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         Chapter 1

         
         
         

         
         Chief Inspector Chen Cao, of the Shanghai Police Bureau, found himself once again walking through the morning mist toward Bund Park.
         

         
         
         
         
         In spite of its relatively small size, about fifteen acres, the location of the park made it one of the most popular places in Shanghai. At the Bund's northern end, the front gate of the park faced the Peace Hotel across the street, and its back gate connected with the Waibaidu Bridge, a name that remained unchanged since its completion in the colonial era, meaning literally Foreign White Crossing Bridge. The park was especially celebrated for its promenade of multicolored flagstones, a long curved walkway raised above the shimmering expanse of water which joined the Huangpu and Suzhou rivers. From its height, people could look out to view vessels coming and going against the distant Wusongkou, the East China Sea.
         

         
         
         
         
         The front gatekeeper, a gray-haired, red-armbanded woman surnamed Zhu, yawned and nodded to Chen on that April morning as he tossed a green plastic token into the token box. Several of the people who worked there knew him well.

         
         
         
         
         That morning, Chen was one of the earliest birds to arrive in the park. He walked to a clearing in the central area that was surrounded by poplar and willow trees. The white European-style pavilion with its spacious verandah stood out in pleasant relief against the newly painted green benches. The dewdrops clinging to the foliage glistened in the dawn light like a myriad of clear eyes.

         
         
         
         
         The appeal of the park was enhanced for Chen by its associations. In his elementary-school years, he had read about the park's history. The official textbook of the time said that at the turn of the century the park had been open only to Western expatriates. There had been signs on the gates saying: No Chinese or dogs allowed, and red-turbaned Sikh guards stood there to bar the way. After 1949, the Communist government considered this a good example of Western powers' attitudes in pre-Communist China, and it was often cited in patriotism education. Had this actually happened? It was hard to establish the truth now, as the line between truth and fiction was always being constructed and deconstructed by those in power.
         

         
         
         
         
         He mounted a flight of steps to the promenade, breathing in the fresh air of the waterfront. Petrels glided over the waves, their wings flashing in the gray light, as if flying out of a half-forgotten dream. The dividing line between the Huangpu River and Suzhou River became visible.

         
         
         
         
         The park appealed to Chief Inspector Chen, however, for a more personal reason than its beauty or history.

         
         
         
         
         In the early seventies, as a waiting-for-assignment high-school graduate, out of school, out of a job, he had come to practice tai chi in the park. Two or three months later, one mist-enveloped morning, after yet another halfhearted attempt at copying the ancient poses, he came upon a worn-out English textbook on a bench. How the book came to have been left there, he failed to discover. People sometimes placed old newspapers or magazines on the seats as protection from the dampness, but never a textbook. He carried the book to the park for several weeks, hoping someone might claim it. No one did. Then one morning, frustrated with an extremely difficult tai chi pose, he opened the book at random. From then on, he studied English instead of tai chi in the park.

         
         
         
         
         His mother had worried about that change. It was not considered in good political taste to read any book except Quotations from Chairman Mao. However, his father, a neo-Confucian scholar, predicted that studying in the park might be propitious for him, in accordance with the ancient theory of wuxing: Among the five elements in Chen, water was lacking a little, so any place in association with water would benefit him. Years later, when he tried to look up that particular theory, Chen could not find it. Perhaps it had been made up for his benefit.
         

         
         
         
         
         Those mornings in the park sustained him through the years of the Cultural Revolution. And in 1977, he entered Beijing Foreign Language University, having obtained a top English score on the newly restored college entrance examination. Four years later he was assigned, through another combination of circumstances, to a job at the Shanghai Police Bureau.

         
         
         
         
         In retrospect, Chen's life seemed to be full of the ironic causalities of misplaced yin and yang, like that misplaced book in the park, or his misplaced youth of those years. One thing led to another, and to still another, so the result could hardly be recognized. The chain of causality was perhaps more intricate than Western mystery writers, whose works he translated in his spare time, would care to admit.

         
         
         
         
         On the cool April breeze, a melody wafted over from the big clock atop the Shanghai Customs Building. Six thirty. It had played another tune during the Cultural Revolution: "The East Is Red." Time flowed away like water.

         
         
         
         
         In the early nineties, under Deng Xiaoping's economic reform, Shanghai had been changing dramatically. Across Zhong-shan Road, a long vista of magnificent buildings, which had once housed the most prestigious Western companies in the early part of the century and then Communist Party institutions after 1950, were now welcoming back those Western companies in an effort to reclaim the Bund's status as China's Wall Street. Bund Park, too, had been changing, though he did not like some of the changes. For example, the postmodern concrete River Pavilion stood like a monster beside him, slouching against the first gray of the morning, watching. So, too, had Chen changed from a penniless student to a prominent chief inspector of police.

