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      For Jaime Levine, whose editorial expertise and unbounded enthusiasm make this so much more fun

   
      
      Prologue

   
      
      
      Bangalore, India

      
      NIGHT DESCENDED LIKE a curtain of scuttling insects, coming alive with the setting of the sun. The noise was atrocious, as
         was the stench of unwashed bodies, human excrement, rotting food, and decomposing bodies. The garbage of Bangalore shifted
         back and forth like a sludgy tide.
      

      
      Leonid Danilovich Arkadin sat in a darkened room that smelled of hot electronics, stale smoke, and cooling dosas. Firing up
         a cigarette with his chrome lighter, he stared down at the ribbed skeleton of Phase Three, part of the ever-expanding Electronic
         City rising out of the slums clinging to Bangalore like a disease. Electronic City, built in the 1990s, was now the world
         capital of technology outsourcing; virtually every major high-tech company had IT offices here, making it the hub of the technical
         support industry spawned by technologies that morphed every six months.
      

      
      Gold from concrete, Arkadin thought, dazzled. He’d read up on the history of alchemy, because of its transformative nature it had become a special
         interest of his. At this early hour of the evening—early, that is, for the outsourcing crowd whose offices by and large filled
         the buildings to capacity—the lobby and corridors were as quiet and still as they would be if they were in New York City at 3 AM. The outsourcing crowd was geared to the workday in the United States, which made them as virtual as ghosts when they were
         at their consoles, cordless earphones wrapped around their heads.
      

      
      After the fiasco in Iran, when he had royally screwed Maslov, he had set up operations here, away from those he wished eventually
         to hunt, who were already hunting him: Dimitri Ilyinovich Maslov and Jason Bourne.
      

      
      From his suite of offices he had a perfect view of the block-square work site, a pit excavated out of the earth where the
         footings for the foundations of another office tower were being laid. Usually the site was lit by glaring floodlights, so
         the crews could work through the night, but work had stopped unexpectedly two weeks ago and hadn’t yet resumed. As a result
         the excavation had been invaded by the city’s ragtag army of beggars, whores, and gangs of young kids trying to fleece everyone
         who passed by.
      

      
      Now and again, as he let the smoke drift from his nostrils, he could hear the stealthy cat-like padding of his men strategically
         placed throughout the suite, but he was alone in this room with Hassan, a large, square software magician who smelled faintly
         of circuits and cumin. Arkadin had brought his men with him, loyal Muslims all, which presented a problem only insofar as
         the native Hindus hated Muslims. He’d looked into using a detail of Sikh mercenaries, but he couldn’t find it in himself to
         trust them.
      

      
      Hassan had proven invaluable. He had been the computer programmer for Nikolai Yevsen, the late and unlamented arms dealer
         whose business Arkadin had appropriated out from under Maslov. Hassan had made a copy of all the customer, supplier, and contact
         data on Yevsen’s mainframe before wiping it clean. Now Arkadin was working Yevsen’s list, raking in unimaginable mountains
         of money by supplying war matériel for virtually every local warlord, despot, and terrorist organization around the globe.
      

      
      Hassan sat hunched over his computer, using encrypted software slaved to the remote servers Arkadin had set up in a secure location. He was a man who lived to work. In the weeks since Hassan’s
         defection and Yevsen’s death in Khartoum, Arkadin had never once seen him leave these offices. He slept after eating a light
         lunch, from one to three thirty precisely, then it was back to the computer.
      

      
      Arkadin’s attention was only partially on Hassan. On a sideboard nearby lay a laptop, with hot-swappable drive bays, into
         which he’d slid the hard drive from the laptop one of his men had stolen from Gustavo Moreno just before the Colombian drug
         lord was shot to death in his Mexico City compound. Turning to it, Arkadin felt his face bathed in the eerie blue electronic
         glow, hard as marble, hard as his father’s callused fist.
      

      
      Stubbing out his cigarette, he scrolled through the files, which he’d already pored through again and again; he had a number
         of computer hacks on his payroll, but he hadn’t allowed any of them—even Hassan—to comb through this particular hard drive.
         He went back to the ghost file that had reluctantly shown its enigmatic face only under the duress of a powerful anti-virus
         program. He could see it now, but it was still locked away, encrypted with a logarithm his cryptographic software still hadn’t
         been able to crack despite running for more than twenty-four hours.
      

      
      Moreno’s laptop, which was hidden in a safe place, was as mysterious as this ghost file. It had a slot in the side that lacked
         the receptor for a USB plug-in and was too big to accommodate an SD card, too small to be a fingerprint reader. Clearly, it
         was a custom retrofit, but for what?
      

      
      What the hell was in that file, anyway? he wondered. And where would a drug lord get an unbreakable logarithm like this one—not
         at your local hacker’s mart in Cali or Mexico City, that was for sure.
      

      
      Lost in thought as he was, Arkadin’s head nevertheless came up as if he scented the sound, rather than heard it. His ears
         practically twitched like a hunting dog’s, and then, moving back into the shadows, he said, “Hassan, what’s that light moving
         down in the construction site?”
      

      
      Hassan glanced up. “Which one, sir? There are so many fires…”

      
      “There.” Arkadin pointed. “No, farther down, stand up and you’ll see it clearly.”

      
      The moment Hassan rose, leaning forward, a spray of semi-automatic fire demolished the office windows, spraying Hassan, the
         desk, and the surrounding carpet with an ice storm of glass crystals. Hassan, slammed backward, lay on the carpet, gasping
         and drooling blood.
      

