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Kowloon. The teeming final extension of China tisato part of the north except in spirit
— but the spirit runs deep and descends into therca of men's souls without regard for
the harsh, irrelevant practicalities of politicalrters. The land and the water are one, and
it is the will of the spirit that determines how maill use the land and the water — again
without regard for such abstractions as uselessina or escapable confinement. The
concern is only with empty stomachs, with wometdsschs, children's stomachs.
Survival. There is nothing else. All the rest isiduo be spread over the infertile fields.

It was sundown, and both in Kowloon and acrossoviatHarbour on the island of Hong
Kong an unseen blanket was gradually being lowewed the territory's daylight chaos.
The screeching Aiyas of the street merchants wertearwith the shadows, and quiet
negotiations in the upper regions of the cold, stajestructures of glass and steel that
marked the colony's skyline were ending with naas shrugs and brief smiles of silent
accommodation. Night was coming, proclaimed byiadhg orange sun piercing an
immense, jagged fragmented wall of clouds in thetwesharply defined shafts of
uncompromising energy about to plunge over thezbariunwilling to let this part of the
world forget the light.

Soon darkness would spread across the sky, binehmi.

Below, the blazing lights of human invention woglarishly illuminate the earth — this
part of the earth where the land and the water wex&éus avenues of access and
conflict. And with the never-ending, ever-stridewtcturnal carnival, other games would
begin, games the human race should have abandatiethe/first light of creation. But
there was no human life then — so who recorde@/i® knew? Who cared? Death was
not a commodity.

A small motorboat, its powerful engine belyingstsabby exterior, sped through the
Lamma Channel, heading around the coastline towtaedkarbour. To a disinterested
observer it was merely one more xiao wan ju, adgeda a first son from a once

unworthy fisherman who had struck minor richescrazy night of mah-jong, hashish
from the Triangle, smuggled jewels out of Macaohewared? The son could cast his
nets or run his merchandise more efficiently byhgs fast propeller rather than the slow
sail of a junk or the sluggish engine of a samjgamn the Chinese border guards and the
marine patrols on and off the shores of the Sheniten did not fire on such

insignificant transgressors; they were unimportartt who knew what families beyond
the New Territories on the Mainland might benéfitould be one of their own. The



sweet herbs from the hills still brought full statha — perhaps filling one of their own.
Who cared? Let them come. Let them go.

The small craft with its canvas cover envelopinthtsides of the forward cockpit cut its
speed and cautiously zigzagged through the scdttietédla of junks and sampans
returning to their crowded berths in Aberdeen. @fter another the boat people shrieked
angry curses at the intruder, at its impudent engimd its more impudent wake. Then
each became strangely silent as the rude interfmgesed; something under the canvas
quieted their sudden bursts of fury.

The boat raced into the harbour's corridor, a dagtery path now bordered by the
blazing lights of the island of Hong Kong on thghti, Kowloon on the left. Three
minutes later the outboard motor sank into its kiwegister as the hull swerved slowly
past two filthy barges docked at the godown, arttlisto an empty space on the west
side of the Tsim Sha Tsui, Kowloon's crowded, detlanscious waterfront. The strident
hordes of merchants setting up their nightly tduregps on the wharf paid no attention; it
was merely one more jigi coming in from the cattho cared?

Then, like the boat people out in the channelsth##s on the waterfront nearest the
insignificant intruder began to quiet down. Excitaxices were silenced amid screeching
commands and counter-commands as eyes were draanigiare climbing up the black,
oil-soaked ladder to the pier.

He was a holy man. His shrouded figure was drapedgure white caftan that
accentuated his tall slender body — very tall f@hangguo ren, nearly six feet in height,
perhaps. Little could be seen of his face, howeagthe cloth was loose and the breezes
kept pressing the white fabric across his darkufest drawing out the whiteness of his
eyes determined eyes, zealous eyes. This was maoygriest, anyone could see that.
He was a heshang, a chosen one selected by eldepgd in wisdom who could perceive
the inner spiritual knowledge of a young monk desdifor higher things. And it did not
hurt that such a monk was tall and slender ancelgad of fire. Such holy men drew
attention to themselves, to their personages io¢lyes and generous contributions
followed, both in fear and in awe; mostly fear. iRgrs this heshang came from one of the
mystic sects that wandered through the hills anelsts of the Guangze, or from a
religious brotherhood in the mountains of far-ofh@ Gaoyuan — descendants, it was
said, of a people in the distant Himalayas — theyevalways quite ostentatious and
generally to be feared the most, for few understbed obscure teachings. Teachings
that were couched in gentleness, but with subtiestof indescribable agony should their
lessons go unheeded. There was too much agonyedartti and the water. Who needed
more? So give to the spirits, to the eyes of ferhaps it would be recorded somewhere.

The white-robed figure walked slowly through thetime crowds on the wharf, past the
congested Star Ferry pier, and disappeared intgrtheing pandemonium of the Tsim
Sha Tsui. The moment had passed; the stalls retdoreir hysteria.



The priest headed east on Salisbury Road untiéaehed the Peninsula Hotel, whose
subdued elegance was losing the battle with it©suadings. He then turned north into
Nathan Road, to the base of the glittering Goldele NMhat strip of strips where opposing
multitudes shrieked for attention. Both natives tmdists alike took notice of the stately
holy man as he passed crowded shop fronts andsdildging with merchandise, three-
story discos and topless cafes where huge, amsiebitiboards hawked Oriental charms
above stalls offering the steamed delicacies ohtlenday dim sum. He walked for
nearly ten minutes through the garish carnival, aod then acknowledging glances with
a slight bow of his head, and twice shaking it @lglsuing commands to the same short
muscular Zhongguo ren, who alternately followed kien passed him with quick,
dance-like steps, turning to search the intense fyea sign.

The sign came — two abrupt nods — as the pries¢tland walked through the beaded
entrance of a raucous cabaret. The Zhongguo reaimeohoutside, his hand
unobtrusively under his loose tunic, his own eyasidg about the crazy street, a
thoroughfare he could not understand. It was ins8neh outrageousness! But he was
the tudi; he would protect the holy man with hie,lino matter the assault on his own
sensibilities.

Inside the cabaret the heavy layers of smoke washad by roving coloured lights, most
whirling in circles and directed towards a platfastage where a rock group ululated in
deafening frenzy, a frantic admixture of punk aiad East. Shiny black tight-fitting, ill-
fitting trousers quivered maniacally on spindlyddgelow black leather jackets over
soiled white silk shirts open to the waist, whielk head was shaved around its skull at
the temple line, each face grotesque, heavily nigde accentuate its essentially passive
Oriental character. And as if to emphasize thelmtrifetween East and West, the jarring
music would occasionally, startlingly, come to @pstas the plaintive strains of a simple
Chinese melody emerged from a single instrumenilgvithe figures remained rigid

under the swirling bombardment of the spotlights.

The priest stood still for a moment surveying thigéncrowded room. A number of
customers in varying stages of drunkenness lookeat him from the tables. Several
rolled coins in his direction as they turned awalgile a few got out of their chairs,
dropping Hong Kong dollars beside their drinks aedded for the door. The heshang
was having an effect, but not the effect desirethieyobese, tuxedoed man who
approached him.

'May | be of assistance, Holy One? asked the cédbananager through the sustained
crescendos.

The priest leaned forward and spoke into the nmearsThe manager's eyes widened,
then he bowed and gestured towards a small tabilecbyall. The priest nodded back in
appreciation and walked behind the man to his dmadjacent customers took
uncomfortable notice.



The manager leaned down and spoke with a revefrendel not feel. 'Would you care
for refreshment, Holy One?’

‘Goat's milk, if it is by chance available. If nptain water will be more than sufficient.
And | thank you. '

It is the privilege of the establishment,' said thxedoed man, bowing and moving away,
trying to place a dialect he could not recognizéid not matter. This tall, white-robed
priest had business with the laoban, and that Wésad mattered. He had actually used
the laoban's name, a name seldom spoken in the@Mde, and on this particular
evening the powerful taipan was on the premisesa-rbom he would not publicly
acknowledge knowing. But it was not the provincéhaf manager to tell the laoban that
the priest had arrived; the berobed one had madeldar. All was privacy this night, he
had insisted. When the august taipan wished thiseea man would come out to find

him. So be it; it was the way of the secretive Emglone of the wealthiest and most
illustrious taipans in Hong Kong.

'Send a kitchen boy down the street for some fuick-fnother goat's milk," said the
manager harshly to a head boy on the floor. ' Afichtm to be damn-damn quick. The
existence of his stinking offspring will depend uapt '

The holy man sat passively at the table, his zeadéges now gentler, observing the
foolish activity, apparently neither condemning aocepting but merely taking it all in
with the compassion of a father watching errantpyetious children.

Abruptly through the whirling lights there was autrusion. Several tables away a bright
camper's match was struck and quickly extinguisieen another, and finally a third,
this last held under a long black cigarette. Theflseries of flashes drew the attention of
the priest. He moved his shrouded head slowly tdsvtlre flame and the lone, unshaven,
coarsely dressed Chinese drawing in the smoker €ges met; the holy man's nod was
almost imperceptible, barely a motion, and was aekadged by an equally obscure
movement as the match went out.

Seconds later the crudely dressed smoker's taldeswddenly in flames. Fire shot up
from the surface, spreading quickly to all theces of paper on the surface — napkins,
menus, dim sum baskets, isolated eruptions of patehsaster. The disheveled Chinese
screamed and with a shattering crash overturnethtile as waiters raced, shrieking,
towards the flames. Customers on all sides leajad their chairs as the fire on the floor
— narrow strands of pulsing blue flame — inexpllgapread in rivulets around excited,
stamping feet. The pandemonium grew as peoplelyagi@pped out the small fires with
tablecloths and aprons. The manager and his hgadgastured wildly, shouting that all
was under control; the danger had passed. Thegraelp played with even greater
intensity, attempting to draw the crowd back ingofienzied orbit and away from the
area of diminishing panic.



Suddenly, there was a greater disturbance, a molent eruption. Two head boys had
collided with the shabbily dressed Zhongguo rensehcarelessness and outsized
matches had caused the conflagration. He respomidledapid Wing Chun chops — rigid
hands crashing into shoulder blades and throdigssdeet hammered up into abdomens,
sending the two shi-ji reeling back into the surmding customers. The physical abuse
compounded the panic, the chaos. The heavy-setgagmaw roaring, intervened and
he, too, fell away, stunned by a well-placed kizkis ribcage. The unshaven Zhongguo
ren then picked up a chair and hurled it into stiieg figures near the fallen man, as
three other waiters rushed into the melee in defehsheir Zongguan. Men and women
who only seconds ago were merely screaming, nowrbdgashing their arms about,
pummeling anyone and everyone near by. The roakpgggrated to its outer limits,
frantic dissonance worthy of the scene. The riot faken hold, and the burly peasant
glanced across the room at the single table netkietovall. The priest was gone.

The Zhongguo ren picked up a second chair and ssdasbdown across a nearby table,
splintering the wooden frame and swinging a brdkgnnto the crowd. Only moments
to go, but those moments were everything.

The priest stepped through the door far back inthlke near the entrance of the cabaret.
He closed it quickly, adjusting his eyes to the tight of the long, narrow hallway. His
right arm was stiff beneath the folds of his witédtan, his left diagonally across his
waist, also under the sheer white fabric. Downdidor, no more than twenty-five feet
away, a startled man sprang from the wall, histrigind plunging beneath his jacket to
yank a large, heavy-caliber revolver from an unssaesulder holster. The holy man
nodded slowly, impassively, repeatedly, as he mdoedard with graceful steps
appropriate to a religious procession.

'‘Amita-fo, Amita-fo," he said softly, over and owagain as he approached the man.
'Everything is peaceful, all is in peace, the spwill it. '

‘Jou matyeh?' The guard was beside a door; he ghbgaugly weapon forward and
continued in a guttural Cantonese bred in the eontsettlements. 'Are you lost, priest?
What are you doing here? Get out! This is no pfacgou!

'Amita-fo, Amita-fo... "
'Get out! Now!"

The guard had no chance. Swiftly the priest pudledzor-thin, double-edged knife from
the folds at his waist. He slashed the man's wrat,severing the hand with the gun
from the guard's arm, then arced the blade sutgiaatoss the man's throat; air and
blood erupted as the head snapped back in a maksaig red; he fell to the floor, a
corpse.

Without hesitation, the killer-priest slid the kaiinto the cloth of his caftan, where it held,
and from under the right side of his robe withdeethin-framed Uzi machine gun, its



curved magazine holding more ammunition than heldvoeed. He raised his foot and
crashed it into the door with the strength of a ntain cat, racing inside to find what he
knew he would find.

Five men — Zhongguo ren — were sitting around Betaith pots of tea and short glasses
of potent whisky; there were no written papers amgng in sight, no notes or memoranda,
only ears and watchful eyes. And as each pair e$ éyoked up in shock, the faces were
contorted with panic. Two well-dressed negotiafdunged their hands inside their well-
tailored jackets while they spun out of the chaarspther lunged under the table, as the
remaining two sprang up screaming and raced futifgb silk-covered walls, spinning
around in desperation, seeking pardons yet knonwamg would be forthcoming. A
shattering fusillade of bullets ripped into the Bgguo ren. Blood gushed from fatal
wounds as skulls were pierced and eyes were pwastarouths torn apart, bright red in
muted screams of death. The walls and the floortla@golished table glistened
sickeningly with the bloody evidence of death. Ewvérere. It was over.

The Kkiller surveyed his work. Satisfied, he knaltvh by a large, stagnant pool of blood
and moved his index finger through it. He then guibut a square of dark cloth from his
left sleeve and spread it over his handiwork. Heerio his feet and rushed out of the
room, unbuttoning the white caftan as he ran ddwerdim hallway; the robe was open
by the time he reached the door to the cabaretemeved the razor-like knife from the
cloth and shoved it into a scabbard on his beknTinolding the folds of cloth together,
his hood in place, the lethal weapon secure aities he pulled the door back and
walked inside, into the brawling chaos that showedign of lessening. But then why
should it? He had left it barely thirty seconds agd his man was well trained.

'Faai di!" The shout came from the burly, unshgyesisant from Canton; he was ten feet
away, overturning another table and striking a madcopping it on the floor. The police
will be here any moment! The bartender just reachptone, | saw him!'

The killer-priest ripped the caftan away from higlp and the hood from his head. In the
wild revolving lights his face looked as macabreag in the frenzied rock group. Heavy
make-up outlined his eyes, white lines definingghape of each, and his face was an
unnatural brown. 'Go in front of me!' he commantiezlpeasant. He dropped his
costume and the Uzi on the floor next to the doleitewemoving a pair of thin surgical
gloves; he shoved them into his flannel trousers.