         
         
         
         
         Still, it remained his park. In spite of a heavy work load, he managed to come here once or twice a week. It was close to the bureau, a fifteen-minute walk.

         
         
         
         
         Not too far away, a middle-aged man practiced tai chi, striking a series of poses: grasping a bird's tail, spreading a white crane's wings, parting a wild horse's mane on both sides . . . Chief Inspector Chen wondered what he might have become had he persisted in practicing. Perhaps he would now be like that tai chi devotee, wearing a white silk martial arts costume, loose-sleeved, red-silk-buttoned, with a peaceful expression on his face. Chen knew him. An accountant in an almost bankrupt state-run company, yet at that moment, a master moving in perfect harmony with the qi of the universe.
         

         
         
         
         
         Chen took his customary seat, a green-painted bench which stood under a towering poplar tree. Carved on the back of the bench in small characters was a slogan that had been popular during the Cultural Revolution: Long Live the Proletarian Dictatorship. The bench had been repainted a couple of times, but the message showed through.
         

         
         
         
         
         He took a collection of ci out of his briefcase and opened to a poem by Niu Xiji. The mist disappearing / against the spring mountains, / the stars few, small / in the pale skies, / the sinking moon illuminates her face, / the dawn in her glistening tears / at parting. . . . It was too sentimental for the morning. He skipped several lines to reach the last couplet: With the green skirt of yours in my mind, everywhere, / everywhere I step over the grass so lightly.

         
         
         
         
         Another coincidence, he mused, tapping his fingers on the bench back. Not too long ago, in a riverfront cafe on the Bund, he had read this couplet for a friend, who now stepped over the green grass far, far away. Chief Inspector Chen had not come here, however, to indulge in nostalgia.

         
         
         
         
         The successful completion of a major political case, involving Baoshen, the vice mayor of Beijing, had led to unexpected re-percussions in his professional work, and in his personal life, too. He was still emotionally as well as physically drained. In a recent letter to his girlfriend Ling, he had written, "As our ancient sage says, 'Eight or nine out of ten times, things go wrong in this world of ours.' People are no more than the chance products of good or bad luck in spite of their intentional efforts." She had not replied, which did not surprise him. Their relationship was strained because of that case.

         
         
         
         
         A gray-Mao-jacketed figure appeared behind him and addressed him in a serious, subdued voice, "Comrade Chief Inspector Chen."

         
         
         
         
         He recognized Zhang Hongwei, a senior park security officer. In the seventies, Zhang had worn a Mao badge on his jacket, patrolling energetically as if steel springs had been installed under his feet, casting mistrustful glances at the English textbook in Chen's hand. Now a bald, wrinkled man in his fifties, Zhang walked with a shuffle, his gray Mao jacket unchanged, except for the missing Mao badge.

         
         
         
         
         "Please come with me, Comrade Chief Inspector Chen."

         
         
         
         
         He followed Zhang to a corner partially obscured by a cluster of evergreens level with the embankment, about fifteen feet away from the back gate. Lying on the ground, supine, was a mutilated body with multiple wounds, from which blood had spread in a surreal web. A line of red spots led from the bank to the place where the body lay.

         
         
         
         
         Chief Inspector Chen had never dreamed that he would be called to examine a murder scene in Bund Park.

         
         
         
         
         "I was making my morning round when I came upon it, Comrade Chief Inspector Chen. You often come here in the morning, we all know," Zhang said apologetically, "so—"

         
         
         
         
         "When did you make your rounds this morning?"

         
         
         
         
         "At about six. Immediately after the park opened."

         
         
         
         
         "When did you make your rounds last night?"

         
         
         
         
         "Eleven thirty. We checked several times before closing. No one was left here."

         
         
         
         
         "So you're sure—"

         
         
         
         
         Their conversation was interrupted by a peal of laughter ringing from the bank near the gate. There, a young woman posed with a Japanese umbrella for a young man's camera. Sitting on the embankment wall, she leaned her upper body out over the water. A dangerous pose. Her cheeks flushed, and the camera flashed. Possibly a young couple on a honeymoon trip. A romantic day starting with picture-taking in Bund Park.

         
         
         
         
         "Vacate the park and close it for the morning," Chen ordered, frowning. He wrote a number on the back of a bookmark. "Dial this number from your office. Detective Yu Guangming's number. Ask him to come here as soon as possible."