      
      Arkadin ejected the hard drive just before a second hail of bullets flew through the shattered windows, gouging the wall opposite.
         Taking shelter within the desk’s leg hole, he took up a [image: image]korpion vz. 61 submachine gun and shot to ribbons the computer Hassan
         was working on. By this time staccato semi-automatic gunfire had begun to erupt from within the office suite itself. The overlapping
         noises resounded, peppered with shouted commands and the screams of the dying. No help from his men, that much was clear enough.
         But he did recognize the language in which the laconic orders were being delivered: Russian. And more specific than that,
         Moscow Russian.
      

      
      Arkadin thought Hassan was speaking or at least making sounds, but whatever he was saying was lost within the explosions of
         gunfire. Since the attackers were Russian, Arkadin had no doubt they were after Yevsen’s priceless information. He was now
         trapped inside a pincer assault both from within the suite and from the grounds outside the blown-out windows. He had only
         moments in which to act. Rising, he scuttled over to where Hassan lay, his hot, bloodshot eyes staring up at him.
      

      
      “Help… help me.” Hassan’s voice was thick with blood and terror.

      
      “Of course, my friend,” Arkadin said kindly, “of course.”

      
      With luck, his enemies would have mistaken Hassan for him, which would buy him the precious time to escape. But not if Hassan
         began to scream. Jamming the hard drive deep into his pocket, he pressed his shoe onto Hassan’s throat until Hassan arched
         back and his eyes nearly bugged out of his head. But with his windpipe crushed, he could make no sound. Behind him, Arkadin
         heard a confused swirl of sounds on the other side of the door. His men would defend him to the death, he knew, but in this
         case they seemed to have been caught off guard and might even be outnumbered. He had only seconds to act.
      

      
      As in all modern office buildings, the large windows were sealed shut, possibly as a safeguard against suicide attempts, which now and then occurred in any event. Arkadin cranked open a side
         window and slipped out into the unquiet night. Six floors below him was the excavation pit from which the cavernous new building
         would rise. Enormous earthmoving machines reared up amid the makeshift cardboard hovels and cook fires like long-necked dragons
         slumbering in the semi-darkness.
      

      
      The sleek, post-modern building had no horizontal sills outside the window, but between the windows were lengths of decorative
         outcroppings of concrete and steel running vertically. Arkadin swung onto one just as a fistful of bullets pinged through
         the door to his office—his men had lost their valiant battle with the intruders.
      

      
      The smells of the Bangalore night, of ghee, frying dosas, betel juice, and human waste, rose up from the excavation pit six
         floors below like a noxious mist as he began to shinny down the concrete-and-steel column. At that moment he became aware
         of crisscrossing beams of light below him: Having determined that they hadn’t shot him to death up in his office, they were
         beginning the search for him in earnest on the ground. Acutely conscious of how exposed and vulnerable he was clinging like
         a spider to the side of the building, he stopped at the fourth-floor level. The panes were smaller and more evenly spaced
         here because this floor was given over to the air-conditioning system, the water and electrical systems, and the like. He
         kicked at the windowpane on the floor below using the toe of his boot, but to no avail, the glass was impervious to the blows.
         Lowering himself farther, he swung his foot into a metal plate below the window. It dented, a corner twisted up but would
         not come off, so he scuttled down until, in this precarious position, he was able to insert his fingers into the space between
         the metal and the wall. Applying pressure, he levered the plate off. Now he was confronted with an oblong hole that appeared
         to be just large enough for his body. Grabbing onto the pillar with both hands, he swung his feet into the gap, pushed, inserting
         his legs, then his buttocks. Only then did he let go of the pillar.
      

      
      For a moment his head and torso dangled in space, long enough for him to see, even upside down, the searchlights rising toward him, creeping up the facade of the building. An instant later
         he was dazzled, caught in their light. He heard raised voices, guttural shouts in Russian before he gathered himself and pushed
         himself fully into the gap. Followed closely by the explosive sounds of gunfire, he tunneled into utter darkness.
      

      
      He lay still, regaining his breath and equilibrium. Then, using his feet and knees, he urged himself through the space, wriggling
         first one shoulder, then the other. This method served him well for three or four feet, until he came up against what seemed
         to be a barrier. Craning his neck, he could just make out a faint patch of gray floating somewhere in the blackness ahead
         of him, which meant he hadn’t come up against a barrier at all—the space had narrowed unexpectedly. He pushed with his legs,
         but this only seemed to wedge his shoulders in more securely, so he stopped and did nothing at all, willing his body to relax
         while his mind ran through strategies to extricate himself.
      

      
      He began a series of deep-breathing exercises, slowing with each exhale. He willed himself to think of his body as boneless,
         as infinitely malleable, until his mind was utterly convinced. Then he contracted his shoulders, bringing them in toward his
         chest as he’d once seen a contortionist do in the Moscow circus. Slowly, ever so gently, he pushed with the outer edges of
         his boot soles. At first nothing happened; then, contracting farther, he began to inch forward, coming through the narrow
         section and out the other side. Soon enough after that the top of his head butted against the inner grille. Drawing his legs
         up as far as the confined space allowed, he imagined them going through the grille. Then all at once he slammed his legs straight,
         battering the grille with such force it popped off, and he tumbled into what appeared to be a closet, stinking of hot metal
         and grease.
      

      
      Closer inspection revealed that the cubicle was an electrical switch station for the elevator. Coming out the other side,
         he found himself in the elevator shaft. He could hear the shouts of the Russian assassins. The elevator car was moving downward
         toward the fourth floor; the men outside must have informed those inside of where he had reentered the building.
      

