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    There had been signs, and it was more a measure of luck than intelligence savvy that Erika Schwartz was able to put them together in time. For instance, the military
    counterintelligence office, MAD, could easily have left her off the distribution list for their April 17 report on EU-related anomaliesa list they only added her to because they were
    preparing to ask for the use of an Iranian source in return. When the report came, it would have been easy to miss number 53, an item from Budapest. In fact, she did miss number 53, and her
    assistant, Oskar Leintz, had to draw her attention to it. He came into her new, large-windowed office on the second floor of the Pullach headquarters of the BND, the German Republics
    foreign intelligence agency, slapping the report against his palm. You saw the bit from Budapest?

  


  Shed been sitting, uncharacteristically, with a salad on her desk, staring out the window where, just over the trees, she could see distant storm clouds. Since her promotion two weeks
  earlier, she still hadnt gotten used to having a view; her previous office had been on the ground floor. She hadnt gotten used to having resources, nor to the look on peoples
  faces when they walked into her office and shuddered, having forgotten that this obese, ill-humored woman now sat at Teddy Wartmllers desk. As for poor Teddy, he was in prison.
  Of course I saw the bit from Budapest, she said. Which bit?


  You havent touched that salad.


  Which bit from Budapest, Oskar?


  Henry Gray.


  Of course, shed seen number 53, but she hadnt connected the name because shed only seen it once before, months ago, on another report from the same source, a journalist
  named Johann Thringer. Now, with Oskars prodding, it returned to her. She opened her copy of the MAD report.


  
    
      53. JT in Budapest: On the night of 15 April, Henry Gray (American journalistsee ZNBw reports 8/2007 & 12/2007) disappeared. His romantic partner, Zsuzsa Papp
      (Hungarian), insists he was kidnapped. Her suspicion: either the USA or China. When pressed, though, she refuses to go into details.

    

  


  Gray is connected to Milo Weaver, Oskar helpfully reminded her, now stroking his thin mustache.


  Tangentially, she said, then noticed that shed gotten some Caesar dressing on the report. She remembered Thringers observations from 8/2007 and 12/2007. In
  August, he reported that Mr. Gray had been thrown off the terrace of his Budapest apartment and was in a coma. The December report noted that Gray had woken in the hospital and eventually
  disappeared on his own. Soon afterward, an AP stringer named Milo Weaver had arrived asking questions about him. Gray had so far eluded the man . . . until now, at least.


  She put in a call to a friend in the Hungarian National Security Office, the NBH, but there was no record of Gray leaving the country. There was, however, an old womans bedroom-window
  eyewitness report of someone matching Grays description being stuffed, dazed (perhaps drugged), by an Asian (Chinese?) into the back of a BMW on Sas utca, a five-minute walk from
  Grays apartment. Though the witness didnt understand a word, she recognized English being spoken.


  It was through another friend, Adrien Lambert in the French DGSE, that Erika learned that on the same night as the supposed abduction, at Budapest-Ferihegys Terminal 1, someone in a
  Plexiglas-covered stretcher had been loaded into a private twin-engine plane. The aircraft was registered to a Romanian company called Transexpress SRL, a known CIA front. Passengers werent
  listed, and while its destination was noted as Ruzyne-Prague Airport, there was no record of it ever landing there. Henry Gray had, in a bureaucratic sense, vanished from the face of the earth.


  The little mystery gave her an itch, and she called Cologne and asked MAD for direct contact with Johann Thringer. Their immediate yes was a shock. Life on the ground floor, with requests
  taking weeks to be summarily refused, had steeled her for rejection. Acceptance simply wasnt part of her worldview.


  So, giddy with power, she talked to Thringer on a secure line to the Budapest embassy on Sunday, April 20. As per instructions from MAD, he had stayed most of the previous night with
  Zsuzsa Papp who, after enough drinks and terrified rants about how no one could be trusted, finally began to open up. She did not open up completely, he admitted, but along the line one name
  slipped out: Rick. Its not a secret, I guess, Papp had told him. Not anymore. Henry worked with a Chinese spy named Rick. Spent an entire month with him. But in the end . .
  .


  In the end, what? Erika asked.


  Well, in the end she fell asleep. What I can piece together is that the CIA actually was after Henry because of this Chinese Rick. However, they left him alone for the past month, so why
  take him now? Thats what Zsuzsa wondered. In the end, she believes the Chinese took him. I do, too.


  Because of the Transexpress plane, Erika doubted that was true, but she didnt bother to correct himpartly because she didnt want to share with someone who would quickly
  report it back to another agency, and partly because of Andrei Stanescu.


  Three weeks ago, Stanescu had flown to Brooklyn, New York, to shoot a man named Milo Weaverpayback for the death of his fifteen-year-old daughter, Adriana. Andrei had been helped in his
  endeavor by a Chinese man named Rickor, more properly, Xin Zhu.


  When names connect so flagrantly, it pays to sit up and take notice.


  If asked, Erika would hardly have been able to put her thoughts into words, but she did tell Oskar to keep an eye out for questionable American activity within the borders of Germany,
  particularly around the Berlin region, where Andrei Stanescu and his wife lived. By Monday morning she received an e-mail that pointed to two American passportsGwendolyn Davis and Hector
  Garza entered the country through, respectively, Stuttgart and Frankfurt on Sunday, yet checked into the same Berlin hotel, the Radisson Blu. Neither name rang a bell with her or Oskar, but when
  the photos came through Oskar pointed at the black woman with large eyes. Oh, shit, he said. Thats Leticia Jones.


  Leticia Jones was one of two known Tourists, members of a peculiar CIA fraternity known as the Department of Tourism. It had for decades been a fable, a myth of a secret American department
  composed of otherworldly agents, who could enter and leave a city without a trace, but always littering destruction in their wake. It was the kind of tale you told spies before they went to sleep:
  the bogeyman. At the end of February, however, she had learned that it was more than just an intelligence-community legend, from a man named Milo Weaver, while he was tied up in her basement.
  Later, shed sent a five-person team to America to keep distant surveillance. She wanted to know where this department resided, and who its members were.


  The results had been interesting. Weaver met in a Washington, D.C., hotel with Minnesota senator Nathan Irwin, members of his staff, and Alan Drummond, the director of the Department of Tourism.
  Also in attendance were a man and a woman they later identified as Zachary Klein and Leticia Jones. A long night bled into the next day, taking these people to Reagan International Airport, then by
  car to 101 West Thirty-first Street, Manhattan. That buildings twenty-second floor, they realized, housed the headquarters of the Department of Tourism.


  However, this success was short-lived, for a week later secure moving vans appeared, and large men with shoulder holsters, watched over by plainclothes agents wearing more guns, gradually
  emptied at least three floors of that building so that by now only cockroaches remained on the twenty-second floor.


  Leticia Jones was one of the famed Tourists, just as Weaver had once been. Now she was in Berlin with a man who could be another of them. Berlin, where there resided a Moldovan immigrant the CIA
  wanted for the shooting of one of their own. Add to that last weeks renditioning of a man in Budapest who was, like Stanescu, connected to both Milo Weaver and Xin Zhu, and this was an
  arrangement of players that she could not ignore.


  She rubbed her face hard, then looked up at Oskar, who was already grinning. He had an Easterners joy of watching misery. I suppose youre gassing up the car, she
  said.


  Youre the big boss now, he told her, which means Im more than just an underling. Someone else is gassing it up.


  On the ride, she remembered her last conversation with Andrei Stanescu. Upon his return to Germany after shooting Weaver, shed had Oskar and a couple of others pick him up at the airport
  and bring him to a waiting car. Oskar gave him a phone, through which she tried to make herself completely clear:


  I know what you did, Mr. Stanescu, and I do not approve, but if I let everything I disapprove of get to me I never would have made it to my twentieth birthday. Were receiving calls
  from the other side of the Atlantic asking for your arrest and your extradition to face American justice.


  I am not going to scold you. I wont even tell you that you are an idiot for shooting a man who, as I explained before, did not kill your daughter. All that is past. For the
  present, I will hold off the Americans for as long as I can, but I ask one thing of you, a single condition. You, Mr. Stanescu, will tell no one what you have done. You will not tell your wife, nor
  your brother. You will not tell your priest. It is the one act of your life that you will have to carry entirely alone.


  If it becomes too much, and you believe that you cannot hold your tongue any longer, then you will call me directly. Because I am the only person on the planet you can share this
  with.


  If you do not comply with this one request, the penalty will be immediate. You will disappear, and then reappear in America. Your life will be in the hands of strangers who know no
  empathy and care nothing about what youve been through. More importantly, your wife will lose a husband in addition to a daughter. We both know that she wouldnt be able to take
  that.


  As far as she knew, he had followed her instructions perfectly, but still here they were.


  She and Oskar took rooms in the Berlin Radisson Blu, and later that night, when one of her men in the lobby informed her that Davis and Garza were having a drink in the bar, she and Oskar went
  down to find them. She despised going out into the field, but the possibility of someone else getting this wrong was even more hateful. So she went personally to a table against the wall, settled
  down, and watched as Oskar, flanked by two Saxons who looked far less threatening than they really were, invited the two Americans for a drink. It was a sign of their coolness that they acted as if
  theyd expected this, which she doubted. Soon, Leticia Jones and the man known as Hector Garza were sitting across from her, the woman carrying a martini, the man holding something pink and
  fruity.


  Erika introduced herself but didnt bother asking their real names. What was the point? She wasnt here on a fact-finding mission but to offer advice. They listened to her slow,
  measured English with feigned earnestness, and she pointed out that, given that they were on German soil, and given that their mission was now known, they could abandon it without shame.
  Really, you cant expect a rebuke from your department head. Alan Drummond, right? she asked and got confused stares in reply. The point is, she said, if
  you want to have a conversation with Mr. Stanescu, it can easily be done herebut in my house, you have to follow my rules. What you cannot do is shove him into some little plane, as you did
  with Henry Gray.


  There was no reason to assume that either had been on hand for that abduction, but she noticed something tense in Hector Garzas features.


  She could have shared more, in particular that she knew that these Americans had that morning parked a refrigerated truck painted with the insignia of the HIT grocery store in a private garage
  in Zehlendorf, but why bother? They would only come up with new plans, something Tourists were rumored to be adept at.


  When they smiled and thanked her for the wonderful conversationconfessing, however, that they had no idea what she was talking aboutshe let them go without argument. Erikas
  people had placed two trackers on their truck, and there were now twelve men and women in Berlin whose sole task was to watch this pair.


  The next morningTuesday, April 22those twelve people watched as the pair parked their HIT truck outside Stanescus Kreuzberg apartment building and followed his taxi as he
  headed in for his shift. However, along the way, the Tourists pursuit was interrupted by two of Erikas men who smashed cars into the HIT truck at the corner of Gneisenaustrasse and
  Nostitzstrasse. Once that was accomplished, she called Stanescu directly and asked him to come to a restaurant along the Spree, the Altes Zollhaus, so that they could have a word. He arrived
  looking confused, having just witnessed a suspicious-looking three-car pileup on his way, but he was properly submissive. After offering wine and food and receiving disconsolate refusals in his
  broken German, she asked if he remembered a man named Rick.


  Andrei stared at her. I know one man what is named Rick.


  Well, the people in the truck that was following you know that youre acquainted with this man you call Rick, whom they call Xin Zhu. They are very interested in learning about him,
  and they believe you can help them.


  They are CIA?


  She nodded, her jowls trembling.


  But you attack it.


  They had a car accident, Mr. Stanescu. She placed a plump hand on the edge of the table. That is not important to you. Before, I promised you that I would hold them off as
  long as I could, and I think Ive reached the limits of my power. I dont think theyre interested in prosecuting you for what you did to that man in Brooklyn. What they seem to
  want is information about the Chinese man, your Rick, who they believe sent you to shoot him.


  Andrei leaned back, finally saying, I can answer. Questions, I can answer.


  Im sure you can, and Im sure you will. However, we will do it my way, and not theirs.


  What is it, their way?


  She cleared her throat, and a waiter looked over before realizing she wasnt calling to him. She said, They would have grabbed you and pushed you inside that truck, where there is a
  bed and a lot of drugs. You would have woken up in a plane heading somewhere. Perhaps to the United States, perhaps to TurkeyI dont know. For a minimum of a week, probably more, you
  would have been interrogated.