         
         
         
         
         As Zhang hurried away, Chen began to examine the body. A male in his early forties, of medium height and build, dressed in expensive-looking white silk pajamas. His face was blood-smeared and bore deep cuts, and the left side of his skull had been smashed by a heavy blow. It was hard to imagine what he might have looked like alive, but it did not take a medical examiner to see that he had been hacked more than a dozen times with some sharp and heavy weapon, heavier than a knife. The cuts on his shoulders were deep, to the bone. Considering the multiple wounds, there was surprisingly little blood on the ground.

         
         
         
         
         There was only one pocket in the pajama top. Chen reached into it. Nothing there. Nor could he see any clothes label. Carefully, he touched the parts of the corpse's lower jaw and neck not covered in blood. Rigidity was noticeable, but the rest of the body was still relatively soft. There was some lividity in the legs. At the pressure of his finger, the discolored purplish spots blanched. So death had probably occurred four or five hours earlier.

         
         
         
         
         He pulled up the dead man's eyelid—a bloodshot eye stared at the sky, which was dappled with clouds. The corneas were not yet opaque, reinforcing his estimate that death was recent.

         
         
         
         
         How did such a body come to be found in Bund Park?

         
         
         
         
         There was one thing Chief Inspector Chen knew about the park's security management. The security officers as well as the retired volunteer workers made their evening rounds diligently, looking in all directions, shouting over loudspeakers, "Hurry up! It's time!" and flashing their flashlights at lovers in shadowy corners before the gate was closed. They had once made a special report to the bureau about it, trying to justify extra funding for their night work. With the severe housing shortage in Shanghai, the park lent itself to the romantic yearning of young people who had no privacy at home and could easily forget the passage of time and the public nature of the space. Security did a thorough job here. Zhang had been adamant in ruling out the possibility of anybody hiding in the park before it closed, and Chen believed him.

         
         
         
         
         Alternatively, people could have sneaked in after closing time; it would not have taken much effort to climb over the walls. One could have killed the other, then fled. However, traffic and pedestrians passed the area all night. Surely such an incident would have been seen and reported. The scene around the bushes did not support this hypothesis, either. There was no sign of a struggle. Two or three broken twigs were about all Chief Inspector Chen could discover. The fact that the body was dressed in pajamas further suggested that the murder had occurred earlier, in a room, from which the dead body had been moved into the park. Perhaps the body had been thrown from the river. The embankment was not high. At night's high tide, a body hurled from a boat could have landed on the embankment and rolled down into the bushes, which would also explain the line of the dark spots left on the bank.

         
         
         
         
         But there was something puzzling Chen. No one would have tried to dispose of a body here without foreseeing its immediate discovery. The park was at the center of Shanghai, visited daily by thousands of people. Why transport the corpse here?

         
         
         
         
         It was then that he saw the familiar figure of Detective Yu striding through the haze with a camera slung over his shoulder. A tall man of medium build, with a rugged face and deep-set eyes, Yu was his well-seasoned assistant, though Chen's senior by a couple of years. Yu was also his only colleague who did not grumble behind his back about the chief inspector's rapid rise, attributable to Deng Xiaoping's new cadre policy favoring those with a formal education. Yu had been a friend to him since they had solved the National Model Worker case.

         
         
         
         
         "Here?" Yu said, without formally greeting his boss.

         
         
         
         
         "Yes, here."

         
         
         
         
         Yu started shooting pictures from different angles. He knelt by the body, zoomed in for close-ups, and examined the wounds carefully. Producing a ruler from his pants pockets, he measured the cuts on the front of the body before turning it over to check the wounds on the back. Yu then looked up at Chen over his shoulder.

         
         
         
         
         "Any clue to his identity?" he asked.

         
         
         
         
         "No."

         
         
         
         
         "Triad killing, I am afraid," Yu said.

         
         
         
         
         "Why do you think so?"

         
         
         
         
         "Look at the wounds. Ax wounds. Seventeen or eighteen of them. There's no need for so many. The number may have a specific meaning. A common practice with gangsters. The blow to his skull would have been more than enough for the job." Yu stood up, putting the ruler back in his pocket. "An average wound length of two and a half to three inches. That bespeaks a steady hand with a lot of strength. Not amateur work."

         
         
         
         
         "Good observations." Chen nodded. "Where do you think the killing took place?"

         
         
         
         
         "Anywhere but here. The guy's still in his pajamas. The killer must have brought the body here. As a special warning. It's another sign of a triad killing. To send a message."

         
         
         
         
         "To whom?"

         
         
         
         
         "Perhaps to somebody in the park," Yu said. "Or somebody who will learn about it in no time. To spread the news fast and wide, there is no better place than the park."