For a cabaret in the Golden Mile to summon thecgolvas not a decision easily arrived
at. There were heavy fines for poor managemefft pstnalties for endangering tourists.
The police knew these risks and responded quickignithey were taken. The killer ran
behind the peasant from Canton who joined the padicrowd at the entrance
screaming to get out. The coarsely dressed bravdera bull; bodies in front of him fell
away under the force of his blows. Guard and kidkerst through the door and into the
street where another crowd had gathered shriekiegtepns and epithets and cries of bad
joss — misfortune for the establishment. They ttheeaheir way through the excited
onlookers and were joined by the short, musculan€de who had waited outside. He



grabbed the arm of his defrocked charge and puil@dnto the narrowest of alleys,
where he took two towels from under his tunic. @uaes soft and dry, the other encased
in plastic; it was warm and wet and perfumed.

The assassin gripped the wet towel and began rglibaver his face, sinking it around
and into the sockets of his eyes and across thesexdlesh of his neck. He reversed the
cloth and repeated the process with even greagsspre, scrubbing his temples and his
hairline until his white skin was apparent. He tleied himself with the second towel,
smoothed his dark hair and straightened the regah&a that fell on the cream-coloured
shirt under his dark blue blazer. 'Jau!" he ordéisdwo companions. They ran and
disappeared in the crowds.

And a lone, well-dressed Occidental walked out theostrip of Oriental pleasures.

Inside the cabaret the excited manager was berdiegngartender who had called the jing
cha; the fines would be on his fuck-fuck head! ther riot had inexplicably subsided,
leaving the customers bewildered. Head boys antergaivere mollifying the patrons,
patting shoulders and clearing away the debrisendiilaightening tables and producing
new chairs and dispensing free glasses of whiskg.rdck group concentrated on the
current favorites, and as swiftly as the ordeefévening had been disrupted it was
restored. With luck, thought the tuxedoed manaperexplanation that an impetuous
bartender had mistaken a belligerent drunk for sbimg far more serious would be
acceptable to the police.

Suddenly, all thoughts of fines and official haraest were swept away as his eyes were
drawn to a clump of white fabric on the floor acdise room — in front of the door to the
inner offices. White cloth, pure white — the prie$he door! The laoban! The
conference!. His breath short, his face drenchel svieat, the obese manager raced
between the tables to the discarded caftan. He @oein, his eyes wide, his breathing
now suspended, as he saw the dark barrel of agstnaeapon protruding from beneath
the folds of white. And what made him choke onbasely formed terror was the sight of
tiny specks and thin streaks of shiny, undried thlsoiling the cloth.

'‘Go hai matyeh?" The question was asked by a sapandn a tuxedo, but without the
status conferred by a cummerbund — in truth theagears brother and first assistant . 'Oh,
damn the Christian Jesus!" he swore under histbesahis brother gathered up the odd-
looking gun in the spotted white caftan.

'‘Come!" ordered the manager, getting to his feétreading for the door.

The police!" objected the brother. 'One of us sth@pleak to them, calm them, do what
we can. '

'It may be that we can do nothing but give themleads! Quickly?



Inside the dimly lit corridor the proof was thefiédne slain guard lay in a river of his own
blood, his weapon gripped by a hand barely attathéis wrist. Within the conference
room itself, the proof was complete. Five bloodiedpses were in spastic disarray, one
specifically, shockingly, the focus of the managj&orrified interest. He approached the
body and the punctured skull. With his handkerchefviped away the blood and stared
at the face.

'We are dead,' he whispered. 'Kowloon is dead, Hamyg dead. All is dead. '
'‘What?'

‘This man is the Vice-Premier of the People's Répusuccessor to the Chairman
himself. '

'Here! Look!" The first assistant brother lungedaods the body of the dead laoban.
Alongside the riddled, bleeding corpse was a blakdanna. It was lying flat, the fabric
with the curlicues of white discoloured by blotcloésed. The brother picked it up and
gasped at the writing in the circle of blood unaeaith: JASON BOURNE.

The manager sprang across the floor. 'Great Cimmisesus!" he cried, his whole body
trembling. 'He's come back. The assassin has cacletb Asia! Jason Bourne! He's
come back!

The sun fell behind the Sangre de Cristo Mountaircentral Colorado as the Cobra
helicopter roared out of the blazing light, a gifinttering silhouette, and stuttered its
way downward towards the threshold on the edgbefitnberline. The concrete landing
pad was several hundred feet from a large rectangoluse of heavy wood and thick
beveled glass. Aside from generators and camouflagenmunications disks, no other
structures were in sight. Tall trees formed a develéconcealing the house from all
outsiders.

The pilots of these highly maneuverable aircraftenecruited from the senior officer
corps of the Cheyenne complex in Colorado SpriNgsie was lower than a full colonel
and each had been cleared by the National Secwiimcil in Washington. They never
spoke about their trips to the mountain retreat;dbstination was always obscured on
flight plans. Headings were issued by radio whendmoppers were airborne. The
location was not on any public map and its commatioas were beyond the scrutiny of
allies and enemies alike. The security was tatélad to be. This was a place for
strategists whose work was so sensitive and fratyuentailed such delicate global
implications that the planners could not be segetteer outside government buildings or



in the buildings themselves, and certainly nevsid@ adjacent offices known to have
connecting doors.

There were hostile, inquisitive eyes everywherdiesaand enemies alike — who knew of
the work these men did, and if they were obserggdther, alarms would surely go out.
The enemy was vigilant and allies jealously guarttheit own intelligence fiefdoms.

The doors of the Cobra opened. A frame of stepkssteapped to the ground as an
obviously bewildered man climbed down into the @bghts. He was escorted by a major
general in uniform. The civilian was slender, madlged, and of medium height and
dressed in a pinstripe suit, white shirt and pgitk2 Even under the harsh, decelerating
wash of the rotor blades his careful grooming remaiintact, as though it were
important to him and not to be abused. He followetofficer and together they walked
up a concrete path to a door at the side of thedainich opened as both men
approached. However, only the civilian went insidhes general nodded, giving one of
those informal salutes veteran soldiers reservéhtonon-military and officers of their
own rank.

'Nice to have met you, Mr. McAllister, said the geal. 'Someone else will take you back.

"You're not coming in?' asked the civilian.

'I've never been in, replied the officer, smiliigust make sure it's you, and get you from
Point B to Point C .

'Sounds like a waste of rank, General. '

'It probably isn't," observed the soldier withaurtfier comment . 'But then | have other
duties. Good-bye. '

McAllister walked inside, into a long paneled cdon, his escort now a pleasant-faced,
well-dressed husky man who had all the outwardssajrinternal Security about him -
physically quick and capable, and anonymous iroav@r

'Did you have a pleasant flight, sir?' asked thenger man.

'Does anybody, in one of those things?'

The guard laughed. This way, sir. '

They went down the corridor, passing several datosg both walls, until they reached

the end where there was a pair of larger doublesdwah two red lights in the upper left
and right corners. They were cameras on separatgtsi



Edward McAllister had not seen devices like thaseeshe left Hong Kong two years

ago, and then only because he had been brieflgreessito British Intelligence MI6,
Special Branch, for consultations. To him the Bhthad seemed paranoid where security
was concerned. He had never understood those pesplecially after they awarded him
a citation for doing minimal work for them in affaithey should have been able to cope
with themselves. The guard rapped on the doorethvas a quiet click and he opened the
right panel.

"Your other guest, sir,’ said the husky man.

‘Thank you so very much,' replied a voice. Therasted McAllister instantly
recognized it from scores of radio and televisiewscasts over the years, its inflections
learned in an expensive prep school and severstigie@us universities, with a
postgraduate career in the British Isles. There Wwasever, no time to adjust. The grey-
haired, impeccably dressed man with a lined, eltattace that bespoke his seventy-
plus years got up from a large desk and walkedaglp@gcross the room, his hand
extended. 'Mr. Undersecretary, how good of youotme&. May | introduce myself. I'm
Raymond Havilland '

'I'm certainly aware of who you are, Mr. Ambassadits a privilege, sir. '

'‘Ambassador without portfolio, McAllister, which @ues there's very little privilege left.
But there's still work. '

'l can't imagine any President of the United Stati¢isin the past twenty years surviving
without you. '

'‘Some muddled through, Mr. Undersecretary, but yathr experience at State | suspect
you know that better than | do. ' The diplomat adis head. 'lI'd like you to meet John
Reilly. Jack's one of those highly knowledgeabkpamtes we're never supposed to
know about over at the National Security Councé:ghot so terrifying, is he?

'l hope not," said McAllister, crossing to shakedgwith Reilly, who had got up from
one of the two leather chairs facing the desk.eNacmeet you, Mr. Reilly. '

'Mr. Undersecretary,' said the somewhat obese nihirred hair that matched a freckled
forehead. The eyes behind the steel-rimmed glaide®t convey geniality; they were
sharp and cold.

'Mr. Reilly is here,’ continued Havilland, crossioghind the desk and indicating the
vacant chair on the right for McAllister, 'to magere | stay in line. As | understand it,
that means there are some things | can say, dtharst, and certain things that only he
can say. ' The ambassador sat down. 'If that apgesgmatic to you, Mr. Undersecretary,
I'm afraid it's all | can offer at this juncture. '



'Everything that's happened during the past fiverfisince | was ordered to Andrews-
Air Force Base has been an enigma, Ambassadorléfavill have no idea why | was
brought here. '

‘Then let me tell you in general terms,’ said tipbothat, glancing at Reilly and leaning

forward on the desk. 'You are in a position to bextraordinary service to your country
and to interests far beyond this country — excagdmything you may have considered
during your long and distinguished career. '

McAllister studied the Ambassador's austere faneeriain how to reply. ‘My career at
the Department of State has been fulfilling andys$t, professional, but it can hardly be
called distinguished in the broadest sense. Qratefy, the opportunities never
presented themselves. '

'One has presented itself to you now," interruptadilland. 'And you are uniquely
qualified to carry it out . '

'In what way? Why?

‘The Far East,’ said the diplomat with an odd atita in his voice, as though the reply
might itself be a question. 'You've been with tih&t&Department for over twenty years
since you received your doctorate in Far Eastendi&$ at Harvard. You've served your
government commendably with many years of outstaptbreign service in Asia, and
since your return from your last post your judgetadrave proved to be extremely
valuable in formulating policy in that troubled paf the world. You're considered a
brilliant analyst .

'l appreciate what you say, but there were otherssia. Many others who attained equal
or higher ratings. '

‘Accidents of events and posting, Mr. Undersecyetagt's be frank, you've done well.
Besides, no one compares with you as a specialiseiinternal affairs of the People's
Republic of China — | believe you played a pivatdé in the trade conferences between
Washington and Peking. Also, none of the otheratsgpeven years in Hong Kong. ' Here
Raymond Havilland paused, then added. 'Finallygm® else in our Asian posts was ever
assigned to or accepted by the British governméfits Special Branch, in the territory.

'l see,' said McAllister, recognizing that the lgsalification, which seemed the least
important to him, had a certain significance far thplomat . '‘My work in intelligence
was minimal, Mr. Ambassador. The Special Branctteptance of me was based more
on its own — disinformation, | think is the wordhkan any unique talent of mine. Those
people simply believed the wrong set of facts dredsums didn't total. It didn't take long
to find the "correct figures”, as | remember they ip'

They trusted you, McAllister. They still trust you.



'l assume that trust is intrinsic to this opportynivhatever it is?"
'Very much so. It's vital.
‘Then may | hear what the opportunity is?'

"You may. ' Havilland looked over at the third papgant, the man from the National
Security Council. 'If you care to,' he added.

'My turn,’ said Reilly, not unpleasantly. He shiffteis heavy torso in the chair and gazed
at McAllister, with eyes still rigid but without ¢hcoldness they had displayed previously,
as though he was now asking for understandingh@&moment our voices are being
taped — it's your constitutional right to know thabut it's a two-sided right. You must
swear to absolute secrecy concerning the informatnparted to you here, not only in

the interests of national security but in the fartand conceivably greater interests of
specific world conditions. | know that sounds l&keome-on to whet your appetite but

it's not meant to be. We're deadly serious. Will ggree to the condition? You can be
prosecuted in a closed trial under the nationalsiggcnon-disclosure statutes if you
violate the oath. '

'How can | agree to a condition like that whenvédao idea what the information is?

'‘Because | can give you a quick overview andbéllienough for you to say yes or no. If
it's no, you'll be escorted out of here and flovaekoto Washington. No one will be the
loser. '

'Go ahead. '

‘All right. ' Reilly spoke calmly. "You'll be diseging certain events that took place in the
past — not ancient history, but not current by m®ans. The actions themselves were
disavowed, buried to be more accurate. Does thatdstamiliar, Mr. Undersecretary?'

'I'm from the State Department. We bury the pastwih serves no purpose to reveal it.
Circumstances change; judgements made in goodyfesierday are often a problem
tomorrow. We can't control these changes any niae the Soviets or the Chinese can. '

'Well put!" said Havilland.

'Not yet it isn't,’ objected Reilly, raising a palmthe Ambassador. The undersecretary is
evidently an experienced diplomat. He didn't sayged he didn't say no. ' The man from
the NSC again looked at McAllister, the eyes beltiredsteel-rimmed glasses were once
again sharp and cold. 'What is it, Mr. Undersecy&t&’ou want to sign on, or do you
want to leave?"



'‘One part of me wants to get up and leave as quakl can,' said McAllister, looking
alternately at both men. "The other part says $tdg.paused, his gaze settling on Reilly,
and added, 'Whether you intended it or not, my ajgps whetted.'

'It's a hell of a price to pay for being hungreplied the Irishman.

'It's more than that. ' The undersecretary of Sptdke softly. 'I'm a professional, and if |
am the man you want, | really don't have a chdice.

'I'm afraid I'll have to hear the words,' said BeiDo you want me to repeat them?"

‘It won't be necessary. ' McAllister frowned in tight, then spoke. 'l, Edward Newington
McAllister, fully understand that whatever is sdiating this conference-' He stopped and
looked at Reilly. 'l assume you'll fill in the p@lars such as time and location and those
present?’

'‘Date, place, hour and minute of entry and ideg#tfons it's all been done and logged. '
Thank you. I'll want a copy before | leave. '

'Of course. ' Without raising his voice, Reilly laal straight ahead and quietly issued an
order. 'Please note. Have a copy of this tapeaailfor the subject upon his departure.
Also equipment for him to verify its contents o firemises. I'll initial the copy... Go
ahead, Mr. McAllister.