      
      He looked around and saw a vertical ladder bolted to the wall directly across from where he stood. But before he could make
         a move the hatch on the roof of the elevator car swung up and one of the Russians poked his head and torso out. Seeing Arkadin,
         he brought up a submachine gun.
      

      
      Arkadin ducked as a burst of gunfire sparked off the wall at the spot his head had just been. In a crouch, he aimed from the
         hip and sent a hail of bullets into the Russian’s face. The top of the car was almost level with him, and he vaulted upward,
         landing on it. The moment his boot touched the roof, a burst of bullets exploded upward through the open hatch almost knocking
         him off his feet, but he kept going. Taking another long stride to the far edge of the roof, he leapt across the gap to the
         vertical ladder, down which he immediately scrambled. Behind him, the elevator car began to descend. When it was a good six
         feet below him it stopped.
      

      
      He braced himself, swung his upper torso around, and the moment he saw movement out of the open hatch, sent three quick bursts
         pinging against the roof. Then he continued down the ladder, dropping two and three rungs at a time in order to make himself
         a more difficult target to track.
      

      
      Answering fire started up, sparking against the metal rungs as he spidered his way down. Then abruptly the firing stopped,
         and risking a glance upward, he saw at once that one of the surviving Russians had crawled out of the open hatch and swung
         down onto the vertical ladder, coming after him.
      

      
      Arkadin paused long enough to raise his weapon, but before he could fire the Russian let go of his hold and, plummeting down,
         grabbed onto him, almost ripping his arms out of their sockets. He swung wildly with the added weight and the momentum from
         the falling body, and in that moment the Russian swatted the weapon out of his hand. It went banging down the shaft, clanging
         and caroming this way and that. At the same time, the elevator resumed its descent.
      

      
      The Russian had one hand pressed against Arkadin’s throat, while the other ripped a K-Bar knife out of its sheath. The Russian
         pushed Arkadin’s chin up, exposing his throat. The thick, wicked blade arced through the air and Arkadin drove one knee upward. The
         Russian’s body bent like a bow, intersecting with the bottom of the elevator as it came down.
      

      
      Even braced as he was, Arkadin was almost dragged into the side of the elevator as the Russian’s body was ripped from him.
         For a moment he dangled upside down, and only his ankles hooked through a rung of the ladder saved him. He let himself swing
         while he oriented himself, then he reached out, his powerful hands gripping the ladder as he unhooked his ankles and swung
         down until he was right-side up again. The strain on his shoulders was enormous, but this time he was prepared and did not
         falter. His feet found a rung below him and he resumed his downward climb.
      

      
      Below him the elevator continued its descent to the ground floor, but no one poked their head out of the open hatch. Landing
         on the roof, he peered cautiously inside. He counted two bodies; neither one was left alive. He dropped down, stripped one
         of the corpses of its weapon, then hit the BASEMENT button.
      

      
      The basement of the tower was a vast, fluorescent-lighted parking garage. It was not, however, well used, since most people
         who worked in the building couldn’t afford cars. Instead they called taxi services to take them to and from work.
      

      
      Apart from his own BMW, two gleaming Mercedeses, a Toyota Qualis, and a Honda City, the garage was bereft of vehicles. Arkadin
         checked them; all were empty. Avoiding his car, he broke into the Toyota and after several moments of fiddling with the electronics
         managed to defeat the starter cutoff switch. Settling himself behind the wheel, he put the car in gear, drove across the bare
         concrete and onto the up-ramp to the street.
      

      
      With a spray of sparks from the undercarriage Arkadin bounced out at the rear of the building onto the roughly paved street.
         Directly ahead of him lay the construction pit. So many fires flared among the rubble and the gigantic machines, the entire site seemed in danger of bursting into flame.
      

      
      To either side of him he heard the throaty roar of powerful motorcycle engines as two Russians rode their mechanical beasts
         toward him in a pincer movement. It seemed clear that they had been waiting for him at either end of the street so that no
         matter which way he turned, left or right, they could head him off. Pressing the accelerator to the floor, he drove straight
         ahead, crossing the street, and crashed through the flimsy fence that encircled the building site.
      

      
      Immediately the Toyota’s nose dipped down as the car descended almost precipitously into the pit. The shocks took most of
         the force of its landing, but Arkadin still bounced in his seat as the car hit bottom and, tires squealing, leveled out. Behind
         him the two motorcycles lifted into the air as they followed him into the pit—landing, bouncing—and took off after him.
      

      
      He headed directly toward one of the fires, scattering vagrants as he went. Passing through the flames, he veered hard to
         his left, threading the proverbial needle between two huge machines and—just managing to avoid one of the slicks of greasy
         garbage—turned hard right toward another fire and another group of lost souls.
      

      
      Glancing in his side mirror, he saw one of the motorcycles still on his tail. Had he lost the other one? Approaching the flames,
         he waited until the last minute, when the glare was at its height, then jammed on the brakes. As people ran in every direction,
         the motorcycle, with its driver half blinded, plowed into the rear of the Toyota, launching the Russian off the seat. Tumbling
         head-over-heels, he smashed into the top of the Toyota, bounced, and slid off.
      

      
      Arkadin was already out of the car. He heard the rider groaning, trying to get up off the dirt, and kicked him hard in the
         side of the head. He was on his way back to the car when the shots struck the fender near him. He ducked; the assault rifle
         he’d pulled off the dead man in the elevator lay on the passenger’s seat out of reach. He tried to crab-walk to the driver’s
         door, but each time he was driven back by shots that plunged into the Toyota’s side.
      