         
         
         
         
         "So you think the body has been left here to be found?"

         
         
         
         
         "Yes, I think so."

         
         
         
         
         "Then how shall we start?"

         
         
         
         
         Yu asked a question instead. "Do we have to take the case, Chief? I'm not saying that the bureau should not take it, but as far as I remember, our special case squad takes only political cases."

         
         
         
         
         Chen could understand his assistant's reservations. Normally their squad did not have to take a case until it was declared "special" by the bureau, for stated or unstated political reasons. "Special," in other words, was the label applied when the bureau had to adjust its focus to meet political needs.

         
         
         
         
         "Well, there's been talk about setting up a new squad—a triad squad, but this might be classified as a special case. And we are not yet sure that it's a triad killing."

         
         
         
         
         "But if it is, it will be a hot potato. A hand-burning one."

         
         
         
         
         "You have a point," Chen said, aware of what Yu was driving at. Not too many cops would be interested in a case related to those gangs.

         
         
         
         
         "My left eyelid kept twitching this morning. Not a good omen, Chief."

         
         
         
         
         "Come on, Detective Yu." Chief Inspector Chen was not a superstitious man, not like some of his colleagues who would consult the I Ching before taking a case. If superstition did come into play, however, there was actually a reason he should take the case. It was in this park that his luck had taken a turn for the better.
         

         
         
         
         
         "In grade school I learned that Chiang Kaishek came to power with the help of the gangs in Shanghai. Several ministers in his government were members of the Blue triad." Yu paused, then went on, "After 1949, the gangsters were suppressed, but they staged a comeback in the eighties, you know."

         
         
         
         
         "Yes, I know that." He was surprised at his assistant's unaccustomed eloquence. Yu usually spoke without book-quoting or history-citing.

         
         
         
         
         "Those gangsters may be far more powerful than we imagine. They have branches in Hong Kong, Taiwan, Canada, the United States, and everywhere else in the world. Not to mention their connection to some of the top officials here."

         
         
         
         
         "I have read reports about the situation," Chen said. "But after all, what are we cops for?"

         
         
         
         
         "Well, a friend of mine got a job collecting debts for a state-run company in Anhui Province. According to him, he totally depends on the black way, the way of the triads. Not too many people believe in cops nowadays."

         
         
         
         
         "Now that this has happened in the heart of Shanghai, in Bund Park, we cannot stand around with our arms folded," Chen said. "I happened to be in the park this morning. Just my luck. So let me talk to Party Secretary Li about it. At least we'll make a report and send out a notice with the victim's picture. We have to identify him."

         
         
         
         
         When the body was finally taken away by the mortuary people, the chief inspector and his assistant walked back onto the embankment, standing with their elbows resting on the railing. The deserted park looked strange. Chen produced a pack of cigarettes—Kents. He lit one for Yu and another for himself.

         
         
         
         
         " 'You know it cannot be done, but you have to do it anyway.' That's one of the Confucian maxims of my late father."

         
         
         
         
         Yu shifted to a more conciliatory tone. "Whatever you decide, I'm with you."

         
         
         
         
         Chen understood Yu's reasoning, but he did not want to discuss his own. The sentimental meaning Bund Park had for him was private. There was some political justification for his taking the case. If an organized gang killing was involved, as he suspected, it could affect the image of the city. In post-cards, in movies, in textbooks, and in his own poems as well, Bund Park symbolized Shanghai. As a chief inspector, he was responsible for preserving the city's image. The bottom line was that the murder in the park had to be investigated, and he was here.

         
         
         
         
         He replied, "Thanks, Detective Yu. I know I can depend on you."

         
         
         
         
         As they left the park, they saw a group of people gathering in front of the gate, on which a notice had just been put, saying the park would be closed for the day due to redecoration.

         
         
         
         
         When the truth was not to be told, one excuse was as good as another.

         
         
         
         
         In the distance, a white gull glided over the slightly yellow water, silhouetted against the horizon, as if carrying the sun on its wings.

         
         
         
      

   
      
         
         

         Chapter 2

         
         
         
         

         "You have come a long way, Comrade Chief Inspector Chen." Party Secretary Li Guohua of the Shanghai Police Bureau smiled, leaning back in his maroon leather swivel chair by the window. Party Secretary Li's spacious office overlooked the central area of Shanghai.
         

         
         
         
         
         Chief Inspector Chen sat across the mahogany desk from him, breathing into a cup of the new Dragon Well green tea, a special treat few would have been offered in the powerful Party Secretary's office.