  And what is it, your way?


  She sighed. I dont like it when German residents are dragged out of the country by other governments, particularly by friendly governments. You and I will go to a house outside of
  Berlin for, at most, three days. No drugs, just conversation. I will allow a single American on the premises to ask questions.


  Two hours later, Oskar brought his phone. Its the office. Theyve got a Gwendolyn Davis on the line.


  In perfect German, Leticia Jones said, So, does the offer still stand?


  The conversation lasted for one and a half days in a house off the E51 to Potsdam. Jones showed up early both mornings with a handheld audio recorder while Hector Garza stayed in his hotel room
  or strolled the shopping avenues, occasionally even buying shirts. Erika was surprised by this, having expected Garza to do the talking. After all, they had no idea how Andrei Stanescu felt about
  black people, nor how he would deal with a female interrogator. Leticia Jones wasnt just fluent in German, though; she had a remarkably welcoming presence that encouraged her subject to go
  deeper than simple answers.


  The interrogation was also fascinating because Andrei Stanescu had only spent an hour or so in the company of the Chinese officer. What could he know about Xin Zhu? Leticia Jones
  hadnt known this before their talk began. She only knew that Andrei had been handed a pistol in Brooklyn by a member of the Chinese embassy whom Andrei called Li. She knew that Li had been
  told by Xin Zhu to give Andrei the gun, and so it followed that Xin Zhu, or one of his representatives from Chinas foreign intelligence service, the Guoanbu, had been in personal contact
  with Andrei. Jones showed him a series of photographs until he identified Li as a man named Sam Kuo.


  Theyd finished dealing with the actual events leading to the attempted murder of Milo Weaver after just a few hours, and then Jones focused on the person of Xin Zhu. A physical
  description that began with that uncomfortable word fat, then grew more detailed, his small eyes, his blunt nose, his full lips, the thin hair on the top of his head and the thicker
  black locks over his ears. His quiet way, as if by silence he could sap the air of indecisionHe is very convincing, Andrei said. A thing in space. Hard . . . no,
  solid.


  Their meeting had been preordained, Andrei believed. He had not been looking for it, nor even wishing it. Hed been a bitter man before Rick came into his life, full of hatred for all his
  fares and all the faces he saw on the street, and it was Rick who unexpectedly offered him a kind of salvation.


  He believes in order.


  Sorry, I dont understand.


  He said, I believe in order of thing.


  He believes in the order of things?


  Yes. Exact.


  When did he say that?


  When I ask if he is religious.


  Knowing of Andrei Stanescus Orthodox faith, part of Xin Zhus argument had been to quote the Bible, lines of whichErika knew from experiencecould be pulled out to
  justify most anything. Zhu hadnt dug too deeply, though, sticking with the old standard. And if any mischief follow, then thou shalt give life for life, eye for eye, tooth for
  tooth, hand for hand, foot for foot, burning for burning, wound for wound, stripe for stripe.


  Is he religious?


  He did not say.


  What do you think?


  Andrei stared at Leticia Jones deeply, then touched the bottle of water in front of him but didnt drink. Maybe, he said, but refused to commit himself further.


  Leticia Jones did not bother to tell him that the man he had shot was not his daughters murderer. It was beyond Leticia Joness mandatewhich was, as far as Erika could tell,
  to find out everything about the person of Xin Zhu from people who had met him personally, even briefly. What this told Erika was that the CIA knew embarrassingly little about the man, and it was
  desperate to learn anything.


  Leticia Jones saved the most crucial question for the second day, and when she asked it, her tone was exactly as it had been the previous day: calm, welcoming, almost seductive.


  Why do you think he did it? A pause. A gentle smile. Why do you think he helped youa strangertake revenge for the murder of your daughter?


  Andrei didnt need to think about that; hed thought about it ever since March 28, when hed picked up the big Chinese man from the airport and listenedat times
  exasperated, other times hypnotizedto his story. Rick, his son was murdered. He know what it can do to a father. He know how going back to the murderer can make a father good when he
  is terrible. No, not good. Better.


  Better than good?


  Better than terrible. He know this man that kill my Adriana. He sees injustice, he wants order. He believes in order of thing.


  So Rick is a man who makes order where there is no order.


  Exact.


  You like him.


  He give me gift. He dont know me, but he give me gift.


  A gift, Erika thought, that will ruin you once youve gotten past this wonderful high.


  Before calling the interview finished at 1:18 P.M. on Thursday the twenty-fourth, Leticia Jones rested her hands on the oak table that had
  separated them all this time, palms down so that each of her long, red-painted nails glimmered under the ceiling lamp, and said, Herr Stanescu, after hearing all this, it strikes me that you
  really like Rick. Am I right?


  Andrei nodded. He is very good man, for me.


  Which makes me wonder, she said, why you would be so open with us. Certainly you realize that we dont mean your Rick much good. Were not his friends. In fact,
  hes done some terrible things to us, and we dont forgive easily.


  Andrei nodded.


  Dont you worry youre betraying him?


  Andrei smiled, then intoned, Give to Caesar what thing is for Caesar, and to God the things what is for God.


  You just take what you like from that book, thought Erika.


  She walked Jones out to her car, and from beyond the trees they heard traffic humming down the highway. So what did he do to you? Erika asked in English. When Jones didnt
  reply, she clarified. Xin Zhu, I mean. Kidnapping people off of foreign streets is no small thing.


  Jones still didnt reply, only smiled, her feet crunching twigs.


  Tell Alan Drummond that if he wants to be a little less secretive, then I could have a look in our files. We might have something.


  Drummond?


  Your boss.


  You havent heard, Jones said, shaking her head. Alan Drummonds out of a job.


  Thats why they cleared out the offices of the Department of Tourism?


  To her credit, Jones didnt flinch. All I know is hes in the unemployment line. Anything else is above my pay grade.


  Like what Xin Zhu did to you people?


  Jones shrugged; then Erika put a hand on her elbow, finally understanding. They looked at each other.


  He destroyed it, didnt he? The department. That would be . . . Erika took a breath, wondering what this could mean, and how it might have been done. It was quite nearly
  awe-inspiring. A legendary department that had struck fear in the hearts of spies all over the planet for at least a half century, felled by a single angry man in China.


  Leticia Jones wasnt going to affirm or deny a thing. She said, Youve been very kind, and the American people appreciate it.


  I doubt that.


  Jones opened the door, then, as an afterthought, placed a hand on Erikas shoulder. Well, I appreciate it.


  Not enough to tell me what Xin Zhu did to deserve this personality analysis?


  Jones got into her car and rolled down the window. Xin Zhu did nothing, and everything, if you know what I mean.


  I dont.


  A shrug, then Leticia Jones drove away.


  By evening, both she and Hector Garza were on flights to New York. Erika asked a team to watch them, but somewhere on the road between New York and D.C., the two agents vanished into the cool
  American night.
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  The time Xin Zhu spent trying to be unheard could have added up to an entire life. Hours driving extra laps through a city, watching the rearview; accumulated minutes gazing
  into street-window reflections and standing in queues for bread or soup he didnt even want because his stomach was in knots. Sitting behind desks, thinking through cover stories and
  diversions and wondering how long ago his office was last scoured for bugs. Visits to cemeteries and bars and churches and empty warehouses and parking garages, only to find that his date
  wasnt going to show up. Meals lost sitting for hours in dark rooms, in airports and train stations and wet public squares, waiting.


  Then today, driving the dull hour and a half from Beijing to Nankai along the G020, ditching his ten-year-old Audi and taking a taxi to the train station in tree-lined Xiqing. Waiting on the
  platform until the Qingdao train started to roll before heaving his large body and small gray overnight bag onto the last car. Hovering in the doorway as the station passed, watching for
  latecomers. All this, even though this same train began life in south Beijing, not so far from where his journey began. All this, just to meet someone who, like him, lived and worked in
  Beijing.


  The story, which his assistant could be depended on to proliferate, was that Xin Zhu was on a weekend trip to Shanghai to gain 665 miles of perspective and consider his dwindling options. By the
  time the masters in Beijing realizedif they realizedthat the big, silent man checking into Shanghais Pudong Shangri-La was not Xin Zhu, it would be too late.


  As the train headed southeast on its five-hour itinerary, he worked his way toward the front. He was a conspicuously fat man, and when he came upon others either he or they had to squeeze into a
  spare seat to allow space to pass. Newspapers, covered with photos of devastationSichuan province, annihilation by earthquakewere folded noisily to let him by. Occasionally, when
  coming upon young women with children, he offered a smile of sympathy as he raised his bag above his head, and they wedged themselves past each other. Finally, he found a pair of free seats in the
  front row of a clean, beige-paneled car. Zhu lifted the armrest between them and settled down gratefully before spotting more photos on more newspapers, rubble and weeping.


  There was no other subject in the country, which almost made him feel guilty for this excursion. Four days ago, an earthquake had struck Wenchuan, in eastern Sichuan province, powerful enough to
  be felt more than a thousand miles away in the capital. The nation had mobilized. Nearly a hundred thousand soldiers were deployed, two thousand Health Ministry medical staff, a hundred and fifty
  aircraft. The confirmed dead totaled twenty thousand, but the published estimate was at least fifty thousand, which was probably low. In the face of that, what did the future of one fat spy
  matter?


  It didnt.


  As he waited for his breathing to ebb and the fine layer of sweat over his blunt features to evaporate, the ash-colored outskirts of Xiqing passed. The air was better here, and would only grow
  cleaner as they neared the coast. He, too, felt cleaner, being out of the capital. He always felt better in the field.


  The conductor, a pleasant-looking woman in an immaculate blue uniform, darkened when he said that he wanted to buy a ticket from her. You boarded with no ticket?


  Last-minute change in plans. I had no choice.


  We always have a choice.


  He could have ended the discussion by producing his Guoanbu ID, but instead he said, My choice was to board the train or let my mother die.


  Shell die if she doesnt see your face?


  The Qingdao hospital is out of blood. Shell die if I dont give her mine.


  He could tell from her eyes that she didnt believe himat least, she didnt want to believe him. She finally said, You think you can move into one
  seat?


  Zhu opened his hands to display his girth. Plainly impossible.


  Then youll have to pay for two seats.


  She was modern in her hairstyle and speech, but Zhu recognized her lineage in the millions of petty dictators China had produced during the Cultural Revolution. Rules as badges, laws as weapons.
  He said, Then I will pay for two seats, and reached for his wallet.


  As the hours and the sinking landscape passed, he tried to put both Wenchuan and his personal troubles out of his head and watched the young couples that boarded and disembarked at each stop.
  They looked nothing like the peasant couples of his youththey had clean teeth, fine clothes, modest jewelry, cell phones, and the sparkle of life about them, as if they could very clearly
  see what tomorrow looked like and were undeterred. He admired such optimism, even as the newspapers denied it with grisly photographs of collapsed buildings and helmeted workers digging through
  rubble to find corpses. The whole nation, perhaps the whole world, was watching as hope faded, and Xin Zhu was riding a train to the coast, rather than westward, to work alongside the volunteers.
  The first step toward helping others, he reflected with only a touch of self-consciousness, is to ensure your own survival.


  As they left Jinan, one of his cell phones buzzed. Shen An-ling, he said into it, his tone one of a man on vacation, Shanghai is beautiful.


  So Ive heard, Xin Zhu, came his assistants thin voice. I have also heard that, while youve checked into the hotel, youve barricaded yourself in
  the room. Might I suggest taking in the sights?


  Shen An-ling was pushing the cover a little too hard, which meant that he wasnt alone. For the thinking I have to do, distractions will just get in the way.


  Nature, time, and patience are the three great physicians, Shen An-ling said, banallyand uncharacteristicallyquoting proverb. Dont think it can be
  rushed. You should get some air.


  Ill open the window. Is the office running smoothly?


  Weve been honored by a visit from Yang Qing-Nian.


  Of courseYang Qing-Nian, the right hand of Wu Liang. Who else would have asked why Xin Zhu was not leaving his hotel room? Does he bring good news from the Supervision and Liaison
  Committee?


  He brings good wishes . . . and a request for you to visit the committee at nine oclock on Monday morning.


