung from his shoulder and what looked like a Sig Sauer 9mm sidearm on his hip. Someone he knew on this island had access to the good stuff. And had provided the assassin with full-bore weapons and gear. Clearly, this was not a social call.
“But then again,” Spider added, “there won’t be any next time for you and me, old buddy.” He took a few steps forward into the room.
“No, I don’t suppose that there will be,” Hawke said, righting his chair. “I’d invite you in, but you’re already in.”
Hawke realized his voice showed a lot more confidence than he was feeling right now. He was seriously disadvantaged, clearly having made the old mistake of bringing a metaphorical knife to a legitimate gunfight. Definitely outgunned here, the big Python suddenly feeling more like a peashooter. His mind went into overdrive. He needed a new plan. Somehow, he had to remove himself from this confrontation and hit the reset button.
Had to keep him talking. Right now Hawke was in mortal danger, and both men knew it.
“Sorry about your old buddy Hook,” Payne said, “I figured I might hear from you when you heard about the old man’s accident.”
“The accident.”
“Yeah, well.”
“So you came here to kill me, too. You think I threw you under the bus for that fiasco in Paris? Nothing to do with it, Spider. I think you got a raw deal. We all did. Everything you did was by the book. Strictly legal operation. I know a lot of other agents who are still pissed at the way you were treated. I’m on your side.”
“Save it, Alex. I was on North Haven. I went back for the funeral just to see what I could see. What I saw is you and your bosom buddy Brick Kelly huddled up at a back table at the Nebo Lodge. Didn’t take much to figure out what you were talking about. Then I get a phone call from you out of the blue. That’s why I’m here, Lord Hawke. Preemptive strike. You know the drill.”
“Really? Going to be tough to make this one look accidental, Spider, my bloody door blown off the hinges and all…”
Hawke had both hands in his pockets under the cover of his sweater. He surreptitiously moved his right hand to the Colt Python’s grips. He carefully swiveled the holster upward… easing the hammer back to the cocked position… finger applying light pressure to the trigger… all without Spider seeing a thing.
“I don’t give a shit anymore, Alex. Kelly will have the whole goddamn CIA on my ass now. But I plan to stay alive as long as I can. And take as many of those Agency assholes with me as I can. You understand that kind of thinking, right? Hell, I can see you doing the same damn thing if you got screwed by MI6 the way I did by CIA. Tell me you wouldn’t, because I know—”
Hawke fired twice, right through the bulky sweater.
The heavy mag rounds caught Payne high on his right side. He spun around in a mad pirouette and staggered backward through the doorway and into the rain. At the same time, he brought up the muzzle of his automatic weapon and squeezed off a long burst, the staccato rattle deafening inside the small cottage, bullets spraying everywhere.
Hawke dove behind the upended table. The high-powered rounds splintered bits and chunks of wood all around him. Couldn’t remain here a second longer… his cover was disintegrating before his eyes.
He popped up and fired again.
He missed high and left, but caused Spider to duck down, move sideways on the front steps and take cover outside behind the exterior wall.
Hawke turned and bolted down the hallway leading to the seaward part of the house, toward his bedroom. Despite all the warning signs, he’d seriously underestimated his enemy. Cocky, that was the only word for his stupid behavior.. And that’s precisely how you got yourself killed in this business.
He needed a few precious seconds to think his way out of that very likely scenario.

