ADVANCE READING COPY = NOT FOR SALE
TO BE PUBLISHED IN HARDCOVER MARCH 2011

DON WINSLO!

A Novel Based on

TREVANIAN'S SHIBUMI



SATORI

DON WINSLOW

A NOVEL BASED ON

TREVANIA

l

gﬂ
J

?ﬁ)i;)\
i4

i)

Ty
"§,
L

....4—-_¢,..
y o<

mA

-~
——Alt s
- e

Ly
-

G

C

GRAND CENTRAL
PUBLISHING

NEW YORK BOSTON



This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product
of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events,
locales, or persons, living or dead, is coincidental.

Copyright © 2010 by Don Winslow and the Trevanian Beneficiaries

All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no
part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form
or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior written

permission of the publisher.

Grand Central Publishing
Hachette Book Group

237 Park Avenue

New York, NY 10017

www.HachetteBookGroup.com
Printed in the United States of America

First Edition: November 2010
o 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

Grand Central Publishing is a division of Hachette Book Group, Inc.
The Grand Central Publishing name and logo is a trademark of Hachette Book
Group, Inc.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data Tk



Acknowledgments



Author’s Note

[TK]



G

C

GRAND CENTRAL
PUBLISHING

Dear Reader,

Satori is a term from Japanese Buddhism that means “sudden enlight-
enment.” Now the word has also acquired a new meaning: it’s the title of
one of the most exciting new thrillers of 2011.

The 1979 publication of SHIBUMI by Trevanian was a phenomenon.
In SATORI, Don Winslow picks up Trevanian’s mantle and brings his
character Nicholai Hel to a new generation of readers.

If you're a fan of Nicholai Hel and SHIBUMI, this is the book you've
been waiting to read for thirty years.

And if this is the first time you're meeting Nicholai Hel—then buckle
up, and get ready for an exhilarating ride.

Enjoy!
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Mitch Hoffman
Executive Editor
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SATORI



Part One

TOKYO, OCTOBER 1951






1cHoLAT HEL watcHED the maple leaf drop from the branch, flutter
Nin the slight breeze, then fall gently to the ground.

It was beautiful.

Savoring the first glimpse of nature that he’d had after three years of
solitary confinement in an American prison cell, he breathed in the crisp
autumn air, let it fill his lungs, and held it for a few moments before he
exhaled.

Haverford mistook it for a sigh.

“Glad to be out?” the agent asked.

Nicholai didn’t respond. The American was as nothing to him, a mere
merchant like the rest of his compatriots, peddling espionage instead of
automobiles, shaving cream, or Coca-Cola. Nicholai had no intention of
engaging in meaningless conversation, never mind allowing this function-
ary access to his personal thoughts.

Of course he was glad to be out, he thought as he looked back at the
bleak gray walls of Sugamo Prison, but why did Westerners feel a need to
voice the obvious, or attempt to give expression to the ineffable? It was the
nature of a maple leaf to drop in the autumn. I killed General Kishikawa,
as close to a father as I ever had, because it was my filial nature—and
duty —to do so. The Americans imprisoned me for it because they could
do nothing else, given their nature.

And now they offer me my “freedom” because they need me.

Nicholai resumed his walk along the pebbled path flanked by the maple
trees. A bit surprised that he felt a twinge of anxiety at being outside the
closed, small space of his cell, he fought off the wave of dizziness brought
on by the open sky. This world was large and empty; he had no one left
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in it except himself. His own adequate company for three years, he was
reentering a world that he no longer knew at the age of twenty-six.

Haverford had anticipated this, having consulted a psychologist on the
issues that face prisoners going back into society. The classic Freudian,
replete with the stereotypical Viennese accent, had advised Haverford that
“the subject” would have become used to the limitations of his confine-
ment and feel overwhelmed at first by the sheer space suddenly confront-
ing him in the outside world. It would be prudent, the doctor warned, to
transfer the man to a small, windowless room with voluntary access to a
yard or garden so that he could gradually acclimate himself. Open spaces,
or a crowded city with its bustling population and incessant noise, would
be likely to upset the subject.

So Haverford had arranged for a small room in a quiet safe house in
the Tokyo suburbs. But from what he could learn from what there was
to be learned of Nicholai Hel, he couldn’t imagine the man being easily
overwhelmed or upset. Hel displayed preternatural self-possession, a calm
that was almost condescending, confidence that often crossed the line into
arrogance. On the surface, Hel appeared to be a perfect blend of his aristo-
cratic Russian mother and his samurai surrogate father, the war criminal
Kishikawa, whom he had saved from the shame of a hangman’s noose
with a single finger-thrust to the trachea.

Despite his blond hair and vibrant green eyes, Haverford thought, Hel
1s more Asian than Western. He even walks like an Asian— his arms
crossed behind his back so as to take up as little space as possible and not
cause inconvenience to anyone coming from the other direction, his tall,
thin frame slightly stooped in modesty. European in appearance, Haver-
ford decided, Asian in substance. Well, it made sense— he was raised by
his émigré mother in Shanghai, and then mentored by Kishikawa when
the Japs took the city. After the mother died, Kishikawa moved the boy to
Japan to live with and study under a master of the impossibly complicated
and nuanced board game Go, a sort of Jap chess, albeit a hundredfold
more difficult.