         
         
         
         
         As an emerging cadre with further promotion awaiting him, Chen owed a lot to Li, his mentor in bureau politics. Li had introduced Chen to the Party, spared no pains showing him the ropes, and advanced him to his present position. An entry level cop in the early fifties, Li had moved up steadily to the top of the bureau, picking his way through the debris of political movements, betting on the winners in inner-Party struggles. So people saw Li's hand-picking of Chen as his potential successor as another clever investment decision, especially after Chen's relationship to Ling, a politburo member's daughter from Beijing, became known to the small inner circle. To be fair to Li, however, he had not been aware of this relationship until after Chen's promotion.

         
         
         
         
         "Thank you, Party Secretary Li. As our sage has said, 'A man is willing to lay down his life for the one who appreciates him, and a woman makes herself beautiful for the one who appreciates her.'"

         
         
         
         
         It was still not considered in good political taste to quote Confucius, but Chen guessed that Li would not be displeased.

         
         
         
         
         "The Party has always thought highly of you," Li said in an official tone of voice. His Mao jacket was buttoned high to his chin in spite of the warm weather. "So this is a job for you, Chief Inspector Chen, for you alone."

         
         
         
         
         "You have heard about it already." Chen was not surprised that somebody else had made a report to Li about the body discovered in Bund Park that morning.

         
         
         
         
         "Look at this picture." Li produced a photo from a manila folder on the desk. "Inspector Catherine Rohn, a representative of the U.S. Marshals Service."

         
         
         
         
         It was a photo of a young woman, perhaps in her late twenties, handsome, spirited, her large blue eyes sparkling in the sunlight.

         
         
         
         
         "She is quite young." Chen studied the picture, thoroughly puzzled.

         
         
         
         
         "Inspector Rohn has studied Chinese in college. She is sort of a sinologist in the Marshals Service. And you're the scholar on our force."

         
         
         
         
         "Hold on—what job are you talking about, Party Secretary Li?"

         
         
         
         
         Outside the office window, an occasional siren was heard in the distance.

         
         
         
         
         "Inspector Rohn is going to escort Wen Liping to the United States. Your job is to help her accomplish this mission." Li cleared his throat before going on, "An important job. We know we can count on you, Chief Inspector Chen."

         
         
         
         
         Chen realized that Li was talking about a totally different matter. "Who is Wen Liping? I do not have the slightest idea about this job, Party Secretary Li."

         
         
         
         
         "Wen Liping is Feng Dexiang's wife."

         
         
         
         
         "Who is Feng Dexiang?"

         
         
         
         
         "A Fujian fanner, now a crucial witness in an illegal immigration case in Washington."

         
         
         
         
         "What makes Feng so special?"

         
         
         
         
         Li poured hot water into Chen's cup. "Have you heard of someone named Jia Xinzhi?"

         
         
         
         
         "Jia Xinzhi—yes, I've heard of him, a notorious triad tycoon based in Taiwan."

         
         
         
         
         "Jia has been involved in a number of international criminal activities. Jia is a heavyweight snake head. He's been arrested in New York in connection with these activities. To convict him, the American authorities need a witness who will testify to his involvement with an immigrant smuggling ship—The Golden Hope."

         
         
         
         
         "Oh, I remember reading about that disastrous operation a couple months ago. The ship, carrying more than three hundred Chinese, was stranded off the U.S. coast. When the Coast Guard arrived on the scene, there was only a sick pregnant woman remaining on board. She had been too weak to jump into one of the fishing boats that were supposed to transport them to shore. Later, several bodies were discovered in the sea—those who had failed to land in the boats."

         
         
         
         
         "That's the ship," Li said. "So you are familiar with the background. Jia is the owner of The Golden Hope."

         
         
         
         
         "We have to do something about human smuggling," Chen said, putting down his cup, in which the tea leaves no longer appeared so green. "The situation has deteriorated in the last few years. Especially in the coastal areas. That's not the way we want China to open up to the world."

         
         
         
         
         "Feng Dexiang was one of those on The Golden Hope. He managed to board a fishing boat. And he started in as a 'black man' in New York, working day and night to pay for his passage."
         

         
         
         
         
         "I've heard that those people work like dogs. Most of them do not know what really awaits them there. We have to deal a crushing blow to the snake heads."

         
         
         
         
         "Jia is as slippery as a rice paddy eel. The Americans have been after him for years. Now they finally have a good chance to nail him for the deaths of those from the ship who drowned," Li said. "Feng was caught in a gang fight in New York and arrested. Faced with criminal charges and deportation, he cut a deal in return for serving as a witness against Jia."

         
         
         
         
         "Was Feng the only one from the ship who was found?"

         
         
         
         
         "No, they caught several others."

         
         
         
         
         "Why do they have to deal with Feng exclusively?"