  I look forward to it, Zhu said with as much conviction as he could muster. Make sure Yang Qing-Nian is comfortable. The best tea for Yang Qing-Nian.


  His thoughts now utterly derailed, he hung up and took from his bag a small box of rice balls his young wife had prepared. He began to eat them, one by one, imagining Yang Qing-Nian in his
  Haidian District office, sniffing and touching everything, storing every detail away for his report to Wu Liang. The place is a mess. They work like English clerks, noses to their screens.
  Stuffy, no open windows, and it stinks of cigarettes and peanut sauce. The place could do with a good cleaning.


  The irony was that Yang Qing-Nian and his master, Wu Liang, believed that they, in themselves, were enough to inspire fear. They believed that the appearance of Yang Qing-Nian, or anyone from
  the Ministry of Public Security, the domestic intelligence service, could throw him off his game, or leave him worrying all weekend in Shanghai about a Monday morning scolding. Were they his only
  worry, he actually would be in Shanghai, at a rooftop bar, enjoying a cognac and a Hamlet. Instead, all he could do now was ask a passing uniformed girl for one of her overpriced bottles of
  water.


  It was nearly five when they pulled into Qingdao Station, which had been renovated for the Olympic boating competitions that would descend in the coming months. As he wandered the platform,
  bumping into hunched men lighting cigarettes, he gazed up at the freshly ubiquitous spiderweb ceiling of steel and glass. How much had it cost? With all the bribes and evictions that had riddled
  the great cities expensive facelifts, no one knew for sure. Then, across the hall, he saw a long but orderly queue leading to a temporary Red Cross counter, handing over donations.
  Yesterday, the newspapers reported that donations for the earthquake victims had reached 1.3 billion yuan. Zhu walked toward the counter, paused, then approached a wet-faced old woman near the
  front of the line and gave her ten hundred-yuan notes, about 150 dollars, to add to her offering. She was speechless.


  Outside, a bright late-afternoon sun was tempered by the Yellow Sea breeze. He set down his bag, took out a cigar tin, and lit a filtered Hamlet before joining a crowd of young people crossing
  Feixian Road. They passed two bright, packed restaurantsKentucky Fried Chicken and McDonaldson their way to Bathing Beach #6. The teenagers raised their voices and hurried down
  to the water, while he remained on the sidewalk, smoking and watching their lean, young bodies prance across the sand and dive into the sea.


  Though his own people had been from the mountains, he had always felt sympathy for coastal people. They shared the pragmatic objectivity of their mountain brothers. He watched the out-of-towners
  flop in the water while the stoic locals looked on and sold them fried things from steaming carts.


  The #501 bus was half empty, and he took a pair of seats in the back for the hour-long journey. An entire life could be filled doing these things.


  The sun was low in the west when he got out in front of a high-rise on a broad avenue in Laoshan, at the foot of Laoshan Mountain. He was one of five passengers to disembark: two old women, a
  nervous pregnant woman, and a teenaged boy in a camouflage T-shirt. The old women left the bus stop together, the teenager was met by his mother, and the pregnant woman was met by no one. She sat
  on the bench, an empty polypropylene bag clutched to her large stomach, and lowered her eyes to the ground. She was, he suspected, crying.


  Behind the high-rise he found the inconspicuous dirty-white Citron Fukang in a small lot full of a variety of makes in a variety of conditions. Behind the wheel, a fifty-six-year-old man
  smoked with his eyes closed.


  Wake up, Zhang Guo, said Zhu.


  Zhang Guo didnt jump; he was too full of himself for that. It was one of his most wonderful traits. Instead, he cracked his eyes and said, Youre late.


  Not by much.


  This whole thing is ridiculous, you know.


  So youre doing well, Zhang Guo?


  The doctor says my prostate is preparing to explode.


  Zhu tossed his overnight bag through the open rear window, then went around to the passengers door. As he climbed in, the car groaning on its shocks, he said, So things are about
  normal for you.


  I should be back in Beijing now, with Chi Shanshan; might as well fill my last days with her.


  I think shell manage a day without your loving ways. Your wife will be the one suffering.


  How about Sung Hui? Is she as beautiful as last summer?


  More so. She sleeps a lot.


  Good for her, but not for you.


  Perhaps it is good; my prostate is fine.


  Zhang Guo flicked his cigarette out the window, then started the car. Its remarkable how a man with less time than me can make jokes.


  Zhu stared through a crack in the windshield at overgrown grass and more high-rises.


  Zhang Guo said, Im not driving up the mountain.


  Its a good place to be alone.


  So is this car.


  Then lets drive around the mountain.


  Zhang Guo sighed, put the car in reverse, and pulled out.


  They began talking while they were still in town, stopping behind trucks and cars in worse shape than their Citron, idling at lights as clouds of black exhaust billowed around them. Zhu
  brought up the earthquake, and they compared bleak estimates of fatalities, wondering aloud whom they knew in Sichuan, and which ones theyd heard from. It was a dismal topic, as well as
  unconstructivethe dead would not be raised by their concernso Zhu asked some personal questions, giving Zhang Guo license to complain about life in his prestigious neighborhood of
  Beijings Dongcheng District, his unbearable wife, his jealous mistress, and the atmosphere of paranoia that was enveloping the Supervision and Liaison Committee. Its a place
  full of bad news, he said as they finally left town and started down the seaside highway that skirted the base of Laoshan Mountain and its famous spirits. To their right, the Yellow Sea
  opened.


  You heard about Wu Liang? asked Zhang Guo.


  That hes preparing to destroy me?


  The other thing.


  Hes taking over Olympic security.


  And?


  And its a smart decision. Jiang Luoke wasnt organized enough.


  Jiang Luoke made the truce with al Qaeda.


  Which is only as good as the paper its written on.


  Its not written on any paper.


  Zhu clapped his hands twice.


  Zhang Guo leaned into a turn as they entered the mountains shadow. Maybe we should have pushed your name, he said lightly, then shook his head. Oh, thats
  right. Youre the one who started a war with the CIA, then accused the esteemed Ministry of Public Security of harboring CIA vipers. Id forgotten.


  Youre being melodramatic.


  Xin Zhu, you killed three dozen CIA agents.


  Not quite. A few got away.


  Zhang Guo showed him a pair of raised brows and flat yellow teeth, then returned to the road. Of course, your mistake wasnt slaughtering the CIA. It was letting our masters learn
  of it.


  I didnt tell anyone.


  Again, those eyes and teeth. Im guessing that your assistant, the one with the girls name, boasted like a peacock after too many glasses of baijiu.


  An-ling is a unisex name. Its the kind of name you get when youre cursed with parents from the artist class.


  This is what happens when you hire from the artist class, Xin Zhu.


  Shen An-ling said nothing.


  Zhang Guo took a dark, heavy hand off the wheel and patted at his shirt pockets until hed found another cigarette. The point, he said after slipping it between his lips,
  is that Wu Liang has you cornered. Hes got his ministry as well as the whole committee in a panic. Yang Qing-Nian is boasting that hell get you dismissed.


  Yang Qing-Nian is a child, and hes terrified of the CIA.


  Were all terrified of the CIA. All except you, of course. People think youve gone mad. You realize that, dont you?


  Through squinted eyes, Zhu gazed at the long mountain shadow reaching across the water, smothering rocks and sailboats and white brushstrokes of wave. If he was mad, would he know? Or would it
  only take a coordinated effort by those hed angered over the years to give him a proper diagnosis? Wu Liang and Yang Qing-Nian of the Ministry of Public Security, both ranking members of the
  Supervision and Liaison Committee, the Party organ that, among other things, oversaw discipline in their particular profession. Zhang Guo was also a member of that committee, from the Supreme
  Peoples Procuratorate, while Xin Zhu was merely a Guoanbu foot soldier. Could men such as these properly diagnose something he would never see in himself?


  He said, The committee also thinks the future of espionage lies in hacking California tech companies. Theyre afraid of their own shadows.


  Thats possible, Zhang Guo said, but now youve dragged me out to the edge of the country because youre afraid of them. What are we doing
  here?


  The committee wants to talk to me on Monday morning.


  Does this surprise you? When Zhu didnt answer, he said, They want to know what all of us want to know, Xin Zhu. They want to know why. Why you set up a mole
  inside that secret Department of Tourism, and then, once the mole was uncovered, you killed thirty-three of their agents in all corners of the world. Without requesting permission. They think they
  know the reasonrevenge. For the death of your son, Delun. But that wasnt the CIAs fault. It was the fault of some Sudanese farmers with machetes and sunstroke.


  To their right, a peninsula reached out into the water, marking the halfway point of their journey around these mountains, pointing in the direction of South Korea. Zhu said something.


  What?


  Zhu turned back. Weve had this conversation before. Theirs is a causal responsibility. They killed an opposition figure in order to disrupt civil order in Sudan. Therefore, any
  deaths that result from that disorder are their fault.


  You cant treat a bureaucracy like an individual. Imagine if we were treated that way.


  Id expect no less from the fathers of our victims, Zhu said, knowing as he said it that they would all be dead if that really came to pass. He waved at a parking area up
  ahead, a scenic outpost. Pull over.


  As they slowed and parked, two cars passed. One had Laoshan plates, the other Beijing. Zhang Guo nodded at them. You dont think . . .


  I have no idea, Zhu said, then gazed out the open window. Sea, horizon. He said, It wasnt just revenge, you know. Everyone thinks thats what it wasthe
  committee, you, probably even the Americans. Revenge factored into it, but it was also a practical decision. Thats something Ill have to explain on Monday morning. By eradicating one
  of their secret departments, we have sent a serious message to the Americans, the same message we want to send with the Olympic Games. That we are the primary force in the world. We are a nation
  that has suffered long enoughthats the past. The present is this: We are a superpower of unfathomable riches, and we will not stand for interference, particularly from a country on
  the other side of the planet that still refers to itself as the worlds only superpower.


  Zhang Guo let that sit a moment before shaking his head. Then they see fifty thousand die in Sichuan. Is this how a superpower takes care of its people?


  Zhu didnt answer, because hed had this thought himself. Instead, he turned in his seat as best he could, reaching toward the bag hed left in the back, but his hand only
  batted air inches from its handle. An involuntary grunt escaped his lips.


  Just sit back, Zhang Guo said, sighing.


  Zhu did so, and, without looking, Zhang Guo reached his long right arm back and deftly snatched the bag. He tugged it up to the front and handed it to Zhu.


  Thanks.


  Zhang Guo watched another car pass, then got out and walked around to where slanted trees framed the view of the sea. Inside the car, Zhu unlatched the strap and fingered at a thin file inside,
  finding a 4R-sized blowup of a passport photo. Here was the real reason for this meeting. He sat staring at it a moment, at the black woman, midthirties, before opening his door and placing his
  feet on dirt. The freshness of the salty breeze was a shock after the cars smoky interior. Down below, surf raged. Come look at this.


  Zhang Guo wandered back and took the photo. Pretty, he said after a moment, for one of them. He passed it back.


  Youve seen her before?


  Should I have?


  There was no sense being coy with Zhang Guo. Shes one of the ones who survived.


  One of the Tourists?


  She went by the name Leticia Jones. We never did learn her real name.


  Why are you carrying around her photograph?


  Zhu sniffed. A week ago she landed in Shanghai on another passportRosa Mumu, Sudanese.


  A bang sounded as Zhang Guo hit the roof of the car with his fist, then walked away, feeling his chest for another cigarette. Once he had it lit, he turned back. Where is she
  now?


  She left Beijing last week, flying to Cairo. As for the week she spent here, were just starting to piece it together.


  But why would she be here? An agent on her own cant expect to do anything, particularly one thats blown.


  She did elude us for a week, all by herself. I only found out that shed been here once she was gone. A border guard heard her speaking English to another Sudanese. The Sudanese
  tried to speak Arabic with her, but she didnt know it. It wasnt reason enough to hold her, but the guard noted her name for later examination. Someone from Sun Bingjuns
  department passed it on to me, as a query. I recognized her photo from my Tourism files.


  Zhang Guo cursed loudly.


  It means little at this point, Zhu said, as much for himself as for Zhang Guo, but she wouldnt be here without a reason; something operational, or just to scout
  opportunities.


  Opportunities for what? For an act of revenge against the great Xin Zhu?


  Zhu slipped the photo back into his bag. I have no idea. I dont even know if she works for the CIA anymore.