'l appreciate that... With regard to whatever id sathis conference, | accept the
condition of non-disclosure: | will speak to no ai®ut any aspect of the discussion
unless instructed to do so personally by AmbassHdeilland. | further understand that |
may be prosecuted at a closed trial should | \ediais agreement. However, should such
a trial ever take place, | reserve the right tofirt my accusers, not their affidavits or
depositions. | add this for | cannot conceive of emcumstances where | would or could
violate the oath I've just taken. '

‘There are circumstances, you know,' said Reiiyntly.
‘Not in my book. '

'Extreme physical abuse, chemicals, being tricketchbn and women far more
experienced than you. There are ways, Mr. Undestaot. '

'l repeat. Should a case ever be brought againstamel such things have happened to
others — | reserve the right to face any and @lsers. '

‘That's good enough for us. ' Again Reilly looké&aight ahead and spoke. Terminate
this tape and pull the plugs. Confirm. '



'‘Confirmed? said a voice eerily from a speaker suneee overhead. ' You are now... out .

'Proceed, Mr. Ambassador,' said the red-haired Hihmterrupt only when | feel it's
necessary. '

'I'm sure you will, Jack. ' Havilland turned to Midéter. 'l take back my previous
statement; he really is a terror. After forty-odshys of service, I'm told by a redheaded
whippersnapper who should go on a diet when to sput

The three men smiled; the aging diplomat knew tbhenent and the method to reduce
tension. Reilly shook his head and genially exteris hands. 'l would never do that, sir.
Certainly, | hope not so obviously. '

'What say, McAllister? Let's defect to Moscow ang Be was the recruiter. The
Russkies would probably give us both dachas amtldeein Leavenworth. '

"You'd get the dacha, Mr. Ambassador. I'd shdlat avith twelve Siberians. No thank
you, sir. He's not interrupting me. '

"Very good. I'm surprised none of those well-ini@med meddlers in the Oval Office
ever tapped you for his staff, or at least senttgaine UN. '

They didn't know | existed. '

That status will change,' said Havilland, abrugtyious. He paused, staring at the
undersecretary, then lowered his voice. 'Have yau beard the name Jason Bourne?'

'How could anyone posted in Asia not have heardntvered McAllister, perplexed.
Thirty-five to forty murders' the assassin-for-hivao eluded every trap ever set for him.
A pathological killer whose only morality was thege of the kill. They say he was an
American — is an American; | don't know; he fadeahf sight — and that he was a
defrocked priest and an importer who'd stolen onlii and a deserter from the French
Foreign Legion and God knows how many other stofiies only thing | do know is that
he was never caught, and our failure to catch hare avburden on our diplomacy
throughout the Far East . '

'Was there any pattern to his victims?'

'None. They were random, across the board. Twodyartiere, three attaches there —
meaning CI A; a minister of state from Delhi, adustrialist from Singapore, and
numerous -far too numerous — politicians, gene@digent men. Their cars were bombed
in the streets, their flats blown up. Then thereenenfaithful husbands and wives and
lovers of various persuasions in various scanti@sffered final solutions for bruised
egos. There was no one he wouldn't kill, no metioodorutal or demeaning for him... No,



there wasn't a pattern, just money. The highestdridHe was a monster — is a monster, if
he's still alive.

Once more Havilland leaned forward, his eyes steadiyne undersecretary of state. 'You
say he faded from sight. Just like that? You n@weked up anything, any rumors or
backstairs gossip from our Asian embassies or d¢ates?

‘There was talk, yes, but none of it was ever cordd. The story | heard most often
came from the Macao police, where Bourne was last to be. They said he wasn't
dead or retired, but instead had gone to Europarigdor wealthier clients. If it's true, it
might be only half the story. The police also cladmnformants told them that several
contracts had gone sour for Bourne, that in oneaunte he killed the wrong man, a
leading figure in the Malaysian underworld, ané@nother it was said he raped a client's
wife. Perhaps the circle was closing in on him & parhaps not . '

'What do you mean?

'Most of us bought the first half of the story, tio¢ second. Bourne wouldn't kill the
wrong man, especially someone like that; he didake those kinds of mistakes. And if
he raped a client's wife — which is doubtful — hmud have done so out of hatred or
revenge. He would have forced a bound husband tchveand then killed them both. No,
most of us subscribed to the first story. He werEtirope where there were bigger fish
to fry — and murder. '

'You were meant to accept that version,' said Handl, leaning back in his chair.
'l beg your pardon?

‘The only man Jason Bourne ever killed in post-Vaet Asia was an enraged conduit
who tried to kill him. '

Stunned, McAllister stared at the diplomat . 'l tlamderstand. '
'The Jason Bourne you've just described nevereskiste was a myth. '
"You can't be serious. '

'Never more so. Those were turbulent times in #reHast. The drug networks operating
out of the Golden Triangle were fighting a disorigad, unpublicized war. Consuls,
vice— consuls, police, politicians, criminal ganlsrder patrols -the highest and the
lowest social orders — all were affected. Moneynimaginable amounts was the
mother's milk of corruption. Whenever and whereverell-publicized killing took place
— regardless of the circumstances or those accuBedirne was on the scene and took
credit for the kill. '



'He was the killer," insisted a confused McAllistEnere were the signs, his signs.
Everyone knew it!"

'Everyone assumed it, Mr. Undersecretary. A mockéhgphone call to the police, a
small article of clothing sent in the mail, a bldzdndanna found in the bushes a day later.
They were all part of the strategy. '

The strategy? What are you talking about?

‘Jason Bourne — the original Jason Bourne — waseicted murderer, a fugitive whose
life ended with a bullet in his head in a placdezallarn Quan during the last months of
the Vietnam war. It was a jungle execution. The mas a traitor. His corpse was left to
rot — he simply disappeared. Several years ldtermtan who executed him took on his
identity for one of our projects, a project thaarng succeeded, should have succeeded,
but went off the wire. '

'Off the what?

'Out of control. That man — that very brave manhewent underground for us, using
the name "Jason Bourne" for three years, was ithjued the result of those injuries was
amnesia. He lost his memory; he neither knew whavdee nor who he was meant to be. '

'‘Good Lord

'He was between a rock and a hard place. With¢hedf an alcoholic doctor on a
Mediterranean island he tried to trace his lifg,identity, and here, I'm afraid, he failed.
He failed but the woman who befriended him didfadt she's now his wife. Her
instincts were accurate; she knew he wasn't arkiflee purposely forced him to examine
his words, his abilities, ultimately to make thentaxts that would lead him back to us.
But we, with the most sophisticated intelligenceaatus in the world, did not listen to
the human quotient. We set a trap to kill him-'

' must interrupt, Mr. Ambassador,’ said Reilly.

'Why? asked Havilland. 'lt's what we did and wabéon tape. '

'An individual made the determination, not the BdiStates Government. That should be
clear, sir.'

‘All right," agreed the diplomat, nodding. 'His ramas Conklin, but it's irrelevant, Jack.
Government personnel went along. It happened. '

‘Government personnel were also instrumental imgavis life. '

'Somewhat after the fact," muttered Havilland.



'‘But why?' asked McAllister. He now leaned forwartgsmerized by the bizarre story.
'He was one of us. Why would anyone want to kith®i

'His loss of memory was taken for something elseak erroneously believed that he
had turned, that he had killed three of his costawld disappeared with a great deal of
money — government funds totalling over five mitlidollars. '

'Five million... ?* Astonished, the undersecretowly sank back into the chair. 'Funds
of that magnitude were available to him personally?

'Yes,' said the ambassador. 'They, too, were panecstrategy, part of the project .

'l assume this is where silence is necessary. fdjeqh, | mean. '

'It's imperative,’ answered Reilly. 'Not becaus#éhefproject — in spite of what happened
we make no apology for that operation — but becafiige man we recruited to become
Jason Bourne and where he came from. '

That's cryptic .’

'It'll become clear. '

‘The project, please. '

Reilly looked at Raymond Havilland; the diplomatided and spoke. 'We created a
killer to draw out and trap the most deadly assaissEurope. '

1Carlos?'

‘You're quick, Mr. Undersecretary. '

'Who else was there? In Asia, Bourne and the Jaokid constantly being compared. '
Those comparisons were encouraged,’ said Havill@fittn magnified and spread by the
strategists of the project, a group known as TreadsSeventy-one. The name was
derived from a sterile house on New York's Sevénsg-Street where the resurrected
Jason Bourne was trained. It was the command polsa @ame you should be aware of. '
'l see,' said McAllister pensively. Then those cangbns, growing as they did with
Bourne's reputation, served as a challenge to €aflwat's when Bourne moved to

Europe -to bring the challenge directly to the dhcko force him to come out and
confront his challenger. '

"Very quick, Mr. Undersecretary. In a nutshelgttivas the strategy. '



'It's extraordinary. Brilliant actually, and oneadn't have to be an expert to see that. God
knows I'm not . '

"You may become one-'

'‘And you say this man who became Bourne, the mgtlaissassin, spent three years
playing the role and then was injured-'

'Shot," interrupted Havilland. 'Membranes in hislswere blown away. '

'‘And he lost his memory?'

Totally. '

'My God!

‘Yet despite everything that happened to him, aitld the woman's help — she was an
economist for the Canadian Government, incidentalie came within moments of
pulling the whole damn thing off. A remarkable gtasn't it?'

'It's incredible. But what kind of man would doghcould do it?’

The redheaded John Reilly coughed softly; the asduis deferred with a glance. 'We're
now reaching ground zero,' the big man said, agjaiiting his bulk to look at McAllister.
'If you've any doubts | can still let you go. '

'l try not to repeat myself. You have your tape. '

'It's your appetite.

'l suppose that's another way you people haveyirfigaéhere might not even be a trial.
'I'd never say that .

McAllister swallowed, his eyes meeting the calmegakzthe man from the NSC. He
turned to Havilland. 'Please go on, Mr. Ambassaddro is this man? Where did he
come from?'

'His name is David Webb. He's currently an asse@abfessor of Oriental Studies at a
small university in Maine and married to the Caaadvoman who literally guided him
out of his labyrinth. Without her he would have bé&dled — but then without him she

would have ended up a corpse in Zurich. '

'Remarkable," said McAllister, barely audible.



‘The point is, she's his second wife. His first nagre ended in a tragic act of wanton
slaughter — that's when his story began for usudlrer of years ago Webb was a young
foreign service officer stationed in Phnom Penbriléiant Far East scholar, fluent in
several Oriental languages and married to a girhflhailand he'd met in graduate
school. They lived in a house on a riverbank arditie children. It was an ideal life for
such a man. It combined the expertise Washingtedetin the area with the
opportunity to live in his own museum. Then thetWamn action escalated and one
morning a lone jet fighter — no one really knowanfrwhich side, but no one ever told
Webb that — swooped down at low altitude and stirhfe wife and children while they
were playing in the water. Their bodies were riddlEhey floated into the riverbank as
Webb was trying to reach them; he gathered thelmsiarms, screaming helplessly at the
disappearing plane above. '

'How horrible, " whispered McAllister.

‘At that moment, Webb turned. He became someomebver was, never dreamed he
could be. He became a guerrilla fighter known akaDé

'Delta?' said Mr. McAllister. 'A guerrilla... ? I'afraid | don't understand. '

There's no way you could. ' Havilland looked ovieRalilly, then back at the man from
State. 'As Jack made clear a moment ago, we'reahgwound zero. Webb fled to Saigon,
consumed with rage, and, ironically, through tHeré$ of the CIA officer named

Conklin, who years later tried to kill him, join@dclandestine operations outfit called
Medusa. No names were ever used by the people dudée just the Greek letters of the
alphabet — Webb became Delta One. "

'Medusa? I've never heard of it . '

'‘Ground zero,' said Reilly. 'The Medusa file idl stassified, but we've permitted limited
declassification in this instance. The Medusa umnége a collection of internationals who
knew the Vietnam territories, north and south. Khamost of them were criminals —
smugglers of narcotics, gold, guns, jewels, altkiof contraband. Also convicted
murderers, fugitives who'd been sentenced to deathsentia... and a smattering of
colonials whose businesses were confiscated — agaioth sides. They banked on us -
Big Uncle — to take care of all their problemghi¢y infiltrated hostile areas, killing
suspected Viet Cong collaborators and village shiebught to be leaning towards
Charlie, as well as expediting prisoner-of-war gssawhere they could. They were
assassination teams — death squads, if you wildlzat says it as well as it can be said,
but of course we'll never say it. Mistakes were ejauillions stolen, and the majority of
those personnel wouldn't be allowed in any civdizzmy, Webb among them. '

'With his background, his academic credentialsyhiengly became part of such a group?

'He had an overpowering motive," said Havilland fAr as he was concerned, that plane
in Phnom Penh was North Vietnamese. '



'‘Some said he was a madman,' continued Reillyei®ttlaimed he was an extraordinary
tactician, the supreme guerrilla who understooddhental mind and led the most
aggressive teams in Medusa, feared as much by Coth8eaigon as by the enemy. He
was uncontrollable; the only rules he followed wieieown. It was as if he had mounted
his own personal hunt, tracking down the man whibflawn that plane and destroyed
his life. It became his war, his rage; the mordenbit became the more satisfying it was
for him — or perhaps closer to his own death wish.

'‘Death... ?' The undersecretary of state left theviaanging.

'It was the prevalent theory at the time," intetedpthe ambassador.

‘The war ended,’ said Reilly, ‘as disastrously¥abb — or Delta — as it did for the rest of
us. Perhaps worse; there was nothing left for Nmmmore purpose, nothing to strike out
at, to kill. Until we approached him and gave himeason to go on living. Or perhaps a
reason to go on trying to die.'

'‘By becoming Bourne and going after Carlos the dilcdompleted McAllister.

'Yes,' agreed the intelligence officer. A brieksite ensued.

'We need him back,' said Havilland. The soft-spokerds fell like an axe on hard wood.

'Carlos has surfaced?

The diplomat shook his head. 'Not Europe. We némdolack in Asia, and we can't waste
a minute. '

‘Someone else? Another... target?' McAllister ssvedld involuntarily. 'Have you spoken
to him?

'We can't approach him. Not directly.

'Why not?

'He wouldn't let us through the door. He doesunittanything or anyone out of
Washington and it's difficult to fault him for thdtor days, for weeks, he cried out for
help and we didn't listen. Instead, we tried td Hin.