         
         
         
         
         "Well, once caught, illegal immigrants from China apply for political asylum on the basis of human rights issues, like the one-child-per-family policy and the threat of forced abortion. Political asylum is easily granted, and they do not have to make deals with the American government. Feng did not have a basis for such a claim. His only son died several years ago. So he chose to cooperate."

         
         
         
         
         "What a shrewd bargainer!" Chen said. "But Jia is not only involved in illegal immigration, not just a snake head, but also a dragon head, an international triad leader. Once Feng's identity comes to light, ruthless retaliation may be expected."

         
         
         
         
         "Since his testimony is indispensable at Jia's trial, the Americans have admitted Feng to their Witness Protection Program in cooperation with the U.S. Marshals. They have also granted his request for family reunification with Wen Liping, his wife, who is pregnant. They have asked for our help in this matter."

         
         
         
         
         "If the trial helps to halt the flood of illegal emigration from China, it will be a good thing for both countries." Chen searched for a pack of cigarettes in his pants pocket. "I hate to read Western propaganda depicting our government as the evil power behind it."

         
         
         
         
         "It was not easy for our government to decide to grant this request."

         
         
         
         
         "Why not?"

         
         
         
         
         "Well, some of our old comrades do not like the way the Americans boss everyone else around." Li offered him a filter-tipped cigarette from a silver case—Panda, a brand available only to those of a Party cadre ranking much higher than Chen's. "Nor will it help our effort to stop the boat people by detaining their families. This has been one of our most effective measures against this smuggling of people out of China. It takes years for them to acquire legal status abroad. Then, when they arrange for their families to join them, we make things difficult. It takes several years more, at least."

         
         
         
         
         "So they have to think about the consequences of such a long separation before setting out."

         
         
         
         
         "Exactly. It may send a wrong message if Wen rejoins her husband so quickly. Nevertheless, the agreement to cooperate was reached after much discussion at high levels of our two governments."

         
         
         
         
         "It is in the mutual interests of the two countries." Chen chose his words carefully. "If we do not cooperate, the Americans may think we are in favor of the continuance of illegal human smuggling."

         
         
         
         
         "That's what I said in the ministry's teleconference this morning."

         
         
         
         
         "Since the agreement has been reached, it's a matter of course to let Wen go to join her husband." Chen picked up the photo again. "Why should the U.S. Marshals send an officer all the way to Shanghai?"

         
         
         
         
         "It has already taken some time for our local police to run through their procedures, to obtain all the documents and approvals needed. Feng swears he will not testify if Wen does not arrive before the trial date. The Americans have become worried. Inspector Rohn's trip has been proposed to help Wen get her visa, but it's really to put pressure on us."

         
         
         
         
         "When will the trial begin?"

         
         
         
         
         "April twenty-fourth. Today is April eighth."

         
         
         
         
         "Then let's hurry up. In a special case, surely a passport and everything needed can be made ready in twenty-four hours. Why is this an assignment for me?"

         
         
         
         
         "Feng's wife has disappeared. The Beijing ministry learned this last night, and Inspector Rohn is already on the way."

         
         
         
         
         "How could she disappear?"

         
         
         
         
         "We don't know. Whatever has happened, her disappearance has put us in an embarrassing situation. The Americans will suspect that we are trying to back out of our arrangement."

         
         
         
         
         Chief Inspector Chen frowned. In normal circumstances, waiting for a passport application to be processed might take months for an ordinary Chinese citizen, but if the central government had given them the green light, the local police should have proceeded rapidly. Now, after an inexplicable delay, how could Wen have vanished? It did not make sense. Perhaps the whole thing constituted a cover-up? When national interests were involved, anything was possible. However, such a scenario did not seem too likely. Beijing could have refused to cooperate with the U.S. from the outset. To back out at this stage would mean a loss of face.

         
         
         
         
         Instead of sharing these thoughts with Li, Chen asked, "So what are we supposed to do, Party Secretary Li?"

         
         
         
         
         "We'll find Wen. The local police are already searching for her. You will take charge."

         
         
         
         
         "Shall I accompany Inspector Rohn to Fujian?"

         
         
         
         
         "No. This will be a joint investigation by the Shanghai and Fujian police. At present, your responsibility is for Inspector Rohn in Shanghai."

         
         
         
         
         "How can I be in charge there if I am accompanying an American woman here?"

         
         
         
         
         "She is our special guest—for the first Chinese-American joint action against illegal immigration," Li said. "What can she possibly do in Fujian? Things may be dangerous there. Her safety is a priority for us. To make her stay a safe and satisfactory one, you will keep her company in Shanghai. You will keep her informed and entertained."