      
      He lay down, scrambled underneath the car as the syrupy, pungent air struck him another hammer blow. Emerging on the opposite
         side, he hauled open the rear door of the Toyota, and almost got his head shot off. He dived back under the car to regroup
         and within seconds realized that he had been given no choice but to abandon the car. Understanding that this was what his
         adversary wanted, he determined how to neutralize, or at the very least minimize, the mounted Russian’s advantage.
      

      
      For a moment he closed his eyes, picturing where the Russian cyclist must be by the direction from which the bullets came.
         Then, turning ninety degrees, he pulled himself out from under the Toyota by hooking his fingers around the front bumper.
      

      
      Bullets caused the windshield to shatter, but due to the safety glass it held together in a spiderweb so complex that it turned
         the windshield opaque, cutting off his pursuer’s view of his escape. Down low was the dense, stinking mass of the homeless,
         downtrodden, disaffected. He saw their faces as he ran, zigzagging madly through the morass of skeletal humanity, pale as
         ash. Then he heard the guttural cough of the motorcycle engine through the chatter of Hindi and Urdu. These goddamn people
         were moving like a sea, parting as he scrambled through their midst, and it was this movement that the Russian was following
         like the ping on a sonar screen.
      

      
      In the near distance he could make out a support structure of metal beams attached to the deep-set concrete footings, and
         he ran toward them. With a throaty roar, the motorcycle broke free of the surf of people, zooming after him, but by that time
         he had vanished into the jungle gym structure.
      

      
      The Russian slowed as he approached the beams. To his left was a temporary fence of corrugated iron, already rusting in the
         gluey Indian air, so he turned to the right and began a tour around the side of the metal beams. He peered down into the darkness
         of the abyss into which the massive footings had been set like molars. His AK-47 was at the ready.
      

      
      He was halfway along when Arkadin, lying along an upper beam like a leopard, leapt onto him. As the Russian’s body twisted
         backward, his hand reflexively squeezed the throttle, and the motorcycle surged forward, its balance off as the momentum of Arkadin’s
         leap tipped its front end up. The chassis accelerated as it spun out from under them, and they were both thrown against the
         metal beams. The Russian’s head struck the middle of a beam, and the AK-47 flew out of his hand. Arkadin tried to lunge at
         him but discovered that a shard of metal had penetrated the flesh at the back of his thigh all the way to the bone. He was
         impaled. With a violent wrench that momentarily took his breath away, he pulled the shard out of his leg. The Russian rushed
         him while he was still seeing sparks in front of his eyes and his breath felt like steam in his lungs. He was pounded by a
         flurry of blows to the side of the head, his ribs, his sternum before he swung the metal shard around, driving it into the
         Russian’s heart.
      

      
      The Russian’s mouth opened in surprise, his eyes looked at Arkadin with incomprehension, just before they rolled up in his
         head and he sank to the blood-soaked ground. Arkadin turned and walked toward the ramp to the street, but he felt as if he
         had been injected with a paralytic. His legs were stiff, barely responding to commands from a brain that seemed increasingly
         encased in sludge. He felt cold and unfocused. He tried to catch his breath, couldn’t, and fell over.
      

      
      All around him, it seemed, fires burned, the city was on fire, the night sky was the color of blood, pulsing to the beat of
         his laboring heart. He saw the eyes of those he’d killed, red as the eyes of rats, crowding in on him. I don’t want to share the darkness with you, he thought as he felt himself about to plunge into unconsciousness.
      

      
      And perhaps it was this thought alone that caused him to pause, to take deep breaths, and then, in that moment of repose or
         weakness, to improbably accept water from those crowding around him, who, he saw now, weren’t the familiar dead, but the unfamiliar
         living. Filthy, ragged, and without hope they might be, but they recognized an underdog when they saw one, and this brought
         out their innate altruism. Instead of picking him clean like a flock of vultures, they had taken him into their hearts. Isn’t it the downtrodden, the ones who can least afford to give up anything, who are more willing to share what
         they have than the millionaires inhabiting the gated towers on the other side of the city? This was Arkadin’s thought as he
         took their gift of water, in return giving them a wad of rupees from his pocket. Not long after, he felt strong enough to
         call the local hospital. Then he ripped off an arm of his shirt and wrapped it around his leg to stanch the bleeding in his
         thigh. There was a pack of boys, runaways or children whose parents had been killed in one of the many sectarian skirmishes
         that from time to time swept through the neighborhoods, a whirlwind of hate and blood. They watched him as if he were the
         hero of a video game, as if he were not quite real. They were afraid of him, but they were also drawn like moths to a flame.
         He motioned to them and they surged forward as if each one were a leg of some giant insect. They had the Russian’s motorcycle
         in their midst, and he saw that they had it surrounded, that they were protecting it.
      

      
      “I won’t take the bike away from you, it’s yours,” he said in Hindi. “Help me out to the street.”

      
      By then the sound of a siren had become a wail, and with the lost boys supporting him he limped out of the pit into the arms
         of the medical team, who bundled him into the back of the ambulance, where they laid him down, one of them taking his pulse,
         checking his heart, while the other began to assess the wound.
      

      
      Ten minutes later he was being wheeled into the emergency room on a collapsible gurney, then transferred facedown to one of
         the ER’s beds. The arctic air woke him as if from a high fever. He watched the comings and goings in the ER as he was given
         an injection of local anesthetic, then a surgeon washed his hands in the disinfectant gel from a dispenser affixed to a column,
         snapped on gloves, and began the process of cleaning, disinfecting, and suturing the wound.
      