CHAPTER 14

Hawke dashed inside his room.
Spider was right on his heels, pounding down the long hallway after him.
Inside the small bedroom, Hawke whirled around and slammed the heavy wooden door behind him. He double-bolted it and then slid his large mahogany dresser in front of it, thinking about how this could play out, trying to see it in his mind.
Spider had come prepared for all-out war. He was wearing ceramic body armor plates inside his combat jumpsuit. In order to survive, Hawke had to put a round between one of the seams between the armor plates… and hope to hit a vital organ.
And how the hell did you do that staring down the barrel of a roaring machine gun throwing lead at you? He looked around the room, trying to subdue the panic that was creeping around the edges on his conscious mind… A weapon? Some way out of this… had to be!
He spotted one of Pelham’s round needlepoint rugs in the center of the bedroom floor.
There might be a way …
His bedroom was directly above the sea. A long time ago he’d had the crazy notion of installing a fireman’s pole beneath his bedroom floor. His initial idea had been to use it to slide down the twenty or thirty feet to the narrow lagoon that lay just beneath his room. He’d envisioned it as a great way to wake up each morning. Slide naked from his bed, grab the pole, and wake up in the clear cold seawater. The novelty had soon worn off.… but the pole was still there!
He stepped to the center of his small room. Lifted up the circular rug with a sailboat on it. Beneath it was the round hatch he’d disguised to match the rest of the wooden flooring. Never thinking he’d need an escape hatch but just have it, a secret like a bookcase that swung open to reveal a hidden passage.
He hooked his finger under an edge and lifted.
Spider was hammering on the door with his fist, kicking it hard with his heavy boots. Telling Hawke it was over, useless, time to die. It would be the work of a few moments before the powerful brute gained entry.
Yes! Twenty feet directly below Hawke’s room lay the small enclosed lagoon that opened out to the open sea. He could see the gleaming pole disappearing into the dark waves below, frothing up against the steep rocky walls.
Angered, Spider was firing his weapon at the door, splintering the timbers. Hawke knew he didn’t have long—
He jumped, grabbed the pole and slid down, lowering himself just a couple of feet. Then he reached up and pulled the hatch cover with its attached rug back into place. Even if Spider got inside the room now, well, he’d just bought himself a little time… a minute, maybe …
Go!
He let go of the hatch cover and let himself slide….
The cold dark water shocked him, pumping even more adrenaline into his system. He clawed at the water, kicking his feet as hard as he could, and swam submerged out the inlet and into open sea.
He gulped air as his head popped up above the surface, expecting to see the cottage up on the rocky promontory. Everything was black! No horizon, no landmarks. He whirled around, disoriented, looking for the shoreline. There! The misty garden lights up on his terrace! He started clawing water, swimming as hard as he could for land.
A minute later he reached a set of wide stone steps carved into the rock that ascended all the way up to his broad terrace.
He pulled his weapon from its holster and raced to the top, taking the steps three at a time.
There he was!
Through an exterior window, he’d caught a glimpse of Spider Payne. He was still out in the hall, slamming his big shoulder against the splintering bedroom door over and over again, screaming loudly in frustration. Hawke sprinted across the terrace, slid open one of the doors, and stepped inside.
The hallway leading to his room was to his immediate left. The house was still pitch-black. He could hear the door begin to give way… Spider, illuminated only be the light from within the room, was seconds away from entering.
Moving as quietly as he could, he entered to the darkened hall and paused.
He knew he’d only get one shot at this.
He felt along the wall with his left hand, searching for the overhead hall light switch. Spider was almost completely through the bedroom door …
Hawke raised the Colt revolver, sighting on Spider’s broad back as he paused to take a breath.
Then he flipped the light switch.
The corridor was instantly flooded with bright incandescent light.
“Spider!” he cried out, the gun now extended with two hands in front of him, standing braced in a shooter’s stance.
The big man whirled to face him, his own face a mask of shock and rage. Hawke saw the muzzle of the man’s assault rifle come up, Spider already firing rounds, zinging off the tile floor as he raised the automatic weapon toward his enemy hoping to cut him to ribbons.
Hawke fired the Python.
Once into the center of Spider’s chest, hoping to catch the seam and his heart.
And once into his right eye.
The man’s skull was slammed back against the door. He was still somehow struggling to lift his weapon as he fired blindly… rounds still ricocheting off the tile floor as the life drained out of him.
And then and there Spider Payne breathed his last, sliding slowly to the floor, leaving a bloody smear on Alex Hawke’s shattered bedroom door, collapsing into a shapeless black heap of useless flesh and bone.
Hawke went to him, knelt down and pressed two fingers to his carotid artery, just to make sure.
No pulse.
The rogue was finally dead.

CHAPTER 15

“Hullo, Ambrose,” Hawke said, answering his mobile a few moments later.
“Well, since it appears to be you on the phone, one can only deduce that you survived the encounter.”
“Excellent deduction, Constable. One of your best.”
“Do you require any assistance, by chance?”
“That would be nice. Where are you? Enjoying a quiet pipe by the fireside somewhere?”
“Hardly. I’m standing about twenty feet outside what used to be your front door, waiting in the pouring rain for all the shooting to die down in there.”
“Ah, you’re here, then. Well. Do come in, won’t you? Doors open, as you can see,” Hawke said. “Meet me at the Monkey Bar, will you? We would seem to owe ourselves a libation, some sort of restorative, I suppose. What’s your pleasure, old warrior?”
“A gin and bitters should do nicely. Boodles, if you have it.”
“I certainly do.”
“What about the deceased?”
“Oh, I don’t think he’ll be having anything this evening. He’s moved on.”
“Ah. Well, good work, Alex. On my way inside now. I’ll see you at the bar.”
“Cheerio, then.”
“Cheerio.”
Hawke looked down at the corpse at his feet. Brass cartridges glittered everywhere on the tile floor. He used one bare foot to roll the man over onto his back, saw one dead black eye staring blindly back at him.
“I should have killed you that night in Tangiers, Payne,” he said. “I could have done with one less funeral in Maine, you miserable bastard.”.
He found Ambrose standing behind the bar, his cold pipe jammed into one corner of his mouth, pouring a healthy dollop of rum into Hawke’s favorite tumbler. Congreve smiled as he poured. “The ambrosial nectar of the gods,” he said.
“Indeed.”
“What shall we drink to?” Congreve asked, raising his glass of gin.
“Let’s see,” Hawke mused.
He plucked one of the cigarettes from a silver stirrup cup on the bar, lit up, and thought about it a second before speaking.
“Absent friends and dead enemies?” Hawke said.
And that was the end of it.
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