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The Last Spymaster

Prologue
 

November 16, 1985
Glienicke Bridge, between West Berlin and East Germany

 

The darkness seemed colder, more bitter, at Glienicke Bridge when a spy exchange was about to begin. Jay Tice shoved his hands deep into his topcoat pockets in a futile attempt to warm them as he scanned the forested hills and the steel-and-iron bridge, black and forbidding in the first rays of dawn.

Dusted with snow, two stone centaurs flanked the long expanse, towering over Tice’s armored sedan and the two battered U.S. Army trucks. On high alert, a dozen soldiers carrying M-16s and wearing pistols over their belted overcoats moved like shadows across the road and among the skeletal trees. The night’s snowfall had been light; still, it muffled the sounds of distant traffic.

Tice missed nothing, not the tension in his people’s faces, certainly not the Kalashnikov-toting East German soldiers on the far side of the bridge, who patrolled slowly, menacingly, in the gray light. They guarded Pavel Abendroth, the renowned dissident and Jewish refusenik, and his warden—Stasi officer Raina Manhardt.

Tice moved his gaze away. He was a rumpled man of thirty-four, just shy of six feet tall. His nose was straight, his hair brown and of average length, his mouth wide and implacable. Depending on the light, his eyes were blue or brown. His one distinctive feature was the deep cleft that notched his chin, which was dramatic. Still, Tice had perfected the art of appearing almost bloodless, clearly boring. Seldom did anyone remember him or his cleft chin—unless he wanted them to.

“Issa’a kaem?”
the voice beside him demanded.

With a sharp movement of his head, Tice peered at his half of the predawn swap—Faisal al-Hadi, a twenty-year-old Muslim militant caught in an arms deal Tice had busted. Standing motionless and straight as a knife, he was Tice’s height but narrow, with a high-bridged nose and bony features,
dressed in American jeans and a duffel coat. According to his dossier, he spoke English, but no one in the command had heard him use it. Oddly, al-Hadi had yet to look at the bridge. Those waiting to be traded tended to stare across it with raw hunger.

Tice checked his wristwatch.
“Issa’a 5:12. Da’ayi’ hidashar.”
The trade must begin in just eleven minutes so it would be finished by 5:42
A.M.
—sunrise.

This was Glienicker Brücke, “Bridge of Spies,” witness to many of the Cold War’s most crucial exchanges. It was a bridge leading nowhere, unused except for the infrequent official vehicle on a military mission between the Free West and the Communist East and the occasional vital spy swap. Some exchanges were notorious and covered by the press; others were secret, as was this one.

Before al-Hadi could respond, a car’s motor pierced the silence. Tice spun. Rifles lashed around. The engine was a deep purr—large and expensive, its timing impeccable. A Mercedes. As soon as Tice read the license plate, he waved an arm backward in a wide swing that those on both sides of the bridge could see, signaling everyone to stand down.

Wearing a camel-hair overcoat, Palmer Westwood stepped from the luxury car. His hair was thick and pepper gray, his features angular and grave. Fifty-two years old, Westwood was the CIA’s new Associate Deputy Director of Operations, the ADDO, just in from Langley. He was late.

As Westwood hurried toward them, he pulled out his pocket watch. The fob was a small gold triangle—flat, with two jagged edges. He checked the time then glanced at the terrorist. “Any trouble?”

“Quiet so far,” Tice told him. “We should go.”

Westwood nodded, and Tice signaled. The soldiers closed in. They advanced as a group, passing the sign that warned ominously in four languages:
YOU ARE LEAVING THE AMERICAN SECTOR
. The old steel bridge was radiant, ablaze in arc lights, stretching ahead more than four hundred feet.

For the first time, al-Hadi looked across. Then he stared as if he could not tear his gaze away, his black eyes burning with fury he could no longer hide. As Tice followed his line of sight, he began to understand the terrorist’s silence and apparent lack of interest.

“Come over here,” Tice ordered as they stopped at the edge. “Stay on my left.” The terrorist was right-handed.

Tice turned away so al-Hadi could not see as he unbuttoned his coat, pulled his pistol from the holster, and slid it into his waistband. He put another item into his left pocket. When he turned back, al-Hadi was in place. On either side, the dark forest was hushed, still, almost predatory.

Tice checked his watch again and gazed across just as Raina Manhardt peered up from hers. They nodded and stepped forward alone, two enemy intelligence officers doing their duty. Al-Hadi caught up with Tice, while Raina Manhardt slowed for Abendroth to join her. Jailed nine years in the gulag, the Jewish doctor had lost a third of his body weight from starvation rations and illness. Dressed in baggy clothes, he pressed his earmuffs close and smiled as he matched Manhardt’s steps.

The walk had begun. As an icy wind gusted off the river, Tice moved close to al-Hadi and spoke in English: “You’re damn lucky. If Dr. Abendroth weren’t a cause célèbre, you wouldn’t be going home.”

Al-Hadi’s eyes snapped. His molten gaze was locked on the small man in the distance. He said nothing.

“That’s it, isn’t it,” Tice said softly. “A Jew is saving your life. Worse, a human-rights Jewish activist the West reveres.”

“Mabahibish khanzeereen.”
Al-Hadi sneered. His right hand twitched.

Immediately, Tice used both hands to slap a handcuff on the wrist and squeeze it tight enough to inhibit circulation. “Keep walking. Now I’ve got a gun pointed at you under my coat, too. Dammit, don’t pull away. You don’t want anyone to see this.
Ala tool. Ala ikobri.
”

“
Kufr
. Infidels! The Jews are the enemies of Islam. Jews are the source of all conflicts! They are liars.
Murderers.
If I am defending my home, no one can call
me
a terrorist. All infidels must die!”

“If you hadn’t behaved yourself in lockup, I never would’ve been able to talk Langley into letting you go—even for someone of Abendroth’s stature. Up to now, you’ve been smart. But you’ll never make it home alive if you don’t drop whatever you’re carrying in your right hand.”

Al-Hadi’s head jerked around. “What? How did you know?” His pinched face showed the pain caused by the handcuff.

For the past month, ever since his capture in the shoot-out in West Berlin, al-Hadi had tried to hide his intelligence behind a mask of indifference. But Tice had noted his watchful gaze, the small advantages he created for himself, and his ability to perceive routine in an apparently randomized interrogation schedule. His intelligence would argue against self-destruction.

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	33
	...
	56
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Revenge in the Homeland by A. J. Newman



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        First Time: Penny's Story (First Time (Penny) Book 1) by Abigail Barnette



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        A Pigeon Among the Cats by Josephine Bell



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Blackthorne's Bride by Shana Galen



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Human Interaction by Cheyenne Meadows



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Call It Sleep by Henry Roth



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Obsessed by Devon Scott



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Ice Claw by David Gilman



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Forgotten Soldier: A Pike Logan Thriller by Brad Taylor



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Three Shifters for Sarah (Siren Publishing Ménage Amour) by Dani April


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    