         
         
         
         
         "Is that a job for a Chinese chief inspector of police?" Chen stared at the pictures of Li on the office wall—the long, colorful career of a politician shaking hands with other politicians, delivering speeches at Party conferences, making presentations at the bureau, at different times, in different places. Li was the number-one Party officer in the bureau, and there was not a single picture showing Li engaged in policework.

         
         
         
         
         "Of course it is. And a very important job too. The Chinese government is determined to keep the smuggling of humans under control. The Americans must not have any doubts about it. We must convince Inspector Rohn that we are doing our best. She may raise all kind of questions, and we'll let her know as much as we can. It takes an experienced officer like you to handle the situation. There is a line, needless to say, between the inside and the outside."

         
         
         
         
         "What can that be—the line?" Chen interrupted, grinding out his cigarette in the crystal ashtray shaped like a swan.

         
         
         
         
         "Inspector Rohn may be skeptical, for instance, about the passport process. A certain amount of bureaucracy may exist in our work, but it's like anywhere else in the world. No point making a big deal out of it. We must keep in mind the unsulliable image of the Chinese government. You will know what to say, Chief Inspector Chen."

         
         
         
         
         He did not know what to say. It would not be an easy job to convince an American partner when he shared the same doubts. He would have to move as carefully as if he were treading on thin ice. Politics. Chief Inspector Chen had had enough. He put down his cup.

         
         
         
         
         "I'm afraid I cannot take the case, Party Secretary Li. In fact, I came to discuss another investigation with you. A body was discovered in Bund Park this morning. The wounds on the body suggest it may be a triad killing."

         
         
         
         
         "A triad killing in Bund Park?"

         
         
         
         
         "Yes, both Detective Yu and I have reached the same conclusion, but we have no clue yet as to which gang is responsible. So I'll be focused on investigating this homicide case. It could damage the image of our new Shanghai—"

         
         
         
         
         "That's true," Li cut him short. "It may well be a matter for your special squad, but Wen's case is far more urgent. The Bund Park case can wait until after Inspector Rohn leaves. That won't delay matters too long."

         
         
         
         
         "I don't think I am a good candidate to take charge of Wen's case. Someone from Internal Security or the Foreign Liaison Ministry would be more suitable."

         
         
         
         
         "Let me tell you something, Chief Inspector Chen. This is the decision of the ministry in Beijing. Minister Huang himself recommended you for the job during the teleconference."

         
         
         
         
         "Why, Party Secretary Li?"

         
         
         
         
         "Inspector Rohn can speak Chinese. So Minister Huang insisted that her Chinese counterpart must not only be politically reliable, but speak English as well. You are an English-speaking young cadre with experience in escorting Westerners."

         
         
         
         
         "Since she speaks Chinese, I don't see why her partner here has to be an English speaker. As for my experience, I have worked only as a representative of the Chinese Writers' Association. That was totally different—we discussed literature. For this job, an intelligence officer would be more qualified."

         
         
         
         
         "Her command of Chinese is limited. Some of our people met her in Washington. She did a good job escorting them, but for the formal meetings, they had to hire a professional interpreter. We believe you will have to speak English most of the time."

         
         
         
         
         "I'm honored that Minister Huang has thought of me," Chen said slowly, trying to come up with some other official-sounding excuses. "I'm just too young and inexperienced for such an assignment."

         
         
         
         
         "Do you think it is a job for an old-timer like me?" Li sighed, his baggy eyes sagging in the morning light. "Don't let your years slip away without accomplishing something. Forty years ago, I liked poetry, too. Remember these lines by General Yue Fei? Do not waste your youthful time doing nothing / until you're white-haired, / regretting in vain."

         
         
         
         
         Chen was taken aback. Li had never before spoken of poetry with him, much less recited lines from memory.

         
         
         
         
         "And there was another criterion discussed in the ministry meeting," Li continued. "The candidate should present a good image of our police force."

         
         
         
         
         "What does that mean?"

         
         
         
         
         "Isn't Inspector Rohn quite presentable?" Li took up the picture. "You will present a wonderful image of China's police force. A modernist poet and translator, with an intimate knowledge of Western literature."

         
         
         
         
         This was becoming absurd. What was really expected of him? To be an actor, a tourist guide, a model, a public relations specialist— anything but a cop.

         
         
         
         
         "That's the very reason that I should not take the job, Party Secretary Li. People have already been talking about my exposure to Western culture. Bourgeois decadence or whatever. For me to accompany an American woman officer, dining, shopping, sightseeing—instead of doing real work. What will they think?"

         
         
         
         
         "Oh, you will have work to do."