      
      The procedure allowed Arkadin time to reflect on the raid. He knew that it was Dimitri Ilyinovich Maslov who had ordered the
         assault. Maslov was the head of the Kazanskaya, the Moscow mafia, known colloquially as the grupperovka. Maslov was his onetime employer, from whom Arkadin had taken the illegal arms business. This business was critical to Maslov because the Kremlin was coming down
         hard on the grupperovka, slowly yet inexorably stripping the families of the power base they had built up since glasnost. But over the years Dimitri
         Maslov had proved himself different from the heads of the other grupperovka, who were all either losing power or already in prison. Maslov prospered, even in these difficult times, because he still
         had the political muscle to defy the authorities or at least keep them at bay. He was a dangerous man and an even more dangerous
         enemy.
      

      
      Yes, Arkadin thought now, as the surgeon cut the suture cords, Maslov surely ordered the raid, but he didn’t plan it. Maslov had his hands full with political enemies closing in on all sides; besides, it was a long time since he’d been on
         the streets and he’d lost that keen edge only the streets can provide. Who, Arkadin asked himself, had he given this job to?
      

      
      At that moment, as if by divine intervention, he received his answer because, there, standing in the shadows of the ER, unseen
         or ignored by the hurrying staff and groaning patients, was Vylacheslav Germanovich Oserov, Maslov’s new underboss. He and
         Oserov had a long, vengeful history reaching back to Arkadin’s home city of Nizhny Tagil; nothing but hatred and venom lay
         between them. Still vivid in his memory was their most recent encounter—a nasty incident in the highlands of northern Azerbaijan
         where he was training a raiding party for Maslov while scheming to double-cross him. He’d called Oserov out, almost beaten
         him to a pulp—the latest in a long line of violent responses to the atrocities Oserov had perpetrated many years ago in Arkadin’s
         hometown. Of course Oserov was the perfect man to plan the raid, which, he was certain, included his own death whether or
         not Maslov had ordered it.
      

      
      Oserov, who stood in the shadows, arms crossed over his chest, appeared to be looking at nothing, but in fact he was observing
         Arkadin with the single-minded concentration of a hawk tracking its prey. The face was pocked and scarred, the knotty evidence
         of murders, street brawls, and near-death encounters, and the corners of his wide, thin-lipped mouth turned up in the familiar hateful smile that seemed both condescending and obscene.
      

      
      Arkadin was shackled by his trousers. They were rucked around his ankles because it had been too awkward to get them off him
         completely. He felt no pain in his thigh, of course, but he didn’t know how the shot he’d received would affect his ability
         to sprint or run.
      

      
      “That’s it,” he heard the surgeon say. “Keep the wound well dry for at least a week. I’m prescribing an antibiotic and a painkiller.
         You can pick them up from the pharmacy on your way out. You’re lucky, the wound was clean-edged and you got here before any
         infection could set in.” Then the surgeon laughed. “No marathons for a while, though.”
      

      
      A nurse applied a surgical pad, which she set in place with surgical tape.

      
      “You shouldn’t feel a thing for another hour or so,” she said. “Be sure to start both your prescriptions before then.”

      
      Oserov unwound his arms and came off the wall. He was still not looking directly at Arkadin, but his right hand was in the
         pocket of his trousers. Arkadin had no idea what sort of weapon he carried, but he wasn’t about to wait around to find out.
      

      
      He asked the nurse to help him on with his trousers. When he’d buckled his belt and sat up, she turned to leave. A certain
         tension came into Oserov’s body. As Arkadin slid off the bed onto his feet he whispered in the nurse’s ear, “I’m an undercover
         cop. That man over there has been sent by criminals to kill me.” When the nurse’s eyes opened wide, he added, “Just do what
         I tell you and everything will be fine.”
      

      
      Keeping her between him and Oserov, Arkadin moved to his right. Oserov matched him step for step.

      
      “You’re heading away from the exit,” the nurse whispered to him.

      
      Arkadin kept going, nearing the column where the surgeon had disinfected his hands from the dispenser. He could tell the nurse
         was becoming more and more agitated.
      

      
      “Please,” she whispered, “let me call security.”

      
      They were standing beside the column. “All right,” he said and pushed her so hard she stumbled into a crash cart, sending
         another nurse and a doctor tumbling. In the confusion he saw a security guard appear from the hallway and Oserov coming toward him,
         a wicked-looking stiletto in his hand.
      

      
      Arkadin grabbed the disinfectant dispenser and ripped it free of its brackets. He swung it hard, slamming it into the head
         of the security guard, who skidded on the linoleum floor as he went down. Tucking the dispenser under one arm, Arkadin vaulted
         over the guard’s prone body and took off for the hallway.
      

      
      Oserov was right behind him, gaining with every step. Arkadin realized that he had unconsciously slowed his pace, worried
         that he would rip out the stitches. Disgusted with himself, he shouldered past a pair of startled interns and put on a burst
         of speed. The hallway in front of him was clear, he dug in his pocket for his lighter, flicked on the flame. Then he pumped
         disinfectant out of the dispenser’s nozzle. He could hear the pounding of Oserov’s shoes, almost imagine the quickening of
         his breath.
      

      
      All at once he turned and, in one motion, lit the highly flammable sanitizer, thrust out the dispenser, and threw it at his
         oncoming pursuer. He turned and ran, but the explosion caught him anyway, hurling him halfway down the corridor.
      