  She had a forged Sudanese passport.


  The CIA doesnt have a monopoly on forged passports.


  Perhaps shes working for Wu Liang, Zhang Guo suggested.


  Ive considered that.


  It was a joke, Xin Zhu.


  Zhu gave a smile, but it wasnt a joke to him. None of this was. Wu Liang and the Supervision and Liaison Committee, the CIA, or any number of agencies hed given trouble to over the
  last decades could be after him. After enough years, the idea of the other becomes faceless and broad, its tentacles ubiquitous enough to hide in every crevice.


  So what do you want from me, Xin Zhu?


  Id like to know what Ill be facing on Monday morning. Specifics. The precise examples they will use against me.


  Zhang Guo nodded. Youll have it by Sunday.


  As for the woman, Ill need to know if the Ministry of Public Security has anything on her.


  This time Zhang Guo hesitated. He took a long drag and exhaled smoke that was instantly swept away by the wind. Xin Zhu, two months ago you claimed that the Ministry of Public Security
  was harboring a Western mole, and then you cut it off from your intelligence product. When asked to show your evidence, you handed the committee notes detailing Chinese information owned by the
  Department of Tourism, information you said could only have been gathered by an inside source. The information could not be verified because the CIA had closed the Department of Tourism after your
  assault, but did that stop you? No. You demanded that the committee freeze the ministrys entire administrative section until someone had been arrested.


  I was ignored, Zhu pointed out.


  But not forgotten. You dont run the Guoanbu. You dont even preside over a core department. Youve always been on the fringe, and youve always made enemies. My
  suspicion is that, on Monday morning, youll be sent to preside over some township collective near Mongolia while your office is closed down to make room for an elementary school.
  Youre more trouble than youre worth.


  Does that mean you wont ask if they have anything on the woman?


  Zhang Guo stared at him, eyes large, then threw down his cigarette. He started to laugh. Okay. Ill talk to the Ministry of Public Security. Ive got someone who might help,
  just as long as he doesnt know that its for you.


  Thanks.


  And you have no idea what this Jones did during her week here?


  We have the hotel. We have one night at the hotel restaurant, Zhu said, which was not necessarily a lie, only a misleading omission. What we need is help.


  What you need is to prepare a defense for Monday morning.


  What I need is a drink. Shall we?


  Zhang Guo approached and placed a hand on Zhus thinning scalp. You are one ugly, fat bastard. Sung Hui must be blind.


  Finally, were in agreement.
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  Sung Hui was from Xinyang, a Young Pioneer and then a member of the Youth League whose enlightened proletarian worldview had earned her, at the age of twenty-three, a trip to
  Beijing for the Fifteenth National Representative Conference in 2003. Delun had met her first, him only twenty-one and full of fire for this beautiful provincial girl with the fierce Party line.
  Because his mother had been dead more than a decade, he showed off his girl to his father, and sometime during the next few years the lines blurred. Delun shipped off to Sudan to work for Sinopec.
  A riot of dark-skinned men hacked him up with machetes. That was April 2007. Three months later, Sung Hui moved in with Xin Zhu, and at first theirs was a home of shared mourning. Then,
  inexplicably, she asked him to marry her.


  Since his first wifes death in 1989, a month before the June Fourth Incident in Tiananmen Square, Zhu had lost track of the nuances of living with a woman. With Sung Hui he found himself
  hesitating in a way he hadnt done since he was a teenager, musing over his replies to her simple questions and standing for too long in shops, puzzling over which brand of wristwatch she
  would prefer. More than this, though, was the protectiveness he felt. Sung Hui was twenty-eight, thirty years his junior, and he inevitably viewed her as a potential victim. Partly, it was the
  victimization he had seen and taken part in during his fifty-eight years; partly, it was the memory of his son being hacked apart in Africa. So he kept her separated from as many aspects of his
  work as possible, and to protect her he even lied to Zhang Guo, his oldest friend, about Leticia Joness mission.


  On Wednesday, two days before he met with Zhang Guo and five days after Leticia Jones, or Rosa Mumu, left China, Sung Huis seamstress arrived at their apartment in a state of distress.
  Sung Hui made her tea and sat her in the kitchen, and after a series of questions learned that the seamstresss niece had been questioned at length by an acquaintance at the Blim-Blam, a
  rock-and-roll venue in the university area of Haidian, not so far from Zhus office. The questions concerned Sung Hui and her life with her husband, her daily rituals and regular
  appointments. Sung Hui called Zhu at work, and he immediately returned home, then drove with the seamstress to meet the niece, who gave a description of the young manDongfan Beisan, early
  twenties, very sexy, a musician. He played regularly at the Blim-Blam. His home was a mystery, as he had not registered his address with the authorities.


  Instead of sharing this with the Ministry of Public Security and requesting a file on Dongfan Beisan, that night he brought Shen An-ling with him to the club, a dirty basement-level cellar on a
  narrow, grimy hutong choked with parked bicycles. The Blim-Blam was full of children drinking beer from plastic cups and wearing soiled T-shirts and jeans, disheveled hair, and expressions of
  complete boredom. The Ramones played from fuzzy speakers. The teens boredom flickered briefly at the sight of two men in suits entering their lair, one an enormous, balding older man doing
  his best to touch nothing, the other a nearsighted, soft-skinned man who squinted at everything in surprise. The rock-and-rollers had no idea what this could mean.


  On a hand-drawn sign inside the door, they had learned that the two acts of the night were the Pink Undergarments and Dongfan Beisans band, Just Teenage Rebels, and they would be playing
  in memory of the Sichuan dead. Zhu and Shen An-ling approached the bar; a long zinc affair salvaged from the demolition of the Yugong Yishan Baranother casualty of Olympic grandeurand
  asked the bartender for the bands dressing room. That provoked a laugh. Right over there, he said, waving at the far side of the club, where teenagers were drifting in and out
  of a ragged opening in the brick wall.


  Beyond was a dim corridor that stank of piss and led to a unisex bathroom with girls checking eyeliner in cracked mirrors and boys smoking and kicking each other at the urinals. Shen An-ling
  looked like he might be sick.


  Through an open stall Zhu spotted three skinny young men with long hair, one in tight leather pants, another with drumsticks shoved into his jeans pocket, sharing a joint. By that point,
  however, the intruders had been spotted, and the girls were packing up their pencils and scooting past them to leave. The boys by the urinals left still zipping up. It was the drummer who first saw
  Zhu and Shen An-ling, and he nudged the one in leather. The third, in a T-shirt and knee-length shorts, looked over and panicked, dropping the joint into the toilet.


  Just Teenage Rebels? Zhu asked.


  The one in shorts whispered something, and all he caught was the word producer.


  Yeah, said the one in leather. He, like the girls, was wearing eyeliner. Were Just Teenage Rebels.


  Shen An-ling clapped his hands together, clearly over his shock. And you, Ill bet, are the great Dongfan Beisan.


  A slow-witted, stoned smile. Thats right, comrade. He came out of the stall finally, shoving his fingers into his pockets, playing nonchalance. You guys from Modern
  Sky?


  Modern Sky was a large, independent record label. How did you know? asked Shen An-ling.


  I knew it! said the one in shorts.


  Quietly, the drummer said, No, theyre not.


  For a couple of seconds, no one filled the silence. Then Zhu said, Dongfan Beisan, can we have a word in private?


  Any deal we make is for all of us.


  From behind, Zhu heard a laughing girl approach, see their backs, grow quiet, then turn and leave. Shen An-ling said to Zhu, Theyre not serious enough. I told you this was a bad
  idea.


  Youre right, Zhu answered, then raised a plump finger to point at Dongfan Beisan. You looked serious, but Im often wrong.


  The one in shorts nudged Dongfan Beisan. Go on, its cool.


  The drummer said nothing. His face was bleak.


  Dongfan Beisan licked his dry lips, then glanced back at his friends. Tonight, one for all. Trust me, he said, then high-fived them and approached Zhu and Shen An-ling, fingers
  back in his pockets. All right, then. Lets deal.


  As they retraced their steps through the club and up to the street, watched closely by a hundred young eyes, Dongfan Beisan throwing thumbs-up at friends, the whole thing struck Zhu as too easy.
  A man asking invasive questions about your wife simply walks out to the street with you, as if there were nothing to feara sign of innocence or stupidity? He leaned toward the latter.


  The street was rain-streaked, dirty, and busy, people looking in shops and visiting bars, students everywhere in cheap button-up shirts and ironed jeans. At the sight of the black four-door Audi
  A6 that they had squeezed into this alley, Dongfan Beisan hesitated. Zhu opened the passenger door and sat down, his feet outside the car. Hed walked too much that day.


  So what are we talking about? asked Dongfan Beisan. One, two records? Because I think we should discuss the lineup. Im thinking about going solo. Mister
  Cleanthats my new name.


  Shut up, said Shen An-ling, his voice not unthreatening.


  Zhu said, Dongfan Beisan, do you know who I am?


  The musicians mouth worked the air; then he shook his head. Not from Modern Sky, thats for fucking sure.


  I am the husband of Sung Hui.


  He watched Dongfan Beisans face as it shut down. The boy was removing all trace of emotion, first from the cheeks, then the eyes, and finally the twitching lips. Everything relaxed into
  that blank look that had been the salvation of so many Chinese. Finally, I dont know her.


  Why, then, were you interrogating a girl about her?


  Zhu kept his voice light and measured, but Shen An-ling chose a different tact. From behind the boy, he whispered, Because Dongfan Beisan wants to fuck your wife. Thats why.
  He opened the rear door. Get in.


  No, said the boy, still blank-faced. I dont know what youre talking about.


  Zhu exhaled and rubbed his face as a pair of men on bicycles rode by, keeping their eyes directly ahead. Zhu said, Lets talk in the office, and Shen An-ling, taking it the
  wrong way, grabbed the back of Dongfan Beisans shirt collar and pushed hard, so that the boys forehead bounced loudly against the roof of the car. Pain ran through Dongfan
  Beisans face; then he removed all expression again and submitted as Shen An-ling stuffed him into the backseat.


  That single act of violence proved sufficient, for as they wound north through Haidian District, Shen An-ling taking the long way, sticking to dark streets and doubling back on himself
  occasionally, Dongfan Beisan abruptly broke the silence with Shes an American.


  You better not be talking about his wife, Shen An-ling said.


  No, no. Mary Caul. She works at the American consulate in Guangzhou.


  Zhu lowered his sun visor to peer into a small mirror at the boy. Go on.


  I met her at the New Get Lucky.


  The what?


  Chaoyang District, Shen An-ling said. They serve German beer.


  How long ago was this? Zhu asked.


  When I met her? Five, six months ago. Shes from New York City. Pretty. She liked me.


  Did you have sex with her? asked Zhu.


  He was surprised to see embarrassment break through the boys mask. When she was in town, he said, almost a whisper.


  At your place?


  Dongfan Beisan shook his head. Never. Her hotel.


  Which one?


  Crowne Plaza.


  Shen An-ling whistled. Mustve thought youd hit the jackpot.


  The boy frowned but said nothing.


  And she asked you to check on my wife?


  Last week. Thursday. Mary said that Sung Hui was an old friend of hers. She said she was worried about her, because she had . . . He trailed off.


  Dont stop now, said Zhu.


  She said that Sung Hui had married a brutal man who kept her imprisoned. She had no way to contact her, unless she could meet her by accident. So she wanted to know what her daily
  schedule was.


  Bi chī, said Shen An-ling.


  Hes not retarded, Zhu corrected. Hes just in love. The two are very similar.


  Dongfan Beisan said nothing.


  Zhu said, How did you know to talk to a relative of my wifes seamstress?


  Mary told me.


  She didnt know how to run casually into my wife, but she knew the name and family of my wifes seamstress?


  I . . . I didnt think of that, he said. The kid really was an idiot.


  Despite Shen An-lings protests, they returned to the Blim-Blam and let Dongfan Beisan, stunned and wobbly, leave. Then they went to the office and learned from the files that Mary Caul
  was indeed attached to the American consulate in Guangzhou as part of the Foreign Commercial Serviceor she had been, until last Friday, when she returned to the United States for good. She
  had left, Shen An-ling pointed out unnecessarily, the day after asking Dongfan Beisan to collect information on Sung Hui. Also unnecessarily, he reminded Zhu that Leticia Joness visit
  overlapped with Mary Cauls final days in China.