Hel became a master in his own right.

So is it any wonder that Hel thinks like an Asian?

Nicholai sensed the man’s thoughts on him. The Americans are incred-
ibly transparent, their thoughts as obvious as stones at the bottom of a clear,
still pool. He didn’t care what Haverford thought of him — one doesn’t
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solicit the opinions of a grocery clerk — but it did annoy him. Shifting his
attention to the sun on his face, he felt it warm his skin.

“What would you like?” Haverford asked.

“In the sense of what?”

Haverford chuckled. Most men emerging from long confinement
wanted three things—a drink, a meal, and a woman, not necessar-
ily in that order. But he was not going to indulge Hel’s arrogance, so he
answered, in Japanese, “In the sense of what would you like?”

Mildly impressed that Haverford spoke Japanese, and interested that he
refused to surrender such a small stone on the board, Nicholai responded,
“I don’t suppose that you could organize an acceptable cup of tea.”

“In fact,” Haverford said, “I've arranged a modest cha-kai. I hope you
find it acceptable.”

A formal tea ceremony, Nicholai thought.

How interesting.

A car waited at the end of the walk. Haverford opened the back door
and ushered Nicholai in.



HE CHA-KAI was not only acceptable, it was sublime.

Nicholai savored each sip of the cha-noyu as he sat cross-legged on
the tatami floor next to the lacquered table. The tea was transcendent, as
was the geisha who knelt nearby, discreetly just out of hearing range of the
sparse conversation.

To Nicholai’s shock, the functionary Haverford knew his way around
the tea ceremony and served with impeccable courtesy, his ritual flawless.
Upon arrival at the teahouse, Haverford had apologized that there were,
by necessity, no other guests, then led Nicholai into the machiai, the wait-
ing room, where he introduced Nicholai to an exquisitely lovely geisha.

“This is Kamiko-san,” Haverford said. “She will serve as my Aanto
today.”

Kamiko bowed and handed Nicholai a kimono to put on, then offered
him sayu, a cup of the same hot water that would be used to brew the tea.
Nicholai took a sip, then, as Haverford excused himself to go prepare the
tea, Kamiko took Nicholai outside to the roji, the “dew ground,” a small
garden that held only arrangements of rocks but no flowers. They sat on
the stone bench and, without conversation, enjoyed the tranquility.

A few minutes later Haverford, now kimono-clad, walked to a stone
basin and ceremonially washed his mouth and hands in the fresh water,
then stepped through the middle gate into the roji, where he formally
welcomed Nicholai with a bow. In turn, Nicholai purified himself at the
tsukubat,

To enter the cha-shitsu, the tearoom, they had to pass through a sliding
door that was only three feet high, forcing them to bow, an act that sym-
bolized the divide between the physical world and the spiritual realm of
the tearoom.
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The cha-shitsu was exquisite, elegant in its simplicity, a perfect expres-
sion of shibumi. As tradition demanded, they first walked to an alcove, on
the wall of which hung the kakemono, a scroll with painted calligraphy
appropriate to the day’s occasion. In his role as guest, Nicholai admired
the skillful brushwork, which depicted the Japanese symbol for sazorz.

An interesting choice, Nicholai thought. Satori was the Zen Buddhist
concept of a sudden awakening, a realization of life as it really is. It came
not as a result of meditation or conscious thought, but could arrive in the
wisp of a breeze, the crackle of a flame, the falling of a leaf.

Nicholai had never known sazori.

In front of the kakemono, on a small wooden stand, was a bowl that
held a single small maple branch.

They stepped over to a low table, on which was a charcoal burner and
a kettle. As Nicholai and Kamiko sat cross-legged on the mat by the table,
Haverford bowed and left the room. A few moments later a gong sounded,
and he returned carrying the cha-wan, a red ceramic bowl that contained
a tea whisk, a tea scoop, and a cloth.

As teishu, the host, Haverford knelt at his proper place at the table,
directly across the hearth from Nicholai. He wiped all the utensils with the
cloth, then filled the bowl with hot water, rinsed the whisk, then poured
the water into a waste bowl and carefully wiped the tea bowl again.

Nicholai found himself enjoying the old ritual, but did not want to be
lulled into complacency. The American had obviously done his research
and knew that in the few years of freedom Nicholai had enjoyed in Tokyo
before his imprisonment, he had established a formal Japanese house-
hold, with retainers, and had observed the old rituals. Surely he knew that
Nicholai would find the cha-kai both nostalgic and comforting,

And it is both, Nicholai thought, but be cautious.

Haverford presented the tea scoop, then opened a small container and
paused to allow his guest to appreciate the aroma. Nicholai realized with
surprise that this was koi-cha, from plants one hundred years old, grown
only in the shade in certain parts of Kyoto. He could not imagine what
this maz-cha might have cost, then wondered what it might eventually
cost him, given that the Americans had not gone to such extravagance for
nothing.

Pausing for precisely the correct time, Haverford then dipped a
small ladle into the container and scooped out six measures of the finely