      
      A fire alarm sounded, blasting through the cacophony of shouts, screams, running feet, flailing bodies, and flickering flames.
         He took off, but slowed to a walk as he rounded a corner. Two security guards and a pack of older doctors pushed by him, nearly
         knocking him off his feet. Blood started to trickle down his leg, hot and vital. Everything he saw was crystal clear, hard-edged,
         iridescent, pulsing with life. He held the door open for a woman in a wheelchair who held her baby in her arms. She thanked
         him and he laughed with such intensity that she laughed, too. At that moment a squad of grim-faced police came off the street
         through the door he was holding open, rushing right by him.
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      1

      
      
      
      YES,” SUPARWITA SAID, “that is the ring Holly Marie Moreau’s father gave her.”
      

      
      “This ring.” Jason Bourne held up the object in question, a simple gold band with engraving around the inside. “I have no
         memory of it.”
      

      
      “You have no memory of many things in your past,” Suparwita said, “including Holly Marie Moreau.”

      
      Bourne and Suparwita were sitting cross-legged on the floor of the Balinese shaman’s house deep in the jungle of Karangasem,
         in southeast Bali. Bourne had returned to the island to trap Noah Perlis, the spy who had murdered Holly years ago. He had
         pried the ring out of Perlis’s grasp after he had killed him not five miles from this spot.
      

      
      “Holly Marie’s mother and father arrived here from Morocco when she was five,” Suparwita said. “They had the look of refugees.”

      
      “What were they fleeing from?”

      
      “Difficult to say for certain. If the stories about them are true, they chose an excellent place to hide from religious persecution.”
         Suparwita was known formally as a Mangku, both a high priest and a shaman, but also something more, impossible to express in Western terms. “They wanted protection.”
      

      
      “Protection?” Bourne frowned. “From what?”

      
      Suparwita was a handsome man of indeterminate age. His skin was a deep nut brown, his smile wide and devastating, revealing
         two rows of white, even teeth. He was large for a Balinese, and exuded a kind of otherworldly power that fascinated Bourne.
         His house, an inner sanctum surrounded by a lush, sun-dappled garden and high stucco walls, lay in deepest shadow so that
         the interior was cool even at noontime. The floor was packed dirt covered by a sisal rug. Here and there odd items of indeterminate
         nature—pots of herbs, clusters of roots, bouquets of dried flowers pressed into the shape of a fan—sprouted from floor or
         walls as if alive. The shadows, which filled the corners to overflowing, seemed constantly in motion as if formed from liquid
         rather than air.
      

      
      “From Holly’s uncle,” Suparwita said. “It was from him they took the ring in the first place.”

      
      “He knew they stole it?”

      
      “He thought it was lost.” Suparwita cocked his head. “There are men outside.”

      
      Bourne nodded. “We’ll deal with them in a minute.”

      
      “Aren’t you concerned they’ll burst in here, guns drawn?”

      
      “They won’t show themselves until I’ve left here; they want me, not you.” Bourne touched the ring with his forefinger. “Go
         on.”
      

      
      Suparwita inclined his head. “They were hiding from Holly’s uncle. He had vowed to bring her back to the family compound in
         the High Atlas Mountains.”
      

      
      “They’re Berbers. Of course, Moreau means ‘Moor,’ ” Bourne mused. “Why did Holly’s uncle want to bring her back to Morocco?”
      

      
      Suparwita looked at Bourne for a long time. “I imagine you knew, once.”

      
      “Noah Perlis had the ring last, so he must have murdered Holly to get it.” Bourne took the ring in his hand. “Why did he want
         it? What’s so important about a wedding ring?”
      

      
      “That,” Suparwita said, “is a part of the story you were trying to discover.”

      
      “That was some time ago. Now I wouldn’t know where to start.”

      
      “Perlis had flats in many cities,” Suparwita said, “but he was based in London, which was where Holly went when she traveled
         abroad during the eighteen months before she returned to Bali. Perlis must have followed her back here to kill her and obtain
         the ring for himself.”
      

      
      “How do you know all this?” Bourne asked.

      
      Suparwita’s face broke into one of his thousand-watt smiles. All at once he looked like the genie conjured up by Aladdin.
         “I know,” he said, “because you told me.”
      

      
      Soraya Moore noticed the differences between the old Central Intelligence under the late Veronica Hart and the new CI under
         M. Errol Danziger the moment she walked into CI headquarters in Washington, DC. For one thing, security had been beefed up
         to the point that getting through the various checkpoints felt like infiltrating a medieval fortress. For another, she didn’t
         recognize a single member of the security personnel on duty. Every face had that hard, beady look only the US military can
         instill in a human being. She wasn’t surprised by this. After all, before being appointed as DCI by the president, M. Errol
         Danziger had been the NSA’s deputy director of Signals Intelligence, with a long and distinguished career in the armed forces
         and then in the DoD. He also had a long and distinguished career as a brass-balled sonovabitch. No, what startled her was
         simply the speed with which the new DCI had installed his own people inside CI’s formerly sacrosanct walls.
      

      
      From the time that it had been the Office of Strategic Services during World War II, the agency had been its own domain, entirely
         free of interference from either the Pentagon or its intelligence arm, the NSA. Now, because of the growing power of Secretary
         of Defense Bud Halliday, CI was being merged with NSA, its unique DNA being diluted. M. Errol Danziger was now its director,
         and Danziger was Secretary Halliday’s creature.
      