  By then it was after midnight, so Zhu called home to learn from the maid that Sung Hui was asleep, then had Shen An-ling drive him to the Crowne Plaza. He spent the next three hours with the
  head of security, a round-faced Uighur who kept sending for pots of Long Jing tea as they sorted through audio recordings from rooms and video files from the public areas. Zhu had approximate days,
  and he knew one name for sureMary Cauland had her file photo. The otherRosa Mumu, a.k.a. Leticia Joneshad stayed at the Hua Thai, but he had her photo to guide his
  hunch. On a video file marked Tuesday, May 6, when the time code indicated 3:12 in the morning, they found it. Leticia Jones and Mary Caul sitting close together on a leather sofa in the lobby,
  talking animatedly, almost intimately.


  You have sound?


  Apologies, comrade, said the Uighur.


  Despite the extra care he took in making such decisions, Zhu made a mistake when, the next morning, Sung Hui asked what the rock and roller had been up to. After staring at the gray sky through
  the kitchen window for about four seconds, he decided on honesty and told her that the source of his questions was an American intelligence agent. Sung Hui moved slowly to the table and sank into a
  chair. She said, They want to kill me.


  Why would they want to kill you? he asked, reaching for her hand.


  She didnt answer, just stared at his large hand enclosing hers.


  Because of your considerable efforts against them? he asked.


  She shook her head, smiling, knowing how funny that sounded. Since their marriage, she had ceased all Party work. Shed become, by her own admission, a capitalist slug, yearning to live
  in a fashion magazine. Finally, she said, I dont know why they want to kill me.


  Because they dont.


  She raised her head, the smile gone, clutching at his fingers with her other hand. Then its you they want to kill.


  The problem, he knew, was that shed lived and breathed radical Party doctrine too fully and for too long. For her, Western intelligence agencies sought only one thingthe
  destruction of Chinese communismand would stack up as many Chinese bodies as they believed necessary in order to accomplish this.


  Maybe they dont want to kill anyone, Zhu told her, but she didnt look as if she believed that. He wasnt sure he did, either.
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  Zhang Guo had booked a private sea-view room at Yijing Lou, one of the top Qingdao restaurants, and before sitting down they toured the aquariums with the waiter and pointed out
  their preferences. That one looks like Wu Liang, Zhang Guo said, nodding at a tired-looking gray eel on the floor of one tank.


  Zhu bent to look closely into its black eyes, then straightened. Close enough. Ill have him fried, he told the waiter, who bowed with exaggerated formality.


  It was nine by the time their food arrived, and the table was already littered with four empty beer bottles that the waiter soon swept away. Through the open window they watched ships light the
  surface of the calm water and, above, the snuffing out of stars as clouds drifted in. How did it feel? asked Zhang Guo.


  How did what feel?


  Wiping out the Department of Tourism, he said in his heavily accented English. Thats what they call it?


  They dont call it anything now.


  Zhang Guo snorted, then took another bite. This trout is delicious. Want some?


  Zhu didnt answer.


  Hows your eel?


  Zhu said, They were the most terrifying two days of my life. Afterward, I slept for twenty hours.


  Zhang Guo chewed thoughtfully, waiting.


  Zhu said, By the time I woke up, Id lost my doubt. Im not a maniac, you know. I knew as I sent out the order that what I was doing would be controversial. I knew why I
  didnt ask for permissionI would have been denied it. But weve sat back for too long, congratulating ourselves on our economic miracle and not ensuring its future. You well know
  that we have an agreement with the Chinese people. They will hold their tongues and allow us to do as we please only as long as they see progress. Steady progress in their daily lives. As soon as
  some agency like the CIA succeeds in its plots to undermine our progress, Chinese citizens will be faced with stagnation or, worse, a reversal of their fortunes. Unlike Jiang Luokes deal
  with al Qaeda, this one is written in blood. A few bad years, and they will be out for ours.


  So youre thinking of the future. A young wife will do that to you.


  Youre damned right I am! Zhu said, louder than hed said anything that day. He took a breath. Think, Zhang Guo. One-child policy. In twenty years the average
  family structure will be one child caring for two parents and four grandparents. How are we going to support that if the Americans are picking at our economy? Think, too, of the fact that we have
  sixteen percent more boys than girls. How many millions of unmarried men will that make? Men with unsatisfied libidos, crippled by poverty. Thats the next generation, Zhang Guo. Those
  are the disaffected men who, in twenty years, will hang us in the streets.


  It had been a long speech, but Zhang Guo didnt need to spend much time digesting it; hed heard much of this before. He sipped his beer from the bottle, emptied it, then set the
  bottle down. He said, Youve already lost this argument, Xin Zhu. Twelve years ago Jia Chunwang gave you a public throttling because you were trying to stop him from recalling our
  undercover agents in the West. You barely survived that. This year, you alienated the entire Ministry of Public Security with your unfounded mole theory. Now youre ignoring anyone who might
  oppose you. Youre pretending they dont even exist. But they do exist, Xin Zhu. And theyll eat you alive.


  Zhu sighed, reaching for his own bottle. Did you know that, ever since he took the job, the director of the CIA itself had been lobbying to get rid of the Department of Tourism? They have
  as many backroom battles as we do. Quentin Ascot may be embarrassed by what Ive done, but in the end he wont fight back because Ive done what hes been unable to
  do.


  I doubt he wanted to actually kill the whole department.


  I saved him a lot of retirement packages.


  And now theres a Tourist poking around Beijing. Think that maybe your calculations were off?


  How about these calculations, Zhang Guo? Imagine that Im right about the mole in the Ministry of Public Security, and he reports to the CIA on Monday that Xin Zhu has been sacked.
  They learn that the only person willing to make them pay for what they did to us in Sudan was fired. Are you with me? Now run the math. How long before they try something like that
  again?


  Zhang Guo took out a cigarette. Maybe, knowing youre not around to shoot them in the face, theyll try to make friends.


  Zhu considered this, staring down at the remains of his fried eel. It didnt look like Wu Liang at all. If someone is looking at me, its not Quentin Ascot. Im
  convinced of that.


  Then who is it?


  Zhu rubbed his face and reached for a fresh beer.
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  The only similarity between the fried eel and Wu Liang was the indigestion that struck him on the long train ride from Jinan down to Shanghai, making it hard to doze even in
  the deluxe soft sleeper cabin, with its private toilet and a view of the countryside blackness between stations. Nanjing was lit up like a landing field, even though the sun had risen by then, and
  it was afternoon by the time he reached Shanghai. Wobbly with fatigue, he stored his bag in a station locker, then took buses over to Fucheng Road and searched until hed found, among the
  looming modern towers, a public phone booth. He called the Shangri-La and, putting on a slightly comical Hokkien accent, asked to speak to Mr. Xin Zhu. Two rings, then he hung up and called again,
  telling the clerk that hed been disconnected. This time, it only rang once before a man said in a tired voice not unlike Xin Zhus, Wi?


  Mr. Xin Zhu, Zhu said, keeping up the accent, you called us regarding a date for this evening. Were sorry that your usual friend is not available, but perhaps we can
  send someone else.


  That may be acceptable, said the hotel guest, who was in fact He Qiang, a field agent he had twice before used to impersonate himself. It was a rare man who had the build to
  impersonate Xin Zhu, though He Qiang still required ample padding.


  Zhu stifled a yawn. She will need to know your room number, of course.


  Of course, its 1298. But maybe, to start, she and I could have a drink in the hotel bar.


  An excellent idea, said Zhu. Might I suggest an eight oclock rendezvous in the Jade on 36?


  Zhu gave it another half hour, strolling down to the dock and finding, to his delight, a Hagen-Dazs shop, where he bought a scoop of Chocolate Chocolate Chip that he ate while sitting on a
  bench and gazing at the Huangpu River. He watched faces again, but these were a more developed version of the New Chinese he had seen on the train to Qingdao. The high-rises of Qingdao had their
  share of business elite, but Shanghai was their breeding ground. They sported suits like second skins, the women comfortable in Western fashions, all secure in the knowledge that their city, the
  most populous city of the most populous country on the planet, had a reach that stretched around the globe. He hadnt been lying when he told Zhang Guo that China was the superpower to be
  reckoned with, and though he could never feel comfortable with the economic policies that Shanghai represented, its very existence proved that their country was now something completely different.
  Arriving here was like arriving at a future of perpetual motion, and it was part of his responsibility to make sure that nothing external slowed it down. Perpetual motion, perpetual revolution. He
  ate his ice cream slowly, feeling it cut through the eel that seemed to still slither in his stomach, and thought of speed.


  He entered as any guest would, through the glassy front doors and into the packed marble lobby, knowing that whoever was watchingand whether theyd been sent by Wu Liang, the
  committee, or the Americans, someone was always watchingwould think that hed eluded them on the way out, and that was something no watcher would admit in a report. He breezed
  past a gathering of Japanese businessmen and shared the elevator with a Canadian couple who were plainly in love. A rare sight.


  The door to 1298, though displaying a DO NOT DISTURB sign, was ajar. He pushed it open to find a clean, empty room, the blinds drawn, and a key card left on the foot of
  the made bed. He closed the door behind himself, heard noise in the bathroom, and found He Qiang, a thick, big-shouldered man in his forties with a small mole on his cheek, sitting on the toilet,
  smiling. Hanging from the curtain rod, dripping dry, was a padded undergarmentthe fat suit He Qiang had arrived wearing.


  They shook hands, and Zhu leaned close to his ear, whispering, Im going to sleep. Wake me at seven.


  He Qiang nodded.


  Shell make it by eight?


  Youll like her, He Qiang whispered. Xinyang girl. Very nice, and she knows the town. If you like, she can show you a good time.


  Zhu gave him a look, and He Qiang raised his hands.


  If you like, I said.


  Zhu washed up, and by the time he lay on the large, hard bed it was just after two. He Qiang plugged headphones into the television, settled on the floor, and began watching a DVD that, Zhu
  realized before falling asleep, was from Bollywood. So He Qiang liked the music and melodrama of those sorts of movies. Hed never have suspected the man was a dreamer. Xin Zhu certainly was
  not, and his dreamless sleep proved it.


  He Qiang woke him gently with a shake of the shoulder, then pointed at a cup of hot black tea on the bedside table, alongside a sheet of paper filled with childlike scrawl. As he sipped the tea,
  he read over what proved to be He Qiangs report of his time in the hotel. Who hed spotted down in the street, how many calls (unanswered, of course) came to his room, and when, and
  the demeanor of the service staff that visited the room. Upon arriving, hed changed his room but still found one camera in the overhead lamp, which hed disposed of, and two
  microphoneshed left one of them. No one had tried to replace anything. He Qiangs assessment, which tallied with Xin Zhus, was that while there was no urgency to the
  surveillance, someone was certainly keeping tabs on him.


  Zhu was able to verify this when he descended in the elevator, wearing one of the suits He Qiang had packed, and found, leaning against a wall outside the Jade, an athletic-looking young man
  working his way through a copy of Peoples Daily. He was dressed like a factory worker ready for a big night outa peasants idea of what the urban rich wear to gala
  eventsbut none of the hotel staff was kicking him out. Zhu passed him without a glance and found a place at the end of the Jades glowing bar.


  The girl was in her midtwenties, small boned with a wide, flat nose and pebbly eyes. She found him as he was finishing his second drink, and introduced herself formally as Liu Xiuxiu, then took
  the stool beside him. A Caucasian man in the corner was playing progressive jazz on a piano. Zhu ordered her a glass of Chardonnay, while he drank his Glenlivet. She, like Sung Hui, was from
  Xinyang, but that was where the similarities ended. This girl knew exactly what she was doing.


  The conversation began with formalities, and he admired how she was able to ride the flow of topics and then control it without ever seeming to interfere. Like most conversations that week,
  Wenchuan and the whole devastated Sichuan province soon became its focal point. Liu Xiuxiu said, Fifty thousand. I cant even imagine that many people, can you? If forced, I could
  count that high, but I cant picture it.


  After a certain number, he said, the mind just balks.


  Exactly.