‘Again | must object,’ broke in Reilly. ‘It waso4. It was an individual operating on
erroneous information. And the Government curresplgnds in excess of four hundred

thousand dollars a year in a protection progranon&\ebb . '

'Which he scoffs at. He believes it's no more thdmack-up trap for Carlos in the event
the Jackal unearths him. He's convinced you dorét@damn about him, and I'm not



sure he's far off the mark. He saw Carlos anddhethat the face has not yet come back
into focus for him isn't something Carlos knowseTlackal has every reason to go after
Webb. And if he does, you'll have your second chahc

"The chances of Carlos finding him are so remote &g practically nil. The Treadstone
records are buried and in any case they don't toatarent information as to where
Webb is or what he does. '

'‘Come, Mr. Reilly," said Havilland testily. 'Look lais background and qualifications.
How difficult would it be? He's got academia whittall over him. '

'I'm not opposing you, Mr. Ambassador,’ repliedmewhat subdued Reilly. 'l just want
everything clear. Let's be frank, Webb has to belteal very delicately. He's recovered a
large portion of his memory but certainly not dlitoHowever, he's recalled enough
about Medusa to be a considerable threat to thetigosiinterests. '

'In what way? asked McAllister. 'Perhaps it wasretbest and it probably wasn't the
worst, but basically it was a military strategytime of war. '

'A strategy that was unsanctioned, unlogged andkinmavledged. There's no official
slate. '

'How is that possible? It was funded, and when $uer@ expended-'

'Don't read me the book,' interrupted the obesdligence officer. 'We're not on tape, but
I've got yours. '

'Is that your answer?

'No, this is: there's no statute of limitation oarverimes and murder, Mr. Undersecretary,
and murder and other violent crimes were commeéigainst our own forces as well as
allied personnel. In the main they were committgdiblers and thieves in the process of
stealing, looting, raping, and killing. Most of thevere pathological criminals. Effective
as Medusa was in many ways, it was a tragic mistade of anger and frustration in a
no-win situation. What possible good would it dofen all the old wounds? Quite apart
from the claims against us, we would become a panighe eyes of much of the

civilized world.

'‘As | mentioned," said McAllister softly, reluctint'at State we don't believe in opening
wounds. ' He turned to the Ambassador. 'I'm begoto understand. You want me to
reach this David Webb and persuade him to retuksta. For another. project, another
target — although I've never used the word in toatext in my life before this evening.
And | assume it's because there are distinct gésall our early careers — we're Asia men.
We presumably have insights where the Far Easirnisezned and you think he'll listen to
me. '



'Essentially, yes. '
'Yet you say he won't touch us. That's where myewstdnding fades. How can | do it?

'‘We'll do it together. As he once made the ruleshimself, we'll make them now. It's
imperative. '

'‘Because of a man you want killed?'
'Neutralized will suffice. It has to be done. '
'And Webb can do it?

'‘No. Jason Bourne can. We sent him out alone feetliears under extraordinary stress —
suddenly his memory was taken from him and he wased like an animal. Still he
retained the ability to infiltrate and kill. I'm iog blunt .

'l understand that. Since we're not on tape — anti® chance that we still are-' The
undersecretary glanced disapprovingly at Reillyp\wghook his head and shrugged. 'May
| be permitted to know who the target is?

"You may, and | want you to commit this name to mgmMr. Undersecretary. He's a
Chinese minister of state, Sheng Chou Yang.'

McAllister flushed, angrily. 'l don't have to contriti and I think you know that. He was
a fixture in the People's Republic's economics grand we were both assigned to the
trade conferences in Peking in the late severtresd up on him, analyzed him. Sheng
was my counterpart and | could do no less — alfsgspect you also know. '

'Oh? The grey-haired ambassador arched his dalkt@ys, and dismissed the rebuke.
'‘And what did your reading tell you? What did yeardn about him?

'He was considered very bright, very ambitious tthen his rise in Peking's hierarchy
tells us that. He was spotted by scouts sent ouat the Central Committee some years

ago at the Fudan University in Shanghai. Initidgcause he took to the English
language so fluently and had a firm, even soplatdit, grasp of Western economics. '

'What else?

'He was considered promising material, and afteteipth indoctrination was sent to the
London School of Economics for graduate studyodkt '

'How do you mean?

'Sheng's an avowed Marxist where the centralize § concerned, but he has a healthy
respect for capitalistic profits. '



'l see,’ said Havilland. Then he accepts the fi@irthe Soviet system?

'He's ascribed that failure to the Russian pencloarorruption and mindless conformity
in the higher ranks, and alcohol in the lower off@shis credit he's stamped out a fair
share of those abuses in the industrial centres. '

'Sounds like he was trained at IBM. '

'He's been responsible for many of the PRC's nagetpolicies. He's made China a lot of
money. ' Again the undersecretary leaned forwalkdgrchair, his eyes intense, his
expression bewildered — stunned was perhaps mowgate. ‘My God, why would

anyone in the West want Sheng dead? It's absurd!dde economic ally, a politically
stabilizing factor in the largest nation on eahtat's ideologically opposed to us! Through
him and men like him we've reached accommodatidfithout him, whatever the course,
there's the risk of disaster. I'm a professionah€lanalyst, Mr. Ambassador, and, |
repeat, what you suggest is absurd. A man of yotwraplishments should recognize
that before any of us. '

The ageing diplomat looked hard at his accuseryvdreh he spoke he did so slowly,
choosing his words carefully. 'A few moments agoweege at ground zero. A former
foreign service officer named David Webb becamerd&ourne for a purpose.
Conversely, Sheng Chou Yang is not the man you knotthe man you studied as your
counterpart. He became that man for a purpose. '

'‘What are you talking about? shot back McAllistefeshsively. 'Everything I've said
about him is on record -records, official — mogt secret and eyes-only. '

'Eves-only? the former ambassador asked weardys-Bnly, tongues only — wagging as
busily as tails wag tigers. Because an officiatrgias placed on recorded observations
and observed by men who have no idea where thosedsecame from — they are there,
and that's enough. No, Mr. Undersecretary, it'ssmough, it never is. '

"You obviously have information | don't have,' stid State Department man coldly. 'If it
is information and not disinformation. The man sdébed — the man | knew — is Sheng
Chou Yang.'

‘Just as the David Webb we described to you wasJasurne?... No, please, don't be
angry, I'm not playing games. It's important that ynderstand. Sheng is not the man
you knew. He never was. '

"Then whom did | know? Who was the man at thoséezences?5

'He's a traitor, Mr. Undersecretary. Sheng Chougyiara traitor to his country, and when
his treachery is exposed — as it surely will beekig will hold the Free World



responsible. The consequences of that inevitabbe are unthinkable. However, there's
no doubt as to his purpose. '

"Sheng... a traitorl! | don't believe you! He'srsfopped in Peking! One day he'll be
chairman!'

Then China will be ruled by a Nationalist zealotosé ideological roots are in Taiwan. '

'You're crazy — you're absolutely crazy! Wait a at@) you said he had a purpose — "no
doubt as to his purpose”, you said. '

'He and his people intend to take over Hong Korgjs fhounting a hidden economic
blitzkrieg, putting all trade, all of the territdsyfinancial institutions under the control of
a "neutral" commission, a clearing house approweBédking which means approved by
him. The instrument of record will be the Britiskdty that expires in 1997, his
commission a supposedly reasonable prelude to atinexand control. It will happen
when the road is clear for Sheng, when there amaare obstacles in his path. When his
word is the only word that counts in economic matté could be in a month, or two
months. Or next week. '

"You think Peking has agreed to this?' protestedIMster. 'You're wrong! It's — it's just
crazy! The People's Republic will never substamfiveuch Hong Kong! It brokers sixty
percent of its entire economy through the territdiye China Accords guarantee fifty
years of a Free Economic Zone status and Shengigmator, the most vital one!'

'‘But Sheng is not Sheng — not as you know him. '
Then who the hell is he?

'Prepare yourself, Mr. Undersecretary. Sheng Chang\s the first son of a Shanghai
industrialist who made his fortune in the corrupirlad of the old China, Chiang Kai-
shek's Kuomintang. When it was obvious that Maalution would succeed, the
family fled, as so many of the landlords and wattodid, with whatever they could
transfer. The old man is now one of the most powéaipans in Hong Kong — but which
one, we don't know. The colony will become his #mfamily's mandate, courtesy of a
minister in Peking, his most treasured son. lesulimate irony, the patriarch's final
vengeance — Hong Kong will be controlled by theywaen who corrupted Nationalist
China. For years they bled their country withoutsmence, profiting from the labours of
a starving, disenfranchized people, paving the fsaao's revolution. And if that
sounds like Communist bilge, I'm afraid for the et it's embarrassingly accurate.
Now a handful of zealots, boardroom thugs led byaaiac, want back what no
international court in history would ever grantrthé Havilland paused, then spat out the
single word, 'Maniacs!'

‘But if you don't know who this taipan is, how dauyknow it's true, any of it?'



The sources are maximume-classified," interrupteilyR#ut they've been confirmed.

The story was first picked up in Taiwan. Our orgimformer was a member of the
Nationalist cabinet who thought it a disastrousrseuhat could only lead to a bloodbath
for the entire Far East. He pleaded with us to #tdpe was found dead the next morning,
three bullets in his head and his throat cut —-hm€se that means a traitor. Since then
five other people have been murdered, their baglregarly mutilated. It's true. The
conspiracy is alive and well and coming from Hongnl.

'It's insane!

'More to the point,’ said Havilland, it will neveork. If it had a prayer we might look
the other way and even say Godspeed, but it d&lhiblow apart, as Lin Biao's
conspiracy against Mao Zedong blew apart in sevembty and when it does, Peking will
blame American and Taiwanese money in complicitywhe British — as well as the
silent acquiescence of the world's leading findnogtitutions. Eight years of economic
progress will be shot to hell because a group rmditias want vengeance. In your words,
Mr. Undersecretary, the People's Republic is aisiogs turbulent nation — and if | may
add a few of my own from those accomplishmentsaasxribe to me — a government
quick to become paranoid, obsessed with betrayal fioom within and without. China
will believe that the world is out to isolate heoaomically, choke her off from world
markets and bring her to her knees while the Rnssgain across the northern borders.
She will strike fast and furiously, impound eveiyth absorb everything. Her troops will
occupy Kowloon, the island and all of the burgegrivew Territories. Investments in the
trillions will be lost. Without the colony's expese trade will be stymied, a labour force
of millions will be in chaos — hunger and diseagiélve rampant. The Far East will be in
flames, and the result could touch off a war ndngsavants to think about .

‘Jesus Christ. 1 McAllister whispered. 'It canppen. '
'No, it can't,’ agreed the diplomat.

'‘But why Webb?

'Not Webb,' corrected Havilland. 'Jason Bourne. '

‘All right! Why Bourne?

'‘Because word out of Kowloon is that he's alredgyd. '
'What?'

'‘And we know he's not . '

'What did you say?

'He's struck. He's killed. He's back in Asia .



"Webb?'

‘No, Bourne. The myth. '

"You're not making one goddamned bit of sense!

'l can assure you Sheng Chou Yang is making & le¢mse. '
'‘How?'

'He's brought him back. Jason Bourne's skills ameanore for hire, and, as always, his
client is beyond unearthing — in the present casertost unlikely client imaginable: a
leading spokesman for the People's Republic whd selimsinate his opposition both in
Hong Kong and in Peking. During the past six motimsimber of powerful voices in
Peking's Central Committee have been strangelgtsidecording to official government
announcements, several died, and consideringdges it's understandable. Two others
were supposedly killed in accidents — one in a@lenash, one by, of all things, a
cerebral hemorrhage while hiking in the Shaoguanntans — if it's not true, at least it's
imaginative. Then another was "removed" — a euptenfior disgrace. Lastly, and most
extraordinary, the PRC's Vice-Premier was murderdé¢bwloon when no one in Peking
knew he was there. It was a gruesome episodepferemassacred in the Tsim Sha Tsui
with the killer leaving his calling card. The nafidason Bourne" was etched in blood on
the floor. An impostor's ego demanded that he bergcredit for his kills.

McAllister blinked repeatedly, his eyes darting lissly. This is all so far beyond me,’
he said helplessly. Then, becoming the professiome¢ again, he looked steadily at
Havilland. 'Is there linkage?' he asked.

The diplomat nodded. 'Our intelligence reportssgrecific. All of these men opposed
Sheng's policies — some openly, some guardedlyVidePremier, an old revolutionary
and veteran of Mao's Long March, was especiallyakdde couldn't stand the upstart
Sheng. Yet what was he doing secretly in Kowloothancompany of bankers? Peking
can't answer so "face" mercifully required thatkfikng never happened. With his
cremation he became a nonperson. '

'‘And with the killer's "calling card" — the nameitten in blood — the second linkage is to
Sheng,’ said the undersecretary of state, his whose to trembling as he nervously
massaged his forehead. 'Why would he do it? Les/edme, | mean!

'He's in business and it was a spectacular killvo you begin to understand?’

'I'm not sure what you mean. '

'For us this new Bourne is our direct route to $h€hou Yang. He's our trap. An
impostor is posing as the myth, but if the origimgith tracks down and takes out the



impostor, he's in the position to reach Shengrdedly very simple. The Jason Bourne
we created will replace this new killer using hasme. Once in place, our Jason Bourne
sends out an urgent alarm — something drastic &yggemed that threatens Sheng's entire
strategy — and Sheng has to respond. He can'tlaifarto for his security must be
absolute, his hands clean. He'll be forced to shiowgelf, if only to kill his hired gun, to
remove any association. When he does, this timeovet fail.

'It's a circle,’ said McAllister, his words barelgove a whisper as he stared at the
diplomat . 'And from everything you've told me, Vibalbon't walk near it, much less into
it.'

‘Then we must provide him with an overpowering ogea® do so,' said Havilland softly.
'In my profession — frankly it was always my prafies — we look for patterns — patterns
that will trigger a man. ' Frowning, his eyes halland empty, the ageing ambassador
leaned back in his chair; certainly he was noteaice with himself. 'Sometimes they are
ugly realizations, repugnant actually, but one muegh the greater good, the greater
benefits. For everyone. '

‘That doesn't tell me anything. '

'‘David Webb became Jason Bourne for essentiallyeason — the same reason that
propelled him into the Medusa. A wife was takemfrbim; his children and the mother
of his children were killed. '

'Oh, my God..:

This is where | leave,' said Reilly, getting outhes chair.

Marie! Oh, Christ, Marie, it happened again! A filgate opened and | couldn't handle it.
| tried to, my darling, | tried so hard but | gotdlled — | got washed away and | was
drowning! | know what you'll say if | tell you, wth is why | won't tell you even though

| know you'll see it in my eyes, hear it in my wie somehow, as only you know how.
You'll say | should have come home to you, shoalkl to you, be with you, and we
could work it out together. Together! My God! Howah can you take? How unfair can
| be, how long can it, go on this way? | love yausuch, in so many ways, that there are
times | have to do it myself. If only to let youf ¢fie goddamned hook for a while, to let
you breathe for a while without your nerves scragoettheir roots while you take care of
me. But, you see, my love, | can do it! | did ihight and I'm all right. I've calmed down
now, I'm all right now. And now I'll come home towy better than | was. | have to,
because without you there isn't anything left.