      
      Soraya, the director of Typhon, a Muslim-staffed anti-terrorist agency operating under the aegis of CI, considered the changes
         Danziger had instigated during the several weeks she had been away in Cairo. She felt lucky that Typhon was semi-independent.
         She reported directly to the DCI, bypassing the various directorate heads. She was half Arab and she knew all her people,
         had in most instances handpicked them. They would follow her through the gates of hell, if she asked it of them. But what
         about her friends and colleagues inside CI itself? Would they stay or would they go?
      

      
      She got off at the DCI’s floor, drenched in the eerie green light filtered through bullet- and bombproof glass, and came up
         against a young man, reed-thin, steely-eyed, with a high-and-tight marine haircut. He was sitting behind a desk, riffling
         through a stack of papers. The nameplate on his desk read: LT. R. SIMMONS READE.
      

      
      “Good afternoon, I’m Soraya Moore,” she said. “I have an appointment with the DCI.”

      
      Lt. R. Simmons Reade glanced up and gave her a neutral look that nevertheless seemed to hold the hint of a sneer. He wore
         a blue suit, a starched white shirt, and a red-and-blue regimental striped tie. Without glancing at his computer terminal
         he said, “You had an appointment with Director Danziger. That was fifteen days ago.”
      

      
      “Yes, I know,” she said. “I was in the field, cleaning up the loose ends of the mission in northern Iran that had to be—”

      
      The light’s greenish tint made Reade’s face seem longer, sharper, dangerous, almost like a weapon. “You disobeyed a direct
         order from Director Danziger.”
      

      
      “The new DCI had just been installed,” she said. “He had no way of knowing—”

      
      “And yet Director Danziger knows all he needs to know about you, Ms. Moore.”

      
      Soraya bristled. “What the hell does that mean? And it’s Director Moore.”
      

      
      “Not surprisingly, you’re out of date, Ms. Moore,” Reade said blandly. “You’ve been terminated.”

      
      “What? You’ve got to be joking. I can’t—” Soraya felt as if she were being sucked down a sinkhole that had just appeared beneath
         her feet. “I demand to see the DCI!”
      

      
      Reade’s face got even harder, like a pitchman for the “Be All You Can Be” slogan. “As of this moment, your clearance has been
         revoked. Please surrender your ID, company credit cards, and cell phone.”
      

      
      Soraya leaned forward, her fists on the sleek desktop. “Who the hell are you to tell me anything?”

      
      “I’m the voice of Director Danziger.”

      
      “I don’t believe a word you say.”

      
      “Your cards won’t work. There’s nowhere to go but out.”

      
      She stood back up. “Tell the DCI I’ll be in my office when he decides he has time to debrief me.”

      
      R. Simmons Reade reached down beside his desk and lifted a small, topless cardboard box, which he slid across to her. Soraya
         looked down and almost choked on her tongue. There, neatly stacked, was every personal item she’d had in her office.
      

      
      I can only repeat what you yourself told me.” Suparwita stood up and, with him, Bourne.
      

      
      “So even then I was concerned with Noah Perlis.” It wasn’t a question and the Balinese shaman didn’t treat it as such. “But
         why? And what was his connection to Holly Marie Moreau?”
      

      
      “Whatever the truth of it,” Suparwita said, “it seems likely they met in London.”

      
      “And what of the odd lettering that runs around the inside of the ring?”

      
      “You showed it to me once, hoping I could help. I have no idea what it means.”

      
      “It isn’t any modern language,” Bourne said, still racking his damaged memory for details.

      
      Suparwita took a step toward him and lowered his voice until it was just above a whisper. Nevertheless, it penetrated into Bourne’s mind like the sting of a wasp.

      
      “As I said, you were born in December, Siwa’s month.” He pronounced the god Shiva’s name as all Balinese did. “Further, you were born on Siwa’s day: the last day of the month, which is both the ending and
         the beginning. Do you understand? You are destined to die and be born again.”
      

      
      “I already did that eight months ago when Arkadin shot me.”

      
      Suparwita nodded gravely. “Had I not given you a draft of the resurrection lily beforehand, it’s very likely you would have
         died from that wound.”
      

      
      “You saved me,” Bourne said. “Why?”

      
      Suparwita gave him another of his thousand-watt grins. “We are linked, you and I.” He shrugged. “Who can say how or why?”

      
      Bourne, needing to turn to practical matters, said, “There are two of them outside, I checked before I came in.”

      
      “And yet you led them here.”

      
      Now it was Bourne’s turn to grin. He lowered his voice even further. “All part of the plan, my friend.”

      
      Suparwita raised a hand. “Before you carry out your plan, there is something you must know and something I must teach you.”

      
      He paused long enough for Bourne to wonder what was on his mind. He knew the shaman well enough to understand when something
         grave was about to be discussed. He’d seen that expression just before Suparwita had fed him the resurrection lily concoction
         in this very room some months ago.
      

      
      “Listen to me.” There was no smile on the shaman’s face now. “Within the year you will die, you will need to die in order
         to save those around you, everyone you love or care about.”
      

      
      Despite all his training, all his mental discipline, Bourne felt a wave of coldness sweep through him. It was one thing to
         put yourself in harm’s way, to cheat death over and over, often by a hairbreadth, but it was quite another to be told in unequivocal
         terms that you had less than a year to live. On the other hand, he had the choice to laugh it off—he was a Westerner, after
         all, and there were so many belief systems in the world that it was easy enough to dismiss 99 percent of them. And yet, looking into Suparwita’s eyes, he could see the
         truth. As before, the shaman’s extraordinary powers had allowed him to see the future, or at least Bourne’s future. “We are linked, you and I.” He had saved Bourne’s life before, it would be foolish to doubt him now.
      