  He took a sip of whisky. Earthquakes are just scratching the surface. In three years, the Great Leap Forward killed at least twenty million from starvation. Thats a number
  Ive spent decades trying to grasp. I never will.


  Appropriately, Liu Xiuxiu grew quiet and looked into her glass. A lesser escort would have said, I dont know anything about politics, but Liu Xiuxius silence suggested she
  knew enough to hold her tongue. Xin Zhu, however, was drinking on a ravenously empty stomach, and his judgment suffered. He said, Back then, Xinyang was hit very hard. The political
  semantics are wonderfulwe call it the Three Years of Natural Disasters. There was nothing natural about what happened. The food was there, sitting in the silos, but no one was allowed to eat
  it because the grain was needed to fulfill quotas. He smiled, raising his glass. The Great Leap!


  Hearing his own delirious words, he expected her to set down her glass and walk out. Perhaps she would throw the Chardonnay into his face, but the glass remained in her hand, and she said,
  Have you eaten?


  No.


  Perhaps a restaurant would be a good idea?


  She was going to take care of him. He Qiang had done very well.


  Though she suggested a place up Minsheng Road, he patted his stomach and told her that speed was of the essence, so they hurried to the Fook Lam Moon in another wing of the hotel. Zhu ordered
  sharks fin, while Liu Xiuxiu settled on fried rice with chicken and octopus. As he gorged himself on an appetizer of chilled shrimp they looked out over the Bund, where colonial-era European
  banks and customs houses cut through the high-rises. The sight filled him with the desire to discuss history, but he was starting to slide out of his idiocy and didnt want to push his luck.
  How long have you been in Shanghai? he asked, switching to English.


  She smiled modestly and placed her hands in her lap beneath the edge of the table, and he noticed in this different light of the restaurant that her skin was like opaque glass. It made him think
  that, if enough illumination were applied, he would be able to see through the skin to her organs and blood vessels. In very competent English, she said, I came six years ago, to study
  nursing at Jiao Tong, but . . . She faded out. Academics did not suit me.


  You have residence papers?


  She nodded but did not elaborate.


  And how do you know He Qiang?


  Another smile. His cousin was a schoolmate in Xinyang, and when I came here I got in touch. He Qiang has been very kind to me.


  Zhu wondered how kind, and how many rules He Qiang had bent for this pretty girl. He still hadnt gotten a proper meal, though, and until then he would continue to be magnanimous.
  It must be difficult.


  It has been, she admitted, bowing her head. Without friends like He Qiang, it would have been much more difficult. But now, Ive . . . Again, she faded out,
  then raised her head. Ive adjusted.


  There was something piercing about that two-word sentence that, even in English, made Zhu want to weep. He understood why He Qiang had set them up together for this fictitious date. She was
  lovely, and she would, if asked, go to bed with him, but her true value lay in the fact that she had adjusted to the hard life of Shanghai. She could adjust to anything, even working for a
  man as problematic as Xin Zhu.


  In addition to her fluency in English, which she had first studied and then perfected through her job, she knew a smattering of German. When he quizzed her about Shanghai, he found that she
  could recall the most insignificant detailsthe color combinations of shop signs, the names of most of Shanghais doormen, as well as their wivesand that nothing he said was
  forgotten by her. Most importantly, she hadalso, no doubt, because of her jobthe uncanny ability of making him feel comfortable in his own skin, which was no small feat.


  The food was delicious and restorative, but she barely touched her rice, though when he ordered the fruit platter for dessert she ate ravenously. She showed no hesitation when he suggested they
  go up to his room, but in the elevator, she seemed unsure about what to do, so she left her hands by her sides. He unlocked the door and let her in first, and it was she who first spotted He Qiang,
  standing in the bathroom doorway, gesturing for her silence. That, remarkably, did not throw her off. She walked to the dressers and, hands clasped in front of her stomach, waited. He Qiang smiled
  at Zhu.


  Taking off his jacket, Zhu said, You are a very beautiful woman.


  Smiling now, too, Liu Xiuxiu said, Youre too kind. Then she said, Let me help you with your shoes.


  Thank you, he said, but when she stepped forward, he waved her back and went to the bed, sat down, and took off his own shoes. That feels nice, he said.


  Seductively, she said, Mmm.


  Come here, he said, then pushed himself onto the bed so that it squeaked. Mmm, he groaned.


  Liu Xiuxiu covered her smile with a small hand.


  As if he were alone, Zhu fluffed a pillow and closed his eyes, then opened them. He gestured to Liu Xiuxiu, pointed at his watch and held up one finger, then waved her away. She nodded. To He
  Qiang he showed two fingers, then closed his eyes again. He Qiang led Liu Xiuxiu to the bathroom and quietly closed the door behind them.


  As instructed, Liu Xiuxiu left at one in the morning, conspicuously holding her high-heeled shoes in her hand until she was outside his door, where she crouched and slipped them on. In the
  lobby, as she would later report, she noticed a few different men watching her but was unable to discern who among them had only professional interest.


  At two, He Qiang woke Zhu and made him tea; then they sat together at the desk. Each had a sheet of paper and a pen, and they talked in the written word. Specifically, French. Zhu wrote in an
  elegant script, He Qiang in the block capitals of someone with far less education than he had. Zhu wrote:


  
    
      The things one does to be unheard.


      
        He Qiang smiled and nodded.

      


      I like her. Shes available?


      ABSOLUTELY. HATES HER JOB, LOVES HER COUNTRY.


      Relationships?


      EX-HUSBAND, CRIMINAL. NO PROBLEM.


      Criminal class?


      GREEN GANG. COLLECTS PROTECTION MONEY, CUTS TENDONS.


      Divorce?


      
        He Qiang nodded.

      


      I want her in Beijing tomorrowMonday. Possible?


      
        Another nod.

      


      Shes not coming back.


      UNDERSTAND.


      You come, too.

    

  


  He Qiang had begun to smile again. Since the killing of the American agents two months ago, he had been left to wander, which was no good for him. The call to fly to Shanghai and again
  impersonate his boss had been a welcome respite from his aimless days. Now he was being called back to the pit. He wrote, GOOD.


  Zhu considered that word, bon, then wrote,


  
  
    Tomorrow the committee will try to get rid of me. I will hold them off, but in the meantime, you and Liu Xiuxiu will work on another project. The Americans are preparing
    their retaliation.

  



  He Qiang read carefully, then looked Zhu in the eyes before writing again.


  
    
      AGAINST YOU?


      Maybe. Theyre looking at my wife.

    

  


  Another stare. He Qiang had only met Sung Hui once, at an official gathering where hed been assigned protection duty, but hed been visibly taken by the girl.


  
    
      MAKES NO SENSE.


      It makes sense. We need to find out what kind of sense.

    

  


  Sung Hui had left the television on when she opened the door for him that Sunday afternoon, and when he settled on the sofa, he was greeted by images of a collapsed middle
  school in Juyuan that had trapped nine hundred students. Government teams, with the occasional local, picked through the dusty crags, but a week had passed, and the energy the whole country had
  witnessed just after the earthquake was fading. A female commentator praised the resilience and strength of the Sichuan people.


  His phone rangit was Zhang Guo. Xin Zhu, I hope you had a restful time in Shanghai.


  Thank you, I did.


  Im afraid Im walking into walls, though. Concerning tomorrow.


  Well, it was worth a try, Zhu said and realized that even this failure told him something important. If Zhang Guo couldnt learn the details of a meeting that he, too, was
  scheduled to attend, it meant that Wu Liang was running it with an unusual level of secrecy.


  As for the other, Zhang Guo said, referring to Leticia Jones, Ill need a few days.


  Ill see you tomorrow morning, then.


  Sung Hui came in with a platter of pork dumplings, apologizing as she turned off the television and the images of disaster. I know it does no good, she said, but I
  cant help watching. It makes my own worries insignificant.


  He didnt like to hear that, even if it mirrored his own thoughts. You have no worries.


  Do you want to eat here?


  I dont think I can make it to the dining room.


  Shanghai was difficult?


  He shook his head. A weekend of reflection isnt easy for someone as slow-witted as me.


  That provoked a musical laugh, and she settled next to him.


  The flight home was the problem. I shouldve bought two seats.


  Next time you will buy two seats. Youll bring me along. Ill help you with your reflection.


  Like others, he had once been suspicious of this girls affection for an old, obese man, but hed slowly discovered that these were the very characteristics that she enjoyed most.
  Sung Hai hated the boastful men her own age, and his size gave her a feeling of protection. What, then, had she seen in Delun? This was a subject she had avoided so many times that he was no longer
  able to ask the question, no longer wanted to. Truth is not always the way.


  She pulled her legs up beneath herself and lifted the platter. Using a pair of porcelain chopsticks, she guided a dumpling to his mouth. It was delicious.


  As she fed him, she recounted the two days theyd spent apart, which had been filled with drinks and dancing at Vics with a couple of girlfriends, unsuccessfully shopping for new rugs for
  the foyer, and worrying about Sichuan schoolchildren. During the periods in between, she was reading The Boat to Redemption by Su Tong, a bestseller about a Party official expelled for lying
  about his revolutionary parentage. Do you know what he does? she asked.


  What?


  A pause. Her eyes grew. He tries to castrate himself!


  Unbelievable!


  I believe it, she said. You really should read it.


  When I get time.


  Have you ever had time?


  He exhaled, waiting for the inevitable.


  Time off, she said. Someplace with clean air and sun chairs. You can sit by the water and read Su Tong.


  Holding back a grin, he said, I hear Trier is nice, then coughed when she punched him in the ribs. Package tours to Karl Marxs birthplace were advertised in agency windows
  all over Beijing.


  Oh! She hopped up and went to a cabinet. I forgot. I ran into Shen An-Ling at the store. He gave me this for you. She opened a drawer and took out an unmarked brown
  envelope. Shen An-Ling had scrawled his signature across the seal. It hadnt been opened.


  Zhu kept a small office in the back of the apartment, and after thanking Sung Hui for the meal, he took the envelope, closed the door behind himself, and settled at the desk that overlooked the
  city from thirty floors up. It had been her idea to move into this Chaoyang District tower, and only she could have convinced him to willingly place himself so high up. Hed asked the most
  basic questionWhat happens if the electricity shuts down?and shed stared at him, as if shed never experienced a power outage, which in Beijing was an
  impossibility. The problem was that shed fallen in love with the apartment and, more particularly, the vision of the two of them floating above the city. How could he deny her that?


  He tore open the end of the envelope and shook the letter into his palm. It was a short letter, written in an obscure naval code that dated from 1940, and after decoding it, he read it through
  twice. He paused, considering the revelations Shen An-Ling had assembled here, read it through again, then cracked open the window and used matches to light the envelope, the letter, and the
  decoded message. As they shrank, he placed them into an ashtray and lit a Hamlet, its strong scent filling the small room.


  According to their sources, Leticia Jones changed to another name after landing in Cairo, then flew to London for a connecting flight to Dulles International in Washington, D.C. After two nights
  in the One Washington Circle Hotel, on Monday the twelfth, the same day as the earthquake, she went to a house in Georgetown owned by a real estate company called Living, Inc, and met with four
  people:


  
    
      Alan Drummond, former head of the Department of Tourism;


      Senator Nathan Irwin, Minnesota Republican;


      Dorothy Collingwood, ranking officer in the CIAs National Clandestine Service, department unknown; and


      Stuart Jackson, retired CIA, Directorate of Operations (which, by 2005, was absorbed into the National Clandestine Service), now a private consultant.

    

  


  The meeting lasted nearly seven hours, and lunch was delivered by an aide of Dorothy Collingwoods. Shen An-Lings sources had been unable to listen to anything. They left one by
  one, at twenty-minute intervals, first Senator Irwin, then Jackson, Collingwood, Jones, and finally Alan Drummondthe youngest of the ringleaders, only thirty-ninewho walked two blocks
  and took a taxi to Union Station, where he boarded a train to Manhattan, and his home at 200 East Eighty-ninth Street.


  Shen An-Lings assessment at the end of the note was, like Shen An-Ling, simple and to the point: Something must be done, now. I await your orders. You couldnt buy loyalty
  like thatnot anymore, at least.
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  Fifteen minutes before his meeting, Xin Zhu ascended the steps in front of the Great Hall of the People. Twelve enormous columns slanted at him, and he saw schoolchildren in
  sun visors lined up at one of the entrances. Six wore facemasks against the dust that was predicted to rise throughout the day. Green-clad soldiers stood at the main door, watching him enter.
  Breathing heavily, he waited until he was inside the marble lobby to wipe the sweat off his cheeks with a handkerchief. A voice said, Xin Zhu!