His face drenched with sweat, his tracksuit cliggio his body, David Webb ran
breathlessly across the cold grass of the dard, fplst the bleachers, and up the cement
path towards the university gym. The autumn sundisappeared behind the stone
buildings of the campus, its glow firing the eaglyening sky as it hovered over the
distant Maine woods. The autumn chill was penetgathe shivered.

It was not what his doctors had had in mind.

Regardless, he had followed medical advice; itlhe®h one of those days. The
government doctors had told him that if there weanes — and there would be times —
when sudden, disturbing images or fragments of nngimke into his mind, the best
way to handle them was with strenuous exerciseEldi& charts indicated a healthy
heart, his lungs were decent, though he was foelistugh to smoke, and since his body
could take the punishment, it was the best waglieve his mind. What he needed
during such times was equanimity.

'What's wrong with a few drinks and cigaretteshae said to the doctors, stating his
genuine preference. 'The heart beats faster, tiye dhmesn't suffer, and the mind is
certainly far more relieved. '

‘They're depressants,’ had been the reply frorortheman he listened to. 'Atrtificial
stimulants that lead only to further depressioniasteased anxiety. Run, or swim, or
make love to your wife — or anybody else, for tmatter. Don't be a goddamned fool and
come back here a basket case... Forget abouthjiol,df me. | worked too hard on you,
you ingrate. Get out of here, Webb. Take up ydar-ivhat you can remember of it — and
enjoy. You've got it better than most people, aon'tdyou forget that, or I'll cancel our
controlled monthly blowouts at the saloons of dusa@sing and you can go to hell. And
hell for you notwithstanding, I'd miss them... @avid. It's time for you to go. '

Morris Panov was the only person besides Marie @thad reach him. It was ironic, in a
way, for initially Mo had not been one of the gawaent doctors; the psychiatrist had
neither sought nor been offered security clearéam&ear the classified details of David
Webb's background where the lie of Jason Bournebweed. Nevertheless, Panov had
forcefully inserted himself, threatening all manoéembarrassing disclosures if he was
not given clearance and a voice in the subseqgberajpy. His reasoning was simple, for
when David had come within moments of being blowirthee face of the earth by
misinformed men who were convinced he had to de, misinformation had been
unwittingly furnished by Panov and the way it hagpened infuriated him. He had been
approached in panic by someone not given to panit,asked 'hypothetical' questions
pertaining to a possibly deranged deep-cover agempotentially explosive situation.
His answers were restrained and equivocal; he gmilédnd would not give a diagnosis
on a patient he had never seen — but yes, thipassble and that not unheard of, but of
course, nothing could be considered remotely nalteithout physical and psychiatric
examination. The key word was nothing; he shoulgehsaid nothing! he later claimed.
For his words in the ears of amateurs had seatdrtter for Webb's execution — 'Jason



Bourne's' death sentence — an act that was abmrteat the last instant through David's
own doing, while the squad of executioners wetkisttheir unseen positions.

Not only had Morris Panov come on board at the @deed Hospital and later at the
Virginia medical complex, but he literally ran thleow — Webb's show. The son of a
bitch has amnesia, you goddamned fools! He's bgamgtto tell you that for weeks in
perfectly lucid English — | suspect too lucid fauwy convoluted mentality.

They had worked together for months, as patientdaatior — and finally as friends. It
helped that Marie adored Mo — good Lord, she neadeally! The burden David had
been to his wife was beyond telling, from thosstfdays in Switzerland when she began
to understand the pain within the man who had tddegrcaptive to the moment when she
made the commitment — violently against his wishés help him, never believing what
he himself believed, telling him over and over agaiat he was not the killer he thought
he was, not the assassin others called him. HefliiElcame an anchor in his own
crashing seas, her love the core of his emerginigys&Vithout Marie he was a loveless,
discarded dead man, and without Mo Panov he wésiiore than a functioning
vegetable. But with both of them behind him, he Wasshing away the swirling clouds
and finding the sun again.

Which was why he had opted for an hour of runnirggiad the deserted, cold track,
rather than heading home after his late afterneomrsar. His weekly seminars often
continued far beyond the hour when they were sdkeddo end, so Marie never planned
dinner, knowing they would go out to eat, their twwbtrusive guards somewhere in the
darkness behind them — as one was walking acredsattely-visible field behind him
now, the other no doubt inside the gym. Insanity\@s it?

He had been driven to Panov's 'strenuous exebgis® image that had suddenly
appeared in his mind while grading papers in hHis®fIt was a face — a face he knew
and remembered, and loved very much. A boy's faaeaged in front of his inner screen,
coming to full portrait in uniform, blurred, impedt, but a part of him. As silent tears
rolled down his cheeks, he knew it was the deathbrdhey had told him about, the
prisoner of war he had rescued in the jungles ofi Tzuan years ago amid shattering
explosions and a traitor he had executed by theer@dason Bourne. He could not
handle the violent, fragmented pictures; he hadlpayot through the shortened seminar,
pleading a severe headache. He had to relieveéissyres, accept or reject the peeling
layers of memory with the help of reason, whicld tioim to go to the gym and run
against the wind, any strong wind. He could noteuarMarie every time a floodgate
burst; he loved her too much for that. When he @daindle it himself, he had to. It was
his contract with himself.

He opened the heavy door, briefly wondering whyrggymnasium entrance was
designed with the weight of a portcullis. He werdide and walked across the stone floor
through an archway and down a white-walled corrigail he reached the door of the
faculty locker room. He was thankful that the romas empty; he was in no frame of
mind to respond to small talk, and if required ¢tos, he would undoubtedly appear



sullen, if not strange. He could also do withoa ¢liares he would probably provoke. He
was too close to the edge; 'he had to pull bactugidy, slowly, first within himself, then
with Marie. Christ, when would it all stop"! How ol could he ask of her? But then he
never had to ask — she gave without being asked.

Webb reached the row of lockers. His own was towé#nd end. He was walking
between the long wooden bench and the connectingl cabinets when his eyes were
suddenly riveted on an object up ahead. He rustreehfd; a folded note had been taped
to his locker. He ripped it off and opened it: Yaufe phoned. She wants you to call her
as soon as you can. Says it's urgent. Ralph.

The gym custodian might have had the brains tougsiade and shout to him! thought
David angrily as he spun the combination and opémedobcker. After rummaging
through his limp trousers for change, he ran tayatplephone on the wall, inserted a
coin, disturbed that his hand trembled. Then hevkwly. Marie never used the word
‘urgent’. She avoided such words.

'Hello?'
'What is it?

'l thought you might be there," said his wife. 'Mpanacea, the one he guarantees will
cure you if it doesn't give you cardiac arrest . '

'‘What is it?
'‘David, come home. There's someone here you mestaeckly, darling. '

Undersecretary of State Edward McAllister keptdws introduction to a minimum, but
by including certain facts let Webb know he wasfnam the lower ranks of the
Department. On the other hand, he did not embdiiisimportance; he was the secure
bureaucrat, confident that whatever expertise Issgased could weather changes in
administrations.

'If you'd like, Mr. Webb, our business can waitiuypbu get into something more
comfortable.

David was still in his sweat-stained shorts andhiftshaving grabbed his clothes from
the locker and raced to his car from the gym. H'tlihink so," he said. 'l don't think your
business can wait — not where you come from, MrANfster. '

'Sit down, David. ' Marie St Jacques Webb walked the living room, two towels in her
hands. 'You, too, Mr. McAllister. ' She handed Wealtowel as both men sat down

facing each other in front of an unlit firepladeen moved behind her husband and began
blotting his neck and shoulders with the seconcetpthe light of a table lamp

heightening the reddish tint of her auburn hair,lbeely features in shadows, her eyes



on the man from the State Department . 'Pleasahgad,’ she continued. 'As we've
agreed, I'm cleared by the Government for anytlgmgmight say. '

'Was there a question? asked David, glancing beraand then at the visitor, making no
attempt to disguise his hostility.

'‘None whatsoever,' replied McAllister, smiling wagket sincerely. 'No one who's read of
your wife's contribution would dare exclude her.&kéhothers failed she succeeded. '

‘That says it," agreed Webb . 'Without saying aingthof course. '
'Hey, come on, David, loosen up. '

'Sorry. She's right. ' Webb tried to smile; thempt was not successful. 'I'm prejudging
and | shouldn't do that, should I?'

'I'd say you have every right to,' said the und=etary. 'l know | would, if | were you. In
spite of the fact that our backgrounds are veryhralike — | was posted in the Far East
for a number of years — no one would have consitiere for the assignment you
undertook. What you went through is light yearsdreyme. '

'‘Beyond me, too. Obviously. '

‘Not from where | stand. The failure wasn't yo@sd knows. '

'‘Now you're being kind. No offence, but too muchddess — from where you stand —
makes me nervous. '

Then let's get to the business at hand, all right?
'Please. '

'‘And | hope you haven't prejudged me too harshiy.not your enemy, Mr. Webb. | want
to be your friend. | can press buttons that cap kel, protect you. '

'From what?

'From something nobody ever expected. '

'Let's hear it.’

'As of thirty minutes from now your security wileloubled," said McAllister, his eyes
locked with David's. 'That's my decision, anddUladruple it if | think it's necessary.
Every arrival on this campus will be scrutinizdtg grounds checked hourly. The

rotating guards will no longer be part of the segnkeeping you merely in sight, but in
effect will be very much in sight themselves. Velyvious, and | hope threatening.’



‘Jesus!" Webb sprang forward in the chair. 'It'dd3&

'We don't think so," said the man from State, sigkis head. 'We can't rule Carlos out,
but it's too remote, too unlikely.

'Oh?' David nodded. 'lIt must be. If it was the ddckour men would be all over the place
and out of sight. You'd let him come after me aldthim, and if I'm killed the cost is
acceptable.’

'‘Not to me. You don't have to believe that, butelam it.'

Thank you, but then what are we talking about?5

"Your file was broken — that is, the Treadstone s invaded. '

'Invaded? Unauthorized disclosure?"

‘Not at first. There was authorization, all righécause there was a crisis — and in a sense
we had no choice. Then everything went off the \&ind now we're concerned. For you. '

'‘Back up, please. Who got the file?'

‘A man on the inside, high inside. His credentvadse the best, no one could question
them."'

'Who was he?"

‘A British MI6 operating out of Hong Kong, a maretBlA has relied on for years. He
flew into Washington and went directly to his pripmdiaison at the Agency, asking to be
given everything there was on Jason Bourne. Heneldithere was a crisis in the territory
that was a direct result of the Treadstone prof¢etalso made it clear that if sensitive
information was to be exchanged between BritishAamerican intelligence — continue

to be exchanged — he thought it best that his stdpeegranted forthwith.

'He had to give a damn good reason. '

'He did. ' McAllister paused nervously, blinkinglgyes and rubbing his forehead with
extended fingers.

‘Well?

‘Jason Bourne is back,' said McAllister quietlye"$ikilled again. In Kowloon.'



Marie gasped; she clutched her husband's rightidgéuner large brown eyes angry,
frightened. She stared in silence at the man freateSWebb did not move. Instead he
studied McAllister, as a man might watch a cobra.

'What the hell are you talking about? he whispetieel) raised his voice. 'Jason Bourne —
that Jason Bourne — doesn't exist anymore. He ribgEr

"You know that and we know that, but in Asia higded is very much alive. You created
it, Mr. Webb — brilliantly, in my judgement . '

'I'm not interested in your judgement, Mr. McAlést said David, removing his wife's
hand and getting out of the chair. 'What's this Big&nt working on? How old is he?
What's his stability factor, his record? You musvérrun an up-to-date trace on him. "'

'Of course we did and there was nothing irreguwlandon confirmed his outstanding
service record, his current status, as well agnloeemation he brought us. As chief of
post for MI6, he was called in by the Kowloon-Hadfgng police because of the
potentially explosive nature of events. The Fordljfice itself stood behind him. '

'‘Wrong!" shouted Webb, shaking his head, then led/is voice. 'He was turned, Mr.
McAllister! Someone offered him a small fortunegeet that file. He used the only lie that
would work and all of you swallowed it!

'I'm afraid it's not a lie — not as he knew it. bidieved the evidence, and London
believes it. A Jason Bourne is back in Asia .

'‘And what if | told you it wouldn't be the firsintie central control was fed a lie so an
overworked, over risked, underpaid man can turhti#d years, all the dangers, and
nothing to show for it. He decides on one oppottuthiat gives him an annuity for life.
In this case that file!"

'If that is the case, it won't do him much good'sttead. '

'He's what... ?

'He was shot to death two nights ago in Kowloorhigoffice, an hour after he'd flown
into Hong Kong. '

‘Goddamn it, it doesn't happen!" cried David, bdeiiéd. ‘A man who turns backs himself
up. He builds a case against his benefactor béfieract, letting him know it'll get to the
right people if anything ugly happens. It's hisuirgce, his only insurance. '

'He was clean,' insisted the, State Department man.

'Or stupid,' rejoined Webb.



'No one thinks that . '
'What do they think?

‘That he was pursuing an extraordinary developnuerd,that could erupt into
widespread violence throughout the underworlds afigiKong and Macao. Organized
crime becomes suddenly very disorganized, not arthk tong wars of the twenties and
thirties. The killings pile up. Rival gangs instigaiots; waterfronts become
battlegrounds; warehouses, even cargo ships amahlp for revenge, or to wipe out
competitors. Sometimes all it takes is several pawevarring factions — and a Jason
Bourne in the background. '

'But since there is no Jason Bourne, it's police&kiidot MI6 . '

'Mr. McAllister just said the man was called inttwe Hong Kong police,' broke in Marie
looking hard at the undersecretary of state. 'Migiausly agreed with the decision. Why
was that?

'It's the wrong ballpark!" David was adamant, hisah short.

‘Jason Bourne wasn't the creation of the polickaites,' said Marie, going to her
husband's side. 'He was created by US Intelligbgagay of the State Department. But |
suspect MI6 inserted itself for a far more presseagon than to find a killer posing as
Jason Bourne. Am | right, Mr. McAllister?

You're right, Mrs.. Webb. Far more. In our diséoss these last two days, several
members of our section thought you'd understanckrolearly than we did. Let's call it
an economic problem that could lead to serioudipaliturmoil, not only in Hong Kong
but throughout the world. You were a highly regarédeonomist for the Canadian
Government. You advised Canadian ambassadors éeghtiens all over the world. '

'Would you both mind explaining to the man who baks the chequebook around here?

‘These aren't the times to permit disruptions im¢dKong's marketplace, Mr. Webb,
even — perhaps especially its illegal marketpl&isruptions accompanied by violence
give the impression of government instability, ot fiar deeper instability. This isn't the
time to give the expansionists in Red China anyenamnmunition than they have
already.’'

'‘Come again, please?"

‘The treaty of 1997, answered Marie quietly. "Té¢gese runs out in barely a decade,
which is why the new accords were negotiated wékiiy. Still, everybody's nervous,
everything's shaky and no one had better rock da¢ ICalm stability is the name of the
game.'



David looked at her, then back at McAllister. Halded his head. 'l see. I've read the
papers and the magazines... but it's just not gctthat | know a hell of a lot about .’

'‘My husband's interests lie elsewhere," explainadié/to McAllister. 'In the study of
people, their civilizations. '

‘All right," Webb agreed. 'So?'

' Mine are with money and the constant exchangeasfey — the expansion of it, the
markets and their fluctuations — the stabilitylamk of it. And if Hong Kong is nothing
else, it's money. That's more or less its only coutity; it has little other reason for
being. Its industries would die without it; withqutiming, the pump runs dry. '

'‘And if you take away the stability you have chaadded McAllister. 'It's the excuse for
the old warlords in China. The People's Republiccmes in to contain the chaos,
suppress the agitators, and suddenly there's mpligiinbut an awkward giant fumbling
with the entire colony as well as the New TerrgsriThe cooler heads in Beijing are
ignored in favour of more aggressive elements whotwo save face through military
control. Banks collapse, Far East trade is styn@tos. '

"The PRC would do that?'

'Hong Kong, Kowloon, Macao and all the territorége part of their so-called "great
nation under heaven", even the China Accords madkiectear. It's one entity, and the
Oriental won't tolerate a disobedient child, yowwrthat . '

‘Are you telling me that one man pretending todmod Bourne can do this — can bring
about this kind of crisis? | don't believe you!

'It's an extreme scenario, but yes, it could hapjgen see, the myth rides with him,
that's the hypnotic factor. Multiple killings arscaibed to him, if Only to distance the
real killers from the scenes — conspirators fromphblitically fanatic right and left using
Bourne's lethal image as their own. When you thlib&ut it, it's precisely the way the
myth itself was created. Whenever anyone of impagaanywhere in the South China
area was assassinated, you, as Jason Bourne, oradbeskill was credited to you. At
the end of two years you were notorious, yet in yac killed only one man, a drunken
informer in Macao who tried to garrotte you. '

'I don't remember that,' said David.

The man from State nodded sympathetically. "Yesd told. But don't you see, if the
killings are perceived as political and powerfigjuies — let's say the Crown governor, or
a PRC negotiator, anyone like that — is assassintte whole colony is in an uproar. '
McAllister paused, shaking his head in weary disalisHowever, this is our concern,
not yours, and | can tell you we have the best mehe intelligence community working



on it. Your concern is yourself, Mr. Webb. And riglow, as a matter of conscience, it's
mine. You have to be protected. '

That file," said Marie coldly, 'should never haweb given to anyone?

'We had no choice. We work closely with the Britigle had to prove that Treadstone
was over, finished. That your husband was thousahasles away from Hong Kong. '

"You told them where he was?' shouted Webb's vidtew dare you?"

'We had no choice,’ repeated McAllister, again nudplhis forehead. 'We have to co-
operate when certain crises arise.

Surely you can understand that .’

'‘What | can't understand is why there ever wakafi my husband!" said Marie, furious.
'It was deep, deep, cover?

'‘Congressional funding of intelligence operatioamdnded it. It's the law. '

'Get off it!" said David angrily. 'Since you're sp on me, you know where | come from.
Tell me, where are all those records on Medusa?

'l can't answer that,' replied McAllister.

"You just did," said Webb.

'Dr Panov pleaded with you people to destroy &l Theadstone records,' insisted Marie.
'Or at the very least to use false names, but yawldn't even do that. What kind of men
are you?

'l would have agreed to both? said McAllister wstidden, surprising force. 'I'm sorry,
Mrs.. Webb. Forgive me. It was before my time.keLyou, I'm offended. You may be

right, perhaps there never should have been altiere are ways-'

‘Bullshit,” broke in David, his voice hollow. 'Ifmrt of another strategy, another trap.
You want Carlos, and you don't care how you get him

'l care, Mr. Webb, and you don't have to beliea,thither. What's the Jackal to me — or
the Far East Section? He's a European problem. '

‘Are you telling me | spent three years of my himting a man who didn't mean a
goddamned thing?5

'No, of course not. Times change, perspectivesgehdtis all so futile sometimes. '



‘Jesus Christ!'
'Loosen up, David," said Marie, her attention liyieh the man from State, who sat pale

in his chair, his hands gripping the arms. ‘Ldt'toasen up. ' Then she held her
husband's eyes with her own. 'Something happemnedfternoon, didn't it?

"Il tell you later,’

'Of course. ' Marie looked at McAllister as Davah& back in his chair, his face lined

and tired, older than it had been only minutes dgeerything you've told us is leading

up to something, isn't it?' she said to the mamf8iate. There's something else you want
us to know. '

'Yes, and it's not easy for me. Please bear in thiadi've only recently been assigned,
with full clearance, to Mr. Webb's classified dessl

'Including his wife and children in Cambodia?'

'Yes. '

‘Then say what you have to say, please. '

McAllister once again extended his thin fingers aedvously massaged his forehead.
'From what we've learned -what London confirmee turs ago — it's possible that your
husband is a target. A man wants him killed.'

'‘But not Carlos, not the Jackal,' said Webb, gtforward.

‘No. At least we can't see a connection. 'Whatalosee?' asked Marie, sitting on the
arm of David's chair. 'What have you learned?'

The MI6 officer in Kowloon had a great many sensitpapers in his office, any number
of which would have brought high prices in Hong i§orlowever, only the Treadstone
file — the file on Jason Bourne — was taken. Thag ¥he confirmation London gave us.
It's as though a signal was sent: He's the man ave,wnly Jason Bourne.'

'‘But why?' cried Marie, her hand gripping Davidigsiv

'‘Because someone was killed," answered Webb quigtigd someone else wants the
account settled. '

That's what we've been working on,' agreed McAdtishodding. 'We've made some
progress. '

'Who was killed?' asked the former Jason Bourne.



'‘Before | answer, you should know that all we'veigavhat our people in Hong Kong
could dig up by themselves. By and large it's s|adicun; there's no proof.'

'What do you mean "by themselves"? Where the heléwhe British? You gave them
the Treadstone file!"

'‘Because they gave us proof that a man has kitléldei name of Treadstone's creation,
our creation — you. They weren't about to identifip's sources any more than we would
turn over our contacts to them. Our people hav&kasaround the clock, probing every
possibility, trying to find out who the dead Sisemain sources were on the assumption
that one of them was responsible for his deathy Tae down a rumour in Macao, only it
turned out to be more than a rumour. '

'l repeat,’ said Webb . 'Who was killed?'

‘A woman,' answered the man from State. The wife Hbng Kong banker named Yao
Ming, a taipan whose bank is only a fraction ofwesalth. His holdings are so extensive
he's been re-welcomed in Beijing as an investorcamgultant. He's influential, powerful,
beyond reach. '

'Circumstances?’

'Ugly but not unusual. His wife was a minor actre$® appeared in a number of locally
made films and quite a bit younger than her husb&hd was also about as faithful as a
mink in season, if you'll excuse-'

'Please,’ said Marie, 'go on. '

'‘Nevertheless, he looked the other way; she wagduisg, beautiful trophy. She was also
part of the colony's jet set, which has its shdnensavoury characters. One weekend it's
gambling for extraordinary stakes in Macao, negtridices in Singapore or flying over to
the Pescadores for the pistol games in backwatanopouses, betting thousands on who
will be killed as men face one another across glslginning chambers and aiming at
each other. And, of course, there's a widespreaaidrugs. Her last lover was a
distributor. His suppliers were in Guangzhou — Gant his routes up the Deep Bay
waterways east of the Lok Ma Chau border. '

'‘According to reports, it's a wide avenue with lotdraffic,’ interrupted Webb . 'Why did
your people concentrate on him — on his operation?'

'‘Because his operation, as you so aptly term i, iapidly becoming the only one in
town, or on that avenue. He was systematicallyrgutiut his competitors, bribing the
Chinese marine patrols to sink their boats andodisf the crews. Apparently they were
effective; a great many bodies riddled with bulletsled up floating onto the mud flats
and into the river banks. The factions were atavat the distributor — the young wife's
lover — was marked for execution. '



‘Under the circumstances, he had to have been ak#re possibility. He must have
surrounded himself with a dozen bodyguards. '

'Right again. And that kind of security calls foettalents of a legend. His enemies hired
that legend. '

'‘Bourne," whispered David, shaking his head ansimphis eyes.
'Yes,' concurred McAllister. Two weeks ago the ddegler and Yao Ming's wife were
shot in their bed at the Lisboa Hotel in Macaavdisn't a pleasant kill; their bodies were

barely recognizable. The weapon was an Uzi madime The incident was covered up,
the police and government officials bribed withraaj deal of money — a taipan's money.

'‘And let me guess,' said Webb in a monotone. 'Tfieltlvas the same weapon used in a
previous killing credited to this Bourne. '

"That specific weapon was left outside a conferegnoen in a cabaret in Kowloon's Tsim
Sha Tsui. There were five corpses in that rooneettaf the victims among the colony's
wealthier businessmen. The British won't elaboridwey merely showed us several very
graphic photographs. '

‘This taipan, Yao Ming,' said David, 'the actrebsisband. He's the connection your
people found, isn't he?'

'They learned that he was one of MI6's sourcescétimections in Beijing made him an
important contributor to intelligence. He was inuathle. '

‘Then, of course, his wife was killed, his beloyeding wife.’
'I'd say his beloved trophy,' interrupted McAllistédis trophy was taken. '
‘All right,’ said Webb . "The trophy is far moreportant than the wife. '

'I've spent years in the Far East. There's a plioase— in Mandarin, | think, but | can't
remember how it goes. '

'Ren you jiagian,' said David. The price of a mamage, as it were. '

'Yes, | guess that's it . °

'It'll do. So the man from MI6 is approached by distraught contact, the taipan, and told
to get the file on this Jason Bourne, the assadskilled his wife — his trophy -or in

short words, there might be no more information icgnto British Intelligence from his
sources in Beijing. '



‘That's the way our people read it. And for hisibie the Sixer is killed because Yao
Ming can't afford to have the slightest associatath Bourne. The taipan has to remain
unreachable, untouchable. He wants his revengendiwith any possibility of exposure.
'What do the British say? asked Marie.

'In no uncertain terms to stay away from the eritgation. London was blunt. We made
a mess of Treadstone, and they don't want ouritndptin Hong Kong during these
sensitive times. '

'Have they confronted Yao mingy?' Webb watchedutidersecretary closely.

'When | brought up the name, they said it was 6th@ question. In truth, they were
startled, but that didn't change their stand. {fthimg, they were angrier. '

‘Untouchable,’ said David.
‘They probably want to continue using him.’

'In spite of what he did?' Marie broke in. 'Whatrhay have done, and what he might do
to my husband?

'It's a different world,' said McAllister softly.

‘"You co-operated with them.’

'We had to," interrupted the man from State.

‘Then insist they co-operate with you. Demand it!

‘Then they could demand other things from us. W&t c that . *

‘Liars!" Marie turned her head in disgust.

'l haven't lied to you, Mrs.. Webb.'

'Why don't | trust you, Mr. McAllister?' asked Ddyvi

'Probably because you can't trust your governnMntWebb, and you have very little
reason to. | can only tell you that I'm a man aismence. You can accept that or not

accept me or not — but in the meantime I'll make sou're safe.

"You look at me so strangely — why is that?



'I've never been in this position, that's why. '

The chimes of the doorbell rang, and Marie, shakieghead to their sound, rose and
walked rapidly across the room and into the fogére opened the door. For a moment
she stopped breathing and stared helplessly. Twostoed side by side, both holding up
black plastic identification cases, each with atghing silver badge attached to the top,
each embossed eagle reflecting the light of theagg lamps on the porch. Beyond, at
the curb, was a second dark sedan; inside coutedre the silhouettes of other men, and
the glow of a lighted cigarette — other men, otineards. She wanted to scream, but she
did not.

Edward McAllister climbed into the passenger sédti®own State Department car and
looked through the closed window at the figure avld Webb standing in the doorway.
The former Jason Bourne stood motionless, his &yed rigidly on his departing visitor.

‘Let's get out of here," said McAllister to thevan, a man about his own age and balding,
with tortoiseshell glasses breaking the space lestwés nose and his high forehead.

The car started forward, the driver cautious onsth@nge, narrow, tree-lined street a
block from the rocky beach in the small Maine towar several minutes neither man
spoke; finally the driver asked, 'How did everythoo?'

'Go?' replied the man from State. 'As the ambagsgsadht say, "all the pieces are in
place". The foundation's there, the logic there;riissionary work is done. '

'I'm glad to hear it .’

'‘Are you? Then I'm glad too. ' McAllister raised fiembling right hand; his thin fingers
massaging his right temple. 'No, I'm not? he sadtlenly. 'I'm goddamned sick!

'I'm sorry-'

'‘And speaking of missionary work, | am a Christihmean | believe — nothing so chic as
being zealous, or born again, or teaching Sundagadcor prostrating myself in the aisle,
but | do believe. My wife and | go to the Episcopllrch at least twice a month, my two
sons are acolytes. I'm generous because | wat t8dn you understand that?'

'Sure. | don't have quite those feelings, but lewsthnd. '

'But | just walked out of that man's house?

'Hey, easy. What's the matter?"

McAllister stared straight ahead, the oncoming hghts creating shadows rushing
across his face. 'May God have mercy on my sceiwhispered.



Screams suddenly filled the darkness, an approgchmwing cacophony of roaring
voices. Then surging bodies were all around thewing ahead, shouting, faces
contorted in frenzy. Webb fell to his knees, cowgrhis face and neck with both hands as
best he could, swinging his shoulders violentlykoaied forth, creating a shifting target
within the circle of attack. His dark clothes warplus in the shadows but would be no
help if an indiscriminate burst of gunfire erupteaking at least one of the guards with
him. Yet bullets were not always a killer's choitaere were darts — lethal missiles of
poison delivered by air-compressed weapons, pungtexposed flesh, bringing death in
a matter of minutes. Or seconds.

A hand gripped his shoulder! He spun around, arbis@rm up, dislodging the hand as
he side stepped to his left, crouching like an a@him

"You okay, Professor?' asked the guard on his,rggiining in the wash of his flashlight.
'What? What happened?

'Isn't it great!' cried the guard on his left, agpgrhing, as David got to his feet.

'What?'

'Kids with that kind of spirit. It really makes ydeel good to see it!

It was over. The campus quad was silent againjratite distance between the stone
buildings that fronted the playing fields and tlodlege stadium, the pulsing flames of a
bonfire could be seen through the empty bleackefsotball rally was reaching its

climax, and his guards were laughing.

'How about you, Professor?' continued the man steffi. ‘Do you feel better about
things now, what with us here and all?'

It was over. The self-inflicted madness was ove@s it? Why was his chest pounding
so? Why was he so bewildered, so frightened? Sangetvas wrong.

'Why does this whole parade bother me?' said Dawéd morning coffee in the breakfast
alcove of their old rented Victorian house.



"You miss your walks on the beach,' said Marieljngdher husband's single poached egg
over the single slice of toast . 'Eat that befare fave a cigarette. '

'No, really. It bothers me. For the past week lfeen a duck in a superficially protected
gallery. It occurred to me yesterday afternoon. '

'What do you mean?' Marie poured out the waterpdackd the pan in the kitchen sink,
her eyes on Webb . 'Six men are around you, foyoan "flanks”, as you said, and two
peering into everything in front and behind you. '

‘A parade. '

'Why do you call it that?1

'l don't know. Everyone in his place, marching drambeat. | don't know. '

'‘But you feel something?'

'l guess so. '

‘Tell me. Those feelings of yours once saved ngydifi the Guisan Quai in Zurich. I'd
like to hear it — well, maybe | wouldn't, but | darwell better.

Webb broke the yolk of his egg on the toast . 'Do know how easy it would be for
someone — someone who looked young enough to toelens — to walk by me on a path
and shoot an air dart into me? He could cover diad with a cough, or a laugh, and I'd
have a hundred cc's of strychnine in my blood. '

"You know far more about that sort of thing thatol '

'Of course. Because that's the way I'd do it . '

'‘No. That's the way Jason Bourne might do it. Nat.y
‘All right, I'm projecting. It doesn't invalidatee thought .
'‘What happened yesterday afternoon?'

Webb toyed with the egg and toast on his platee S¢minar ran late as usual. It was
getting dark, and my guards fell in and we walkess the quad towards the parking lot.
There was a football rally — our insignificant teagainst another insignificant team —

but very large for us. The crowd passed the fowrspkids racing to a bonfire behind the
bleachers, screaming and shouting and singing $ightjs, working themselves up. And |
thought to myself, this is it. This is when it'siggpto happen if it is going to happen.
Believe me, for those few moments | was Bourneouiched and side-stepped and
watched everyone | could see — | was close to panic



'‘And?' said Marie, disturbed by her husband's dlsilgnce.

'My so-called guards were looking around and langhihe two in front having a ball,
enjoying the whole thing. '

"That disturbed you?'

'Instinctively. | was a vulnerable target in thette of an excited crowd. My nerves told
me that; my mind didn't have to. '

'Who's talking now?'

'I'm not sure. | just know that during those fewmamts nothing made sense to me. Then,
only seconds later, as if to pinpoint the feelihbadn't verbalized, the man behind me on
my left came up and said something like, "Isrjréat — or terrific — to see kids with that
kind of spirit? Makes you feel good, doesn't itPiumbled something inane, and then he
said — and these are his exact words — "How abmutprofessor? Do you feel better
about things now, what with us here and all?" Davaked up at his wife. 'Did 7 feel
better... HOW? Me. '

'He knew what their job was," interrupted Marie firotect you. I'm sure he meant did
you feel safer. '

'Did he? Do they? That crowd of screaming kids,dime light, the shadowy bodies,
obscure faces... and he's joining in and laughitigey're all laughing. Are they really
here to protect me?'

'What else?'

'l don't know. Maybe I've simply been where theydrdt. Maybe I'm just thinking too
much, thinking about McAllister and those eyes isf Except for the blinking they
belonged to a dead fish. You could read into thagirang you wanted to — depending
upon how you felt .

'What he told you was a shock," said Marie, leamigginst the sink, her arms folded
across her breasts, watching her husband clokéiad to have had a terrible effect on
you. It certainly did on me. '

‘That's probably it," agreed Webb, nodding. 'ttsiic, but as much as there are so many
things | want to remember, there's an awful lotikKd to forget . '

'Why don't you call McAllister and tell him what ydeel, what you think? You've got a
direct line to him, both at his office and his horive® Panov would tell you to do that . '



'Yes, Mo would. ' David ate his egg half-heartedly.there's a way to get rid of a
specific anxiety, do it as fast as you can, " ghatiat he'd say. '

"Thendoit.’

Webb smiled, about as enthusiastically as he atedg. ‘Maybe | will, maybe | won't. I'd
rather not announce a latent, or passive, or reguparanoia, or whatever the hell they
call it. Mo would fly up here and beat my braing ou

'If he doesn't, | might .

‘Ni shi nuhaizi," said David, using the paper napkis he got out of his chair and went to
her.

'And what does that mean, my inscrutable husbaddamber eighty-seven lover?'
'Bitch goddess. It means, freely translated, tioatare a little girl — and not so little — and
| can still take you three out of five on the beldene there are other things to do with you
instead of beating you up.’

‘All that in such a short phrase?'

'We don't waste words, we paint pictures... I'vetgdeave. The class this morning deals
with Siam's Rama the Second, and his claims oM#ilay states in the early nineteenth
century. It's a pain in the ass but important. Véhaorse is there's an exchange student
from Moulmein in Burma, who | think knows more thiagio.'

‘Siam?' asked Marie, holding him. That's Thailand.’'

'Yes. It's Thailand now.’

"Your wife, your children? Does it hurt, David?'

He looked at her, loving her so." | can't be that where | can't see that clearly.
Sometimes | hope | never do.’

'l don't think that way at all. | want you to séern and hear them and feel them. And to
know that | love them, too.’

'Oh, Christ!" He held her, their bodies togethea iwarmth that was theirs alone.

The line was busy for the second time so Webb cepléhe phone and returned to W. F.
Vella's Siam under Rama lll to see if the Burmesshange student had been right about
Rama IPs conflict with the sultan of Kedah overdisposition of the island of Penang. It
was confrontation time in the rarefied groves @dmme; the Moulmein pagodas of



Kipling's poetry had been replaced by a smart-astgpaduate student who had no
respect for his betters — Kipling would understémat, and torpedo it.

There was a brief, rapid knock on his office dednjch opened before David could ask
the caller in. It was one of his guards, the mao Wwad spoken to him yesterday
afternoon during the pre-game rally — among thevdsy amid the noise, in the middle of
his fears.

'Hello there, Professor?'

'Hello. It's Jim, isn't it?"'

'‘No, Johnny. It doesn't matter; you're not expeteget our names straight.’

'Is anything the matter?'

‘Just the opposite, sir. | dropped in to say gogel-bfor all of us, the whole contingent.
Everything's clean and you're back to normal. Wbgen ordered to report to B-One-L.’

"To what?"'

'Sounds kind of silly, doesn't it? Instead of sgyl@ome on back to headquarters” they
call it B-One-L, as if anyone couldn't figure ittdu

'l can't figure it out.’

'‘Base-One-Langley. We're CIA, all six of us, bgukess you know that.'
"You're leaving? All of you?'

That's about it.’

‘But | thought... | thought there was a crisis Here

'Everything's clean.’

'l haven't heard from anybody. | haven't heard fidoAllister.'

'Sorry, don't know him. We just have our orders.’

"You can't simply come in here and say you're legwithout some explanation! | was
told | was a target! That a man in Hong Kong wantedkilled?

'‘Well, | don't know whether you were told that,vdnether you told yourself that, but | do
know we've got an A-one legitimate problem in Newpdews. We have to get briefed
and geton it



'‘A-one legitimate...? What about me?'

'Get a lot of rest, Professor. We were told youdneeThe man from the CIA abruptly
turned, went through the door, and closed it.

Well, I don't know whether you were told that, dnether you told yourself that... How
about you, professor? Do you feel better abougthmow, what with us here and all?

Parade?... Charade!

Where was McAllister's number? Where was it? Gaakitldhe had two copies, one at
home and one in his desk drawer — no, his walkefolund it, his whole body trembling
in fear and in anger as he dialled.

'Mr. McAllister's office," said a female voice.

'l thought this was his private line. That's whatds told!

'‘Mr. McAllister is away from Washington, sir. Indbe cases we're instructed to pick up
and log the calls. '

'Log the calls'? Where is he?'

'l don't know, sir. I'm from the secretarial pdde phones in every other day or so. Who
shall | say called?

‘That's not good enough! My name is Webb. Jasonb/Adlo, David Webb! | have to
talk to him right away! Immediately!

I'll connect you with the department handling higant calls, Webb slammed down the
phone. He had the number for McAllister's homediadled it.

'Hello?' The voice of another woman.

'Mr. McAllister, please.’

'I'm afraid he's not here. If you care to leaverymame and a number, I'll give it to him.’
'When?

'Well, he should be calling tomorrow or the nexy.dde always does.’

"You've got to give me the number where he is ridvg.. McAllister! — | assume this is
Mrs.. McAllister.'



'l should hope so. Eighteen years' worth. Who até?y
'‘Webb. David Webb.'

'Oh, of course! Edward rarely discusses businesw-he certainly didn't in your case but
he did tell me what terribly nice people you andniovely wife are. As a matter of fact,
our older boy, who's in prep school, naturallyesy interested in the university where
you teach. Now, in the last year or so his markgpled just a touch, and his aptitude
tests weren't the highest, but he has such a whhdenthusiastic outlook on life, I'm
sure he'd be an asset.. .’

'Mrs.. McAllister!" broke in Webb . 'l have to réagour husband! Now!

'Oh, I'm terribly sorry, but | don't think that'sgsible. He's in the Far East and, of course,
| don't have a number where 1 can reach him them®mergencies we always call the
State Department .’

David hung up the phone. He had to alert -phonearieM The line had to be free by now;
it had been busy for nearly an hour, and therenwasne his wife could talk with on the
telephone for an hour, not even her father, heheradr her two brothers in Canada.
There was great affection between them all, buwssethe maverick. She was not the
Francophile her lather was, not a homebody likenmather, and although she adored her
brothers, not the rustic, plainspoken folk theyav&he had found another life in the
stratified layers of higher economics, with a doate and gainful employment with the
Canadian Government. And, at last, she had maaneimerican.

Quel dommage.
The line was still busy! Goddamnit, Marie!

Then Webb froze, his whole body for an instantacblof searing hot ice. He could

barely move, but he did move, and then he racedfduts small office and down the
corridor with such speed that he pummelled thredesits and a colleague out of his path,
sending two into walls the others buckling unden;hine was a man suddenly possessed.

Reaching his house, he slammed on the brakesatlseieeched to a stop as he leaped
out of the seat and ran up the path to the doostéjgped, staring, his breath suddenly no
longer in him. The door was open and on the anigiéented panel was a hand print
stamped in red — blood.

Webb ran inside, throwing everything out of his wawyrniture crashed and lamps were
smashed as he searched the ground floor. Thenieupstairs, his hands two thin slabs
of granite, his every nerve primed for a sounde#git, his killer instinct as clear as the
red stains he had seen below on the outside doothEse moments he knew and
accepted the fact that he was the assassin -tttz émimal that Jason Bourne had been.



If his wife was above, he would kill whoever triedharm her — or had harmed her
already.

Prone on the floor, he pushed the door of theirdi@d open.

The explosion blew apart the upper hallway wall.rbleed under the blast to the

opposite side; he had no weapon, but he had aetigdighter. He reached into his
trouser pockets for the scribbled notes all teacbather, bunched them together, spun to
his left and snapped the lighter; the flame was euiate. He threw the fired wad far into
the bedroom as he pressed his back against themdétose from the floor, his head
whipping towards the other two closed doors omidn@ow upper floor. Suddenly he
lashed out with his feet, one crash after anothdrealunged back onto the floor and
rolled into the shadows.

Nothing. The two rooms were empty. If there wagaemy he was in the bedroom. But
by now the bedspread was on fire. The flames wexéuglly leaping towards the ceiling.
Only seconds now.

Now!

He plunged into the room, and grabbing the flanfiadspread he swung it in a circle as
he crouched and rolled on the floor until the sgreas ashes, all the while expecting an
ice-cold hit in his shoulder or his arm, but knogvime could overcome it and take his
enemy. Jesus! He was Jason Bourne again!

There was nothing. His Marie was not there; thesis mothing but a primitive string-
device that had triggered a shotgun, angled far&in kill when he pushed the door
open. He stamped out the flames, lurched for & tiaphp, and turned it on.

Marie! Marie!
Then he saw it. A note lying on the pillow on hetesof the bed:

‘A wife for a wife, Jason Bourne. She is woundetrmi dead, as mine is dead. You
know where to find me, and her, if you are circuet@nd fortunate. Perhaps we can do
business for | have enemies, too. If not, whahésdeath of one more daughter?”

Webb screamed, falling onto the pillows, tryingrate the outrage and the horror that
came from his throat, pushing back the pain thapswhrough his temples. Then he
turned over and stared at the ceiling, a territrlete passivity coming over him. Things
unremembered suddenly came back to him — thindatenever revealed even to Morris
Panov. Bodies collapsing under his knife, fallimglar his gun these were not imagined
killings, they were real. They had made him whatas not, but they had done the job
too well. He had become the image, the man thatneisupposed to be. He'd had to.
He'd had to survive — without knowing who he was.



And now he knew the two men within him that madehigpwhole being. He would
always remember the one because it was the mamhieavto be, but for the time being
he had to be the other — the man he despised.

Jason Bourne rose from the bed and went to the-imalk

closet where there was a locked drawer, the thitds built-in bureau. He reached up
and pulled the tape from a key attached to the @amgbceiling. He inserted it in the lock
and opened the drawer. Inside were two dismantie@haatics, four strings of thin wire
attached to spools that he could conceal in himpaihree valid passports in three
different names, and six plastique explosive chatyat could blow apart whole rooms.
He would use one or all. David Webb would find Wige. Or Jason Bourne would
become the terrorist no one ever dreamed of iwldest nightmares. He did not care —
too much had been taken from him. He would endarmare.

Bourne cracked the various parts in place and st magazine of the second
automatic. Both were ready. He was ready. He wack o the bed and lay down,
staring again at the ceiling. The logistics wowl into place, he knew that. Then the
hunt would begin. He would find her -dead or akarel if she was dead — he would Kill,
kill and kill again! Whoever it was would never gatay from him. Not from Jason
Bourne.

Barely in control of himself, he knew that calm wa#g of the question. His hand gripped
the automatic while his mind cracked with surraaisits of rapid gunfire, one option after
another slamming into his head. Above all he cagtistay still; he had to keep in
motion. He had to get up and move!

The State Department. The men at State he had kdowmg his last months in the
remote, classified Virginia medical complex — thossastent, obsessed men who
guestioned him relentlessly, showing him photogsdphthe dozens until Mo Panov
would order them to stop. He had learned their rsaamel written them down, thinking
that one day he might want to know who they wen®-+eason other than visceral
distrust; such men had tried to kill him only mantiefore. Yet he had never asked for
their names, nor were they offered except as H&illy,or Sam, presumably on the
theory that actual identities would simply add ® ¢onfusion. Instead, he had
unobtrusively read their identification tags aniteathey left, wrote the names down and
placed the pieces of paper with his personal béhgsgn the bureau drawer. When
Marie came to see him, which was every day, he pavéhose names and told her to
hide them in the house hide them well.



Later, Marie admitted that although she had dortgeasstructed, she thought his
suspicions were excessive, a case of overkill.tBemh one morning, only minutes after a
heated session with the men from Washington, Dalgdded with her to leave the
medical complex immediately, run to the car, dtivéghe bank where they had a safety
deposit box, and do the following: Insert a shadrsd of her hair in the bottom left
border of the deposit box, lock it, get out of bank, and return two hours later to see if
it was still there.

It was not. She had securely fixed the strand ofihglace; it could not have fallen
away unless the deposit box had been opened. 8hd foon the tiled floor of the bank
vault.

'How did you know?' she had asked him.

'One of my friendly interrogators got hot and trtecprovoke me. Mo was out of the
room for a couple of minutes and he damn near accoe of faking, of hiding things. |
knew you were coming, and so | played it out. | tedrto see for myself how far they
would go — how far they could go?

Nothing had been sacred then, and nothing wasdaome. It was all too symmetrical.
The guards had been pulled, his own reactions cmedelingly questioned as if he were
the one who had asked for the additional proteciwhnot on the insistence of one
Edward canister. Then within hours Marie was talkeeprding to a scenario that had
been detailed far too accurately by a nervous m#nadead eyes. And now this same
McAllister was suddenly fifteen thousand miles avirayn his own self-determined
ground zero. Had the undersecretary turned? Habée bought in Hong Kong? Had he
betrayed Washington as well as the man he had swgrotect? What was happening!
Whatever it was, among the unholy secrets was pades Medusa. It had never been
mentioned during the questioning, never referredtscabsence was startling. It was as if
the unacknowledged battalion of psychotics an@tslhad never existed; its history had
been wiped off the books. But that history coulddiaestated. This was where he would
start.

Webb walked rapidly out of the bedroom and downstie@s to his study, once a small
library off the hallway in the old Victorian houdee sat at his desk, opened the bottom
drawer and removed several notebooks and variquerpaHe then inserted a brass letter
opener and pried up the false bottom; lying onsieond layer of wood were other
papers. They were a vague, mostly bewildering &ssort of fragmented recollections,
images that had come to him at odd hours of theadaynight. There were torn scraps
and pages from small notebooks and scissored pid¢atationery on which he had jotted
down the pictures and words that exploded in higlh& was a mass of painful
evocations, many so tortured that he could notestie@m with Marie, fearing the hurt
would be too great, the revelations of Jason Botoadrutal for his wife to confront.

And among these secrets were the names of thetexpe&tandestine operations who had
come down to question him so intensely in Virginia.



David's eyes suddenly focused on the ugly heaviprealveapon on the edge of the desk.
Without realizing it, he had gripped it in his haamd carried it down from the bedroom;
he stared at it for a moment, then picked up trenphlt was the beginning of the most
agonizing, infuriating hour of his life as each nmewhMarie drifted farther away.

The first two calls were taken by wives or lovehte men he was trying to reach were
suddenly not there when he identified himself. Hesstill out of sanction! They would
not touch him without authorization and that auittettion was being withheld. Christ, he
should have known!

'Hello?'

'Is this the Lanier residence?"

'Yes, itis. '

'William Lanier, please. Tell him it's urgent, t®en Hundred alert. My name is
Thompson, State Department . '

'‘Just one minute,' said the woman, concerned.
"Who is this?' asked a man's voice.
'It's David Webb. You remember Jason Bourne, dani®’

' A pause followed, filled with Lanier's breathing/hy did you say your name was
Thompson? That it was a White House alert?'

'l had an idea you might not talk to me. Amongttiiags | remember is that you don't
make contact with certain people without authormatThey're out of bounds. You
simply report the contact attempt . '

‘Then | assume you also remember that it's highdgular to call someone like me on a
domestic phone. "'

'‘Domestic phone? Does the domestic prohibitive mmlide where you live?"

"You know what I'm talking about . '

'l said it was an emergency. '

It can't have anything to do with me,’ protesteaier. 'You're a dead file in my office-'

‘Colour me deep-dead?' interrupted David.



'l didn't say that,’ shot back the man from coegerations. 'All | meant was that you're
not on my schedule and it's policy not to interferth others. '

'What others?' asked Webb sharply.
'How the hell do | know?'
‘Are you telling me that you're not interested imawvl have to tell you?'

'Whether I'm interested or not hasn't anythingdawith it. You're not on any list of mine
and that's all | have to know. If you have somejtlimsay, call your authorized contact . '

'| tried to. His wife said he was in the Far East.'
‘Try his office. Someone there will process you.'

'l know that, and | don't care to be processedantvto talk to someone | know, and |
know you, Bill. Remember? It was "Bill" in Virginjahat's what you told me to call you.
You were interested to hell and back in what | teaglay then. '

That was then, not now. Look, Webb, | can't help Because | can't advise you. No
matter what you tell me, | can't respond. I'm ngtent on your status — | haven't been
for almost a year. Your contact is — he can belrea@cCall State back. I'm hanging up.'

'Medusa," whispered David. 'Did you hear me, LahMedusa!'
'Medusa what? Are you trying to tell me something?"

Il blow it all apart, do you read me? I'll exothe whole obscene mess unless | get
some answers?

'Why don't you get yourself processed instead?l g8 man from covert operations
coldly. 'Or check yourself into a hospital. ' Tharas an abrupt click, and David,
perspiring, hung up the phone.

Lanier did not know about Medusa. If he had knolewould have stayed on the phone,
learning whatever he could, for Medusa crossedirniiee of 'policy' and being ‘current'.
But Lanier was one of the younger interrogatorsmaoe than 33 or 34; he was very
bright, but not a long-term veteran. Someone ayfears older would probably have been
given clearance, told about the renegade batttiiaiwas still held in deep cover. Webb
looked at the names on his list and at the corredipg telephone numbers. He picked up
the phone.

'Hello?'A male voice.

'Is this Samuel Teasdale?"



‘Yeah, that's right. Who are you?"

'I'm glad you answered the phone and not your wife.

The wife's standard where possible,’ said Teassdatilenly cautious. 'Mine's no longer
available. She's sailing somewhere in the Caribl@msomeone | never knew about.
Now that you know my life's story, who the hell gu?'

‘Jason Bourne, remember?'

' Webb?'

"l vaguely remember that name," said David.

'Why are you calling me?'

"You were friendly. Down in Virginia you told me tall you Sam. '

'‘Okay, okay, David, you're right. | told you to lcale Sam that's what | am to my friends,
Sam...' Teasdale was bewildered, upset, searahingadrds. '‘But that was almost a year
ago, Davey, and you know the rules. You're givgerson to talk to, either on the scene
or over at State. That's the one you should rdzatfstthe person who's up to date on
everything.'

‘Aren't you up to date, Sam?'

'‘Not about you, no. | remember the directive; iswdaopped on our desks a couple of
weeks after you left Virginia. All inquiries, reghing "said subject, et cetera" were to be
bumped up to Section whatever-the-hell-it was,d'saibject” having full access and in
direct touch with deputies on the scene and irDiygartment . 'and my direct-access
contact has disappeared.’

'‘Come on,' objected Teasdale quietly, suspicioudiat's crazy. It couldn't happen.’

'It happened! yelled Webb . 'My wife happened!

'What about your wife? What are you talking about?'

'She's gone, you bastard — all of you, bastards! [¥bit happen!" Webb grabbed his wrist,
gripping it with all his strength to stop the treimf. 'l want answers, Sam. | want to
know who cleared the way, who turned! I've gotdemaiwho it is but | need answers to

nail him — nail all of you, if I have to.'

'Hold it right there!" broke in Teasdale angrilyyou're trying to compromise me, you're
doing a rotten fucking job of it! This boy's not feeutering. Get off. Go sing to your



head doctors, not to me! | don't have to talk to,yall | have to do is report the fact that
you called me, which I'll do the second I cut yoade. I'll also add that | got hit with a
bucket of bullshit! Take care of that head of ydurs

'Medusa!' cried Webb. 'No one wants to talk abodgiename Medusa, do they? Even
today it's way down deep in the vaults, isn't it?'

There was no click on the line this time. Teasdidenot hang up. Instead, he spoke
flatly, no comment in his voice. 'Rumours,’ he sditke Hoover's raw files — raw meat -
good for stories over a few belts, but not wortield of a lot .

'I'm not a rumour, Sam. | live, | breathe, | gdhe toilet and | sweat — like I'm sweating
now. That's not a rumour.’'

'"You've had your problems, Davey.'

'l was there! | fought with Medusa! Some people $avas the best, or the worst. It's
why | was chosen, why | became Jason Bourne.'

'I wouldn't know about that. We never discusseddt| wouldn't know. Did we ever
discuss it, Davey?'

'Stop using that goddamned name. I'm not Davey. "
'We were "Sam" and "Davey" in Virginia, don't ya@member?"'

That doesn't matter! We all played games. Morrisovavas our referee, until one day
you decided to get rough. '

'l apologized,' said Teasdale gently. 'We all Haae days.
| told you about my wife.

'I'm not interested in your wife! I'm interestednine! And I'll rip open Medusa unless |
get some answers, some help?

'I'm sure you can get whatever help you think yeadif you'll just call your contact at
State. '

'He's not there! He's gone!'
Then ask for his back-up. You'll be processed. '

"Processed Jesus, what are you, a robot?'



‘Just a man trying to do his job, Mr. Webb, anddinaid | can't do any more for you.
Good night. ' The click came and Teasdale washefiphone.

There was another man, thought David at fever pasthe stared at the list, squinting as
the sweat filled his eye sockets. An easy going,tems abrasive than the others, a
Southerner, whose slow drawl was either a covea fguick mind or the halting
resistance to a job in which he felt himself uncortsble. There was no time for
invention.

'Is this the Babcock residence?’

‘Surely is,' replied a woman's voice imbued withlgn@lia . ‘Not our home, of course, as |
always point out, but we surely do reside here. "'

'‘May | speak with Harry Babcock, please?'

'May Ah ask whao's callin’, please? He may be otlhéngarden with the kids, but on the
other hand he may have taken them over to the fiarko well lit these days — not like
before — and you just don't fear for your life @sd as you stay.. .’

A cover for quick minds, both Mr. and Mrs. Harrylgack.

'My name is Reardon, State Department. There'sgantimessage for Mr Babcock. My
instructions are to reach him as soon as possilsl@an emergency. '

There was the bouncing echo of a phone being cdyereffled sounds beyond. Harry
Babcock got on the line, his speech slow and deltbe

'l don't know a Mr. Reardon, Mr Reardon. All makays come from a particular
switchboard that identifies itself. Are you a swiboard, sir?'

'‘Well, I don't know if I've ever heard of someormeming in from a garden, or from across
the street in a park so quickly, Mr. Babcock. '

'Remarkable, isn't it? | should be runnin' in tHgmpics, perhaps. However, | do know
your voice. | just can't place the name. "

'How about Jason Bourne?'

The pause was brief — a very quick mind. 'Now, tfeahe goes back quite a while,
doesn't it? Just about a year, I'd say. It is yanlt it, David. ' There was no question
implied.

'Yes, Harry. I've got to talk to you. '

'No, David, you should speak with others, not me."'



‘Are you telling me I'm cut off?"

'‘Good heavens, that's so abrupt, so discourte’duse Imore than delighted to hear how
you and the lovely Mrs.. Webb are doing in your niéev Massachusetts, isn't it?'

'Maine.'

'Of course. Forgive me. Is everything well? As $ure you realize, my colleagues and |
are involved with so many problems we haven't ls#a to stay in touch with your file. '

'‘Someone else said you couldn't get your hands.on i

'‘Ah don't think anybody tried to. '

'l want to talk, Babcock,' said David harshly.

' don't,' replied Harry Babcock flatly, his voioearly glacial. 'l follow regulations, and
to be frank, you are cut off from men like me. hdl@uestion why — things change, they
always change. '

'Medusa!’ said David. 'We won't talk about mesl&ilk about Medusa?

The pause was longer than before. And when Babspaoke, his words were now frozen.
This phone is sterile, Webb, so I'll say what | wansay. You were nearly taken out a
year ago, and it would have been a mistake. Wedvoave sincerely mourned you. But
if you break the threads, there'll be no mourmimdarrow. Except, of course, your wife. '
"You son of a bitch! She's gone! She was taken! ivastards let it happen?

' don't know what you're talking about . '

'My guards' They were pulled, every goddamned drikemn, and she was taken! | want
answers, Babcock, or | blow everything apart! Ngay do exactly as I tell you to do, or
there'll be mournings you never dreamed of — ajlaaf, your wives, orphaned children —

try everything on for size! I'm Jason Bourne, rerherti

'You're a maniac, that's what | remember. Withatsdike those we'll send a team to find
you. Medusa style. Try that on for size, boy!"

Suddenly a furious hum broke into the line; it wWlaafening, high-pitched, causing
David to thrust the phone away from his ear. Arehtthe calm voice of an operator was
heard: 'We are breaking in for an emergency. Ga&heolorado. '

Webb slowly brought the phone back to his ear.



'Is this Jason Bourne?' asked a man in a mid-Atlaccent, the voice refined,
aristocratic.

'I'm David Webb.'
'Of course you are. But you are also Jason Bourne.
*Was,' said David, mesmerized by something hedcoot define.

‘The conflicting lines of identity get blurred, MNebb. Especially for one who has been
through so much. '

'Who the hell are you?'

‘A friend, be assured of that. And a friend cawtione he calls a friend. You've made
outrageous accusations against some of our cosintigst dedicated servants — men who
will never be permitted an unaccountable five miilidollars — to this day unaccounted
for."

'Do you want to search me?'

'‘No more than I'd care to trace the labyrinthingsweour most accomplished wife buried
the funds in a dozen European.’

'She's gone!' Did your dedicated men tell you that'

"You were described as being overwrought — "raving$ the word that was used and
making astonishing accusations relative to youewyes. '

'Relative to— Goddamn you, she was taken from ous@! Someone's holding her
because they want me?'

‘Are you sure?"'

'‘Ask that dead fish McAllister. It's his scenaright down to the note. And suddenly he's
on the other side of the world!

‘A note?' asked the cultured voice.

'Very clear. Very specific. It's McAllister's stgrgnd he let it happen!. You let it happen!
'Perhaps you should examine the note further. '

'Why?'

'No matter. It may all become clearer to you wigthph psychiatric help