         
         
         
         
         "What work, Party Secretary Li?"

         
         
         
         
         "Wen Liping is from Shanghai originally. She was an educated youth in the early seventies. She could have come back to Shanghai. So you'll do some investigating here."

         
         
         
         
         This sounded far from convincing. It did not take a chief inspector to interview Wen's possible contacts, unless he was supposed to put on a show to impress the American, Chen reflected.

         
         
         
         
         Li stood up and put his hands on Chen's shoulders. "This is an assignment you cannot say no to, Comrade Chen Cao. It's in the interests of the Party."

         
         
         
         
         "In the interests of the Party!" Chen also rose to his feet. Below him, traffic came to a bumper-to-bumper stop along Fuzhou Road. Further argument would be futile. "You always have the last word, Party Secretary Li."

         
         
         
         
         "Minister Huang has it, actually. All these years, the Party has always trusted you. What was it you just quoted from Confucius?"

         
         
         
         
         "I know, but—" He did not know how to continue.

         
         
         
         
         "You take over the case at a critical moment, we understand. The ministry will provide you with a special fund. No limit to your budget. Take Inspector Rohn to the best restaurants, theaters, cruises—whatever you decide. Spend as much as you can. Don't let the Americans think we are all as poor as those boat people. This is foreign liaison work, too."

         
         
         
         
         Most people would consider such an assignment desirable. First-class hotels, entertainment, and banquets. China must not lose face before Western visitors: one of the government foreign liaison regulations Chen had learned. There was another side, however, to such an assignment, the government's secret surveillance. Internal Security would lurk in the background.

         
         
         
         
         "I'll do my best, I've just got a couple of requests, Party Secretary Li."

         
         
         
         
         "Go ahead."

         
         
         
         
         "I want to have Detective Yu Guangming as my partner on the case."

         
         
         
         
         "Detective Yu is an experienced cop, but he does not speak English. If you need help, I would like to suggest someone else."

         
         
         
         
         "I will send Detective Yu to Fujian. I don't know what the local police have done so far. We need to establish the cause of Wen's disappearance," Chen said, trying to catch any change of Li's expression, but seeing none. "Detective Yu can keep me informed about all the latest developments there."

         
         
         
         
         "What will the Fujian police think?"

         
         
         
         
         "I'm in charge, aren't I?"

         
         
         
         
         "Of course, you have complete control over the whole operation. Your orders have already been cut."

         
         
         
         
         "Then I will have him fly to Fujian this afternoon."

         
         
         
         
         "Well, if you insist." Li agreed. "Do you need any help here? You'll be fully occupied with Inspector Rohn."

         
         
         
         
         "That's true. I have some other work pending. And there's the body in the park, too."

         
         
         
         
         "Do you really want to work on the Bund Park case? I don't think you have the time, Chief Inspector Chen."

         
         
         
         
         "Some preliminary work has to be done. It cannot wait."

         
         
         
         
         "What about Sergeant Qian Jun? He can serve as a temporary assistant for you."

         
         
         
         
         Chen did not like Qian, a young graduate of the police academy with an old head for politics. It would be too much, however, to turn down Li's suggestion again. "Qian's fine. I will be out with Inspector Rohn most of the time. When Detective Yu calls in, Qian can relay messages."

         
         
         
         
         "Qian can also help with the paperwork," Li added with a smile. "Oh, there's a clothing subsidy for this job. Don't forget to go see the bureau's accountant."

         
         
         
         
         "Isn't that allowance only for people going abroad?"

         
         
         
         
         "You will have to put on your best suit for people coming from abroad. Remember, present a worthy image of our police force. You can also have a room at the Peace Hotel. That's where Inspector Rohn will stay. It will be more convenient for you."
         

         
         
         
         
         "Well—" The prospect of staying in that famous hotel was tempting. Staying in a room overlooking the Bund would not only be a treat for him. He had invited Detective Yu's family to come over to take a hot bath when he had stayed at the Jing River Hotel. Most Shanghai families did not have a bathroom, much less hot water. However, it would not necessarily be wise, Chen concluded, for him to stay in the same hotel as a female American officer. "That won't be necessary, Party Secretary Li. It's only ten minute's walk from here. We can save money for the bureau."

         
         
         
         
         "Yes, we should always follow the time-honored tradition of the Party: Live simply and work hard."

         
         
         
         
         As he left Li's office, Chen was disturbed by the elusive memory of what had happened to him, not too long ago, in another hotel.

         
         
         
         
         What can be recaptured in memory / If it's lost there and then?

         
         
         
         
         He pounded at the elevator button. The elevator was stuck again.
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