  It was Shen An-ling, he of the soft skin and thick glasses that magnified his puffy eyes. Unlike Zhu, Shen An-ling was burdened by a shoulder bag stuffed with thick folders.


  Whats that? asked Zhu.


  The background. Offer them this, and theyll get off of your back.


  For as long as it takes for them to read it all. How many pages?


  Shen An-ling, too, was covered in perspiration, but it was the sweat of anxiety, and it stank. I have no idea. A thousand?


  More, Id guess. Im not sure I want them looking at all that.


  Okay, he said, but Ill bring it along in case you change your mind.


  It was a fair enough proposition, and Zhu accepted it. Where do we face our doom?


  The Beijing Hall was not far away, down a long corridor past bas-reliefs of glorious times that were either historical moments Zhu had never witnessed or hopes for the future. A guard stood
  outside the room itself but didnt check their papers, and inside they found fourteen low upholstered chairs arranged in a half oval, so that one side could face the other. Behind them were
  eight more wooden chairs, arranged in parentheses. Thick carpet covered the floor, pushed this way and that by the mornings vacuum cleaner, and though the walls had been meticulously
  cleaned, the green paint was fading in spots. Someone would be in trouble for that.


  Sun Bingjun was already seated in a chair on the left side, which was a surprise. A known drunk, the frail, thin old man was usually late to meetings, if he attended at all. Zhu approached, and
  they shook hands. How was Shanghai? Sun Bingjun asked, red-faced and baffled-looking.


  I cant keep anything a secret, can I?


  Sun Bingjun smiled. Looking at him, it was easy to forget he was a lieutenant general, a decorated veteran of Vietnam, and a Hero of the Cultural Revolution. Years and vice had undermined him,
  but his illustrious history, as well as a brief but successful tenure as the minister of state security, protected him and his current position in the Politburo from most attacks.


  Shanghai was a place to clear my head.


  That should be useful today.


  Absolutely.


  Zhu bowed his head and retreated to the right side, settling in the center seat. Shen An-ling took a wooden chair behind him and began rummaging through his bag.


  The Supervision and Liaison Committee had been formed in 1992 as an offshoot of the Central Committees Political and Legislative Affairs Committee, whose six members had felt overburdened
  by the scope of overseeing the entire spectrum of Chinese law enforcement. So they created a separate committee, with a membership of twenty-six, to deal primarily with interministry conflicts,
  which had ballooned during the nineties. This years secretary was a Central Committee hotshot named Yang Xiaoming, from Sichuan, who was usually more interested in his oil concerns than in
  attending committee meetings. It was his deputy secretary from the Ministry of Public Security, Wu Liang, who shouldered most of his responsibilities. Though he had been invited many times to face
  the committees questions, Xin Zhu had never been invited to become a member.


  Yang Qing-Nian, the youngest of this committees members, strolled in with tall, white-haired Wu Liang, who was the same age as Xin Zhu. Both came over and offered hands, and Zhu was
  surprised to find no hint of gloating in Wu Liangs behavior. Wu Liang had worked hard to set up this mornings meeting and keep its agenda secret, but by his demeanor, it could have
  been a gathering to discuss traffic lamps in Lhasa.


  How is Sung Hui? Wu Liang asked.


  Shes very fine.


  Im glad to hear that. A lovely woman.


  And Chu Liawa?


  Wu Liangs wife was older than both of them, a storybook rearguard tigress, or so the rumors suggested. She had pushed her husband up through the ranks, angling him against foes in Yunnan,
  then in Nanning, and finally in Beijing, where over the last decade he had risen to the top of the food chain while insufferable absolutists like Xin Zhu remained in their dusty outlying offices,
  collecting intelligence but little else. Very healthy, Wu Liang said finally, and from his lips, it sounded like a threat. Yang Qing-Nian said nothing; he didnt have to. His
  face took care of the gloating his sage was too cultured to show.


  Feng Yi came in next, shaking hands with everyone, beginning with Wu Liang and ending with Xin Zhu, following the correct sequence from political superior to inferior. Unlike the others, he was
  purely political, having gained entrance into the Central Committee by flattery and knowing how to keep his mouth shut, avoiding committed opinions at all costs. Recently, hed been handed a
  ranking position in the Guoanbus Second Bureau, but he still remained the most reserved during discussions of any importance.


  Zhang Guo, on the other hand, shook hands with no one. He came in clutching a file to his chest, like a schoolgirl, settled into a free chair, and started unpacking his cigarettes. He looked
  more tired than the others, or perhaps it was anxiety. When the waiter came around, delivering tea, Zhang Guos cup shivered to his lips. His eyes were bloodshot, unlike when theyd met
  on Friday, and Zhu decided that it had nothing to do with what was occurring at this moment; Zhang Guo was learning how a young mistress, particularly the well-known Chi Shanshan, could wear out a
  man of his age. He was, Zhu suspected, entertaining second thoughts.


  For whatever reason, Wu Liang had not asked them to meet in their usual building, but had reserved this spare Central Committee space, and as the meeting was informal only these five members of
  the committee arrived. Zhu had no idea how many had been invited, but he doubted that Yang Xiaoming, the committees absent head, even knew it was occurring. If hed been informed,
  though, the disasters in Sichuan, his old stomping grounds, would have kept him far away.


  Once the waiters had left and the guard closed the doors, Wu Liang stood wearily and placed a digital audio recorder in the center of the floor, equidistant from all the participants.
  Just in case, he said to everyone as he returned to his chair.


  In case of what? asked Zhu.


  In case of disputes later on, Wu Liang informed him. None of us are young menexcept, perhaps, Yang Qing-Nian, he said with a smile. Id hate to
  run a security apparatus based on our memories.


  Perfect reasoning, Zhu admitted. And Id like to thank the committee for inviting me here this morning. I consider it an honor.


  Bullshit, said Yang Qing-Nian. I suggest we skip the formalities. Can we agree to that?


  Yang Qing-Nian speaks with the voice of youth, Wu Liang said with a calmness that proved theyd planned that outburst. Im agreeable to dispensing with
  formalities, as this meeting is intended to be unofficial . . . exploratory in nature. However, I do not want to steer this particular boat. Are there opinions?


  Were the better rooms occupied? That was Sun Bingjun, chewing at the corner of his mouth.


  Wu Liang blinked at him. Yes, Comrade Lieutenant General. Its a busy time, and my request was last-minute.


  Sun Bingjun set down his teacup and nodded; Feng Yi said, Dispensing with formalities is all right with me. Zhang Guo lowered his head in agreement.


  Looking across the room with raised brows, Wu Liang said, Xin Zhu?


  Zhu said, I always agree with the masses. Please. Behind him, he heard Shen An-ling cough his amusement.


  Wu Liang removed a sheet of paper from an open briefcase propped against his chair. It is May 19, 2008, and . . . He checked his watch. Nine fourteen in the morning.
  He listed the attendees, then said, Before we start, I would like to remind everyone that, at 2:28 P.M., there begins a three-minute moment of
  silence for the victims of the Sichuan Wenchuan earthquake.


  There was no need for Wu Liang to remind anyone of this, but with a recording device nearby, he couldnt help himself. Feng Yi said, Perhaps we could offer ten seconds of silence
  right now?


  Zhu looked at him, then at the others. He caught Sun Bingjun rolling his eyes.


  Yang Qing-Nian said, I second that motion. Vote?


  All hands, of course, went up.


  Ten seconds later, Wu Liang cleared his throat. Thank you, Feng Yi. He lifted his notes, finally coming to the point. Were here to discuss recent actions made by
  Comrade Colonel Xin Zhu of the Sixth Bureau of the Guojia Anquan Bu. Two actions, in particular: First, there was the April 15 memo from Xin Zhu to this committee stating that intelligence from his
  office would no longer be shared with the Ministry of Public Security. His reasoning, as outlined in the memo, was that the ministry is no longer secure enough to contain such highly sensitive
  intelligence.


  Yang Qing-Nian shook his head in disgust.


  The second item, Wu Liang went on, which is perhaps more problematic, concerns the repercussions of Xin Zhus ill-advised action, in March, against a small department
  of the American Central Intelligence Agency. Xin Zhu has already been reprimanded for his disastrous mistake, and the fact that he still holds his position in the Sixth Bureau is, I believe, a
  testament to his political prowess.


  May I speak? Zhu asked.


  Of course, were avoiding formality here.


  Zhu looked at his hands resting in his lap, then at Wu Liang. My ill-advised actions in March have been well documented by this committee. You now speak of repercussions. I wasnt
  aware that any of significance had occurred.


  Yes, said Wu Liang. Yang Qing-Nian, I believe you have that information?


  Yang Qing-Nian straightened in his chair, glowing with pride; he certainly did have something. Comrades, he licked his lips, the Ministry of Public Security has received
  intelligence that a former member of the Department of Tourismthe department Xin Zhu effectively destroyedwas on Chinese soil two weeks ago. She made contact with an American consular
  officer, now returned to the United States, who used an intermediary to find out about Xin Zhus home life. Information about his wife, Sung Hui.


  The bomb had been dropped, and Xin Zhu read destruction in their faces. Sun Bingjun rubbed his weary eyes. Feng Yi turned his entire body to face Yang Qing-Nian. Zhang Guo, looking more
  exhausted than ever, stared hard at Zhu. That look seemed to say, Youre on your own now.


  Wu Liang, of course, kept his composure. He and Yang Qing-Nian had been fleshing out that narrative all weekend. Had they questioned Dongfan Beisan? Did they know that Zhu had already visited
  him at the Blim-Blam?


  Yang Qing-Nian reached into his own leather briefcase and took out a file. The documentation is here. Though her birth name is unknown, we have two different names for this American
  agent. Leticia Jones is an old work name we learned from the files Xin Zhu released before he decided to close his doors to us. The passport she traveled on was Sudanese, name of Rosa Mumu. In
  addition to looking into Xin Zhus life, she met once with Abdul Khaliksomeone we all know as a leader of the East Turkestan Islamic Movement that wishes to turn Xinjiang Province into
  an Islamic cesspool, beheading all Chinese citizens who reject their God.


  This new information hit Zhu in the stomach, threatening to turn to lead the breakfast of wheat noodles and pork fat that Sung Hui had lovingly cooked for him. Behind him, there was a heavy
  silence from Shen An-ling. He worried the young man might have fainted, but it wouldnt do to start looking around at this moment.


  Old Sun Bingjun spoke first, and slowly. Are you telling us, Yang Qing-Nian, that, because Xin Zhu killed some of their people, the United States is now going to support the Islamization
  of western China? He pressed his palms together. Theres something highly insane about that.


  Feng Yi, the perpetual moderator, said, I see your point, Sun Bingjun, and it makes sense. However, this is not the United States government were talking about. Its the
  Central Intelligence Agency, which has a history of mad behavior. Further, were probably not even talking about the entire agency, but a single small department that could conceivably be
  attempting to save face.


  A department that was disbanded after Xin Zhus actions, Sun Bingjun reminded him. It doesnt exist anymore. It receives no funding.


  Wu Liang spoke up: The Department of Tourism, as documented by Xin Zhu, has a tradition of finding funds through any and all means when its Langley paymasters have withheld money. Only a
  couple of months ago, it robbed an art gallery in Zrich to fund its nefarious actions. He paused. A department exists when those inside of it agree that it exists. A department
  that knows how to fund itself can, arguably, live forever.


  Heads turnednot to Zhu, but to Zhang Guo, who was staring at his knees. It was generally agreed that, on issues of financing, Zhang Guo was the most qualified in the room. Though he
  didnt look at them, he knew what the silence meant. He lifted his shaky teacup, saying, Wu Liang is correct. One example is a man we all know, Yevgeny Primakov of the United Nations.
  He has not only been able to maintain a secret intelligence section within the UN without an official budget, but he was able to create and develop it outside the knowledge of the UN Secretariat
  and the general public. If a man can single-handedly do that, then a handful of people can certainly maintain a department that already existed.


  Zhu stared at Zhang Guo, but his friend kept his eyes averted from everyone.


  Sun Bingjun cleared his throat. So. This Department of Tourism has resurrected itself. As an opening salvo, it is exacting revenge on Xin Zhu and, by extension, the Peoples
  Republic. That is the present theory?


  You tell me, Comrade Lieutenant General, said Yang Qing-Nian. The facts are here. One of their agents pries into Xin Zhus personal life, then meets with one of the
  Republics great enemies. Then leaves.


  To where? asked Sun Bingjun.


  To Cairo. From there we lost her.


  Zhu watched Yang Qing-Nians features, trying to judge if this was truth. If it was, then he was ahead of them on at least one point. Sharing the information that Leticia Jones had gone to
  meet with the former head of Tourism, though, would do nothing to help his case.


  Sun Bingjun drank his tea, musing over the facts in front of him. He was senior only in terms of age, and despite the glories of the past much of his actual power had been washed away, not only
  by his drinking but also by his early opposition to Hu Jintaos presidency, which had led him to speak too publicly during the SARS crisis of 2003. Since then, all the old veterans
  public statements had been masterful balancing acts between saying much and saying nothing. Now, though, they were behind closed doors and, remarkably, he looked sober. Sun Bingjun exhaled.
  In my experience of examining the actions and motives of the Central Intelligence Agency, its reasoning is never so simple. Revenge as an end in itself is simply not part of the
  Americans thinking process. Theyre not Mossad, nor are they adolescents.


  Yang Qing-Nian, the closest to an adolescent in that room, said, Revenge is not for the sake of revenge, Sun Bingjun, but for the sake of sending a message that they will not be treated
  as Xin Zhu has treated them. That is one motivation. The second is timing. With the Games nearly upon us, any disruption they can provokebe it here in Beijing or in Xinjiangwill
  embarrass us on the world stage. Even if they fall short, the possibilities for success are too great for them to ignore.


  Of course you see it that way, Yang Qing-Nian, Sun Bingjun said in his bored voice, because you still think in terms of revenge. But if a plan like this fails, it does not
  simply mean that the Americans wont disrupt our Games. It means the exposure of their plans to the world, which would damage them more deeply than anything they could do to us. Remember what
  happened last year? The CIA was caught funding those feral agitators in the mountains who call themselves the Youth Leaguea touch of irony, using our youth organizations name. The
  scandal and humiliation led to the fall of one CIA director and enormous cuts in its funding. They are unlikely to start supporting Islamic terrorism nowcertainly not for revenge. The risks
  are too great. So, if the Americans really are taking such an incredible risk, then their reasoning goes much deeper than revenge, or sending a message. Not even a small, self-funded
  department would be so short-sighted.


  Wu Liang spoke up. So what do you suggest, Sun Bingjun?


  Im suggesting nothing. Im only pointing out that, if the visit of this agent is really a sign that a CIA department is engaging in some operation on Chinese soil, then the
  reasons are far more complicated than a hatred of Xin Zhu here, or even of Chinese intelligence.


  Silence again. Wu Liang seemed temporarily lost in the face of Sun Bingjuns flawless logic, and Yang Qing-Nian looked embarrassed. Zhang Guo said, Is there someone we can consult
  on this? Someone within their agency?


  Feng Yi said, The Second Bureau has a few CIA sources, but theyre not ranking enough to know about this. Wu Liang?


  Wu Liang set down his teacup. Possibly. I have one source that may be able to dig deeper. He took a long breath. Xin Zhu may be the one to talk to.


  Finally, they looked at him. He chewed the inside of his left cheek. Hed once had a wonderful source, but not anymoreJames Pearson, aide to Senator Nathan Irwin. I will
  ask, Zhu said, and bowed his head. I thank the committee for bringing this troubling news to my attention, and I will do my best to make sure it is explained to everyones
  satisfaction.


  Im sure you will, said Wu Liang. Further, I hope that when you receive information you will share it with all of us here in the committee. Which brings us to the
  other subject of this mornings discussion.


  Yang Qing-Nian shifted in his chair, preparing to speak, but Wu Liang shot him a look. The young man had botched one item already; he would take care of the other one himself.


  Wu Liang said, I think all of us here are familiar with Xin Zhus April 15 memo, a copy of which I hold here. He waved a single sheet of paper. In it, he stated that
  the Ministry of Public Security was no longer secure enough to contain his offices intelligence. Naturally, this committeethe whole committeedemanded more explanation, and on
  Friday, April 18, the committee received a twelve-page collection of specific pieces of intelligence that, we were told, resided in the files of the Department of Tourism. By triangulating these
  nuggets of information, Xin Zhu explained, he could reach no other conclusion than that the Department of Tourism itself was running a high-level source within the Ministry of Public Security.
  Thus, his intelligence would be withheld until the leak was plugged.


  Everyone in the room watched Wu Liang, who continued, Now, upon receiving the initial memo, I admit that I was skeptical. Xin Zhu and I have often resided in different rooms in the house
  of socialist philosophy. I saw this as further evidence of his paranoia. Then I examined the twelve-page report and felt less sure of myself. The ministry is, as you all know, close to my heart,
  and the facts Xin Zhu had collected, when viewed together, shook me deeply. I spent the weekend having very difficult conversations with ministry comrades, and I even viewed some of them with
  suspicion. Investigations were begun. I wasand Im hesitant to admit this, but its truein a panic. What if Xin Zhu was right, and we were bleeding information to the
  Americans? Catastrophe!


  Zhu closed his eyes to listen better. He could feel where this was heading, could hear it in Wu Liangs exaggerated innocence and emotion. You build a tower in order to tear it down, and
  the tower Wu Liang was building was enormous.


  By that Monday, four weeks ago, I had a list of suspects. Nineteen. I worried so much, you see, that nearly anything could admit one to that list. Yang Qing-Nian and I began more intense
  interviews. We took them from their homes, placed them in separate cells on East Changan Avenue, and began talking. At this point, there was no reason to treat them as prisoners, so they
  kept their clothes and were fed and treated wellonly their phones were confiscated.


  The interviews, though, were not going well. By Wednesday we had talked to each of them twice, and so I decided to visit Xin Zhu at his office in Haidian and share what little I had. I
  thought that, as good comrades, we could work together. I was, I now know, mistaken.


  Zhu remembered that day. Wednesday, April 23, 2:00 P.M. Wu Liang and a hard-looking secretary filled the office with foul Russian tobacco smoke,
  going over his twelve pages one line at a time, fighting over veracity, asking for documentation and demanding the connections that had brought Zhu to suspect the Ministry of Public Security.


  What I learned that day, after hours of rigorously confronting each item in those twelve pages, listening to and then challenging each of Xin Zhus explanations, was a simple fact.
  Each of these itemsand there are one hundred and twelve in allis simply that: an item on a piece of paper. Each is an item connected to a piece of information gathered by his agent,
  the American senatorial aide, James Pearson. For each he has either an e-mailed report with attachments or a handwritten one, accompanied sometimes by flash drivesall from James Pearson. But
  where, I found myself asking, is this golden source, this James Pearson? We know the answer. He was picked up by the CIA trying to flee the United States. He is unavailable. And the place where
  James Pearson found these so-called truths? That would be the office of the Department of Tourism, on West Thirty-first Street, in Manhattan. The department Xin Zhu so hastily destroyed, the
  offices of which have now been gutted by the CIA. I have photographs of the offices if any of you wish verification.


  Hed talked a long time, but talking had always been Wu Liangs strong point. He danced with facts and manipulated them to showcase his modesty and erudition. With a mouth like that,
  and a wife like Chu Liawa, there was no end to what he could accomplish.


  But he wasnt done yet.


  As I say, I entered his office convinced of Xin Zhus honesty, ready to make our ministry secure again. I entered contrite, but I left angry. Furious, in fact. I had spent the
  previous days grilling good comrades on the strength of what now looked to me like a self-serving deception. My anger, however, had not reached its apex, for upon returning to East Changan,
  I was informed that Bo Gaoli, who some of you may know from his sterling history helping to run the counterterrorism department, was dead. Faced with the shame of this unfounded suspicion, he had
  used his belt to hang himself in his cell.


  Wu Liang let silence speak for him now. The committee knew of Bo Gaolis suicide, but the details had never been released. There had been a rumor of a sexual predilection, another of
  financial indiscretions. No onecertainly not Zhuhad known that hed been in a ministry cell when he did it. Now that Wu Liang had shared this fact, everyone turned to examine
  Zhus reaction, and he did his best to control himself. Was he successful? He wasnt sure. He thought that he could ask Shen An-ling later, but his assistant could only see the back of
  his head.


  Xin Zhu wondered if anyone was going to ask the obvious, and obligatory, question: Was it possible that Bo Gaolis suicide was an admission of guilt? He himself could not ask itit
  was up to someone else, perhaps Zhang Guo. But no one asked anything, and Zhang Guo only stifled a yawn with his cupped hand.


  Since no one else seemed interested in speaking, Zhu opened his mouth. I certainly regret the death of Bo Gaoli, but it does not alter the facts as I read them. The intelligence listed on
  my report did, in fact, originate in the Department of Tourism, and the only conclusion I can come to is that its source was within the Ministry of Public Security.


  Wu Liang sighed audibly. This is like burning down a mans house and then accusing him of keeping illegal merchandise inside it. You burned their house down, Xin Zhu. You
  torched yourself in the process.


  I would like to think that my long service to the Party would justify a measure of faith.


  Sun Bingjun set down his cup. I would ask a question of Wu Liang, if I might.


  Wu Liang nodded.


  Why, he asked, shifting in his chair, do we hear about this now? The suicide of Bo Gaoli occurred nearly four weeks ago. If Xin Zhu is such a danger, then why have you left
  him a month to spread his plague?


  Zhang Guo smiled into his fist; Feng Yi raised his head, saying, Thats a good question.


  Wu Liang lost none of his poise. Again, he sighed. For the reason Xin Zhu brings up: his long service to the Party and the Peoples Republic. Though I was angrythough I
  suspected deceit in order to attack a rival organization, or perhaps to attack me personallyI wasnt about to institute disciplinary action until I could prove that Xin Zhus
  accusations were false. That only occurred when we discovered the presence of the aforementioned Tourist, this Leticia Jones, on Chinese soil.


  I dont follow, Sun Bingjun said patiently.


  Its very simple, comrade, and at this point I would like to ask Xin Zhu a simple question, a question that we could only pose at this point in time.


  Zhu looked at him.


  Stone-faced, Wu Liang said, If the CIA has a source within the Ministry of Public Security, then why would it send someone here to find out your wifes daily schedule?


  Zhu knew that the question was not finished.


  Why would they risk sending one of their own peoplewhich, we agree, is a great risk to themif they owned one of us? Your wifes schedule is not classified information.
  Its something that anyone within the ministry could find out with a simple phone call. If they have, as you contend, a source within the ministry, then getting one of their own people to ask
  questions in the middle of Beijing is not only stupid, its incredibly redundant.


  Zhu bit the inside of his mouth to stifle a nervous smile. The logic was beautiful, more so because he could not point out its one flaw: Mary Caul, the consular officer who had convinced Dongfan
  Beisan to pose his questions, left the country before she could hope to get any answers. She had never cared about the answers. Of course, to bring this up would be admitting that he had already
  lied about what he knew. So he said, I dont know, comrade. However, I remain convinced that the Americans do own someone within the ministry, based on the evidence I
  submitted.


  What I think, said Wu Liang, is that you are tenacious to a fault. Youve embarked on a mission to smear the ministry with lies, and now that youve been caught
  with the lies in your hand youre pretending your hands are empty. Im angry about this, but more than that Im disappointed that someone with such a history of socialist endeavor
  would sink so low. When Hu Jintao talks of the Eight Virtues and Shames, he reminds us to be united, help each other; make no gains at others expense. Xin Zhu, I fear, has ignored
  that one with all the greed and ambition of a Hong Kong stock trader, and we should seriously consider bringing his dismissal to the entire committee for a vote.


  Noticing how wet his palms were, Zhu couldnt help but admire the mouth on Wu Liang. Perhaps to remind himself of the insignificance of what was happening in this room, he thought,
  Fifty thousand dead. What could stand up to that?


  He thought, This, and you, mean nothing.
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