      
      “Do you know how, or when?”

      
      Suparwita shook his head. “It doesn’t work like that. My flashes of the future are like waking dreams, filled with color and
         portent, but there are no images, no details, no clarity.”
      

      
      “You once told me that Siwa would look after me.”

      
      “Indeed.” The smile returned to Suparwita’s face as he led Bourne into another room, filled with shadows and the scent of
         frangipani incense. “And the next several hours will be an example of his help.”
      

      
      Valerie Zapolsky, Rory Doll’s personal assistant, brought the message to DCI M. Errol Danziger herself, because, as she said,
         her boss did not want to entrust the news to the computer system, even one as hackproof as CI’s.
      

      
      “Why didn’t Doll bring this himself?” Danziger frowned without looking up.

      
      “The director of operations is otherwise engaged,” Valerie said. “Temporarily.”

      
      She was a small dark woman with hooded eyes. Danziger didn’t like that Doll had sent her.

      
      “Jason Bourne is alive? What the fuck—!” He leapt off his chair as if he’d been electrocuted. As his eyes scanned the report,
         which was brief and lacking actionable detail, his face grew red with blood. His head fairly trembled.
      

      
      Then Valerie made the fatal mistake of trying to be solicitous. “Director, is there anything I can do?”

      
      “Do, do?” He looked up as if coming out of a stupor. “Sure, here’s what, tell me this is a joke, a sick, black joke on Rory
         Doll’s part. Because if not, I sure as hell am going to fire your ass.”
      

      
      “That will be all, Val,” Rory Doll said, appearing in the doorway behind her. “Go on back to the office.” Her expression of
         deliverance only partially assuaged his guilt at thrusting her into the line of fire.
      

      
      “Goddammit,” Danziger said. “I swear I will fire her.”
      

      
      Doll strolled into the office and stood in front of Danziger’s desk. “If you do, Stu Gold will be on you like flies on shit.”

      
      “Gold? Who the fuck is Stu Gold and why should I give a shit about him?”

      
      “He’s CI’s lawyer.”

      
      “I’ll fire his ass, too.”

      
      “Impossible, sir. His firm has an ironclad contract with CI, and he’s the only one with clearance all the way up—”

      
      The DCI’s hand cut across the air in a vicious gesture. “You think I can’t find just cause to can her?” He snapped his fingers.
         “What’s her name?”
      

      
      “Zapolsky. Valerie A. Zapolsky.”

      
      “Right, what is that, Russian? I want her re-vetted down to the brand of toenail polish she uses, understood?”

      
      Doll nodded diplomatically. He was slender and fair-haired, which only caused his electric-blue eyes to blaze like flares.
         “Absolutely, sir.”
      

      
      “And God help you if there’s a spot, however small, or even a question, on that report.”

      
      Ever since Peter Marks’s recent defection the DCI had been in a foul mood. Another director of ops had not yet been named.
         Marks had been Doll’s boss and Doll knew that if he could prove his loyalty to Danziger, he’d have a good shot at Marks’s
         position. Grinding his teeth in silent fury, he changed the subject. “We need to talk about this new bit of intel.”
      

      
      “This isn’t a file photo, is it? This isn’t a joke?”

      
      “I wish it were.” Doll shook his head. “But, no, sir. Jason Bourne was photographed applying for a temporary visa at Denpasar
         Airport in Bali, Indonesia—”
      

      
      “I know where the hell Bali is, Doll.”

      
      “Just being complete, sir, as per your instructions to us on first-day orientation.”

      
      The DCI, though still fuming, said nothing. He held the report, and its attendant grainy black-and-white photo of Bourne,
         in his fist—his mailed fist, as he liked to call it.
      

      
      “Continuing, as you can see by the electronic legend in the lower right-hand corner, the photo was taken three days ago, at
         two twenty-nine PM local time. It took our signals department this long to ensure there was no transmission error or interception.”
      

      
      Danziger took a breath. “He was dead, Bourne was supposed to be dead. I was sure we’d shut him down forever.” He crushed the
         photo, threw it in the hopper attached to the paper shredder. “He’s still there, I assume you know that much.”
      

      
      “Yes, sir.” Doll nodded. “At this moment he’s on Bali.”

      
      “You have him under surveillance?”

      
      “Twenty-four hours a day. He can’t make a move without us knowing about it.”

      
      Danziger considered for a moment, then said, “Who’s our wet-work man in Indonesia?”

      
      Doll was ready for this question. “Coven. But, sir, if I may point out, in her last written report filed from Cairo, Soraya
         Moore claimed that Bourne had a major hand in preventing the disaster in northern Iran that brought down Black River.”
      

      
      “Almost as dangerous as his rogue status is Bourne’s ability to—how shall I put it?—influence women unduly. Moore is certainly
         one of them, which is why she was fired.” The DCI nodded. “Activate Coven, Mr. Doll.”
      

      
      “Can do, sir, but it will take him some time to—”

      
      “Who’s closer?” Danziger said impatiently.

      
      Doll checked his notes. “We have an extraction team in Jakarta. I can get them on a military copter within the hour.”

      
      “Do it, and use Coven as backup,” the DCI ordered. “Their orders are to bring Bourne in. I want to subject him to extensive, ah, questioning. I want to pick his brains, I want to know his
         secrets, how he manages to keep evading us, how at every turn he cheats death.” Danziger’s eyes glittered with malice. “When
         we’re done with him we’ll put a bullet through his head and claim the Russians killed him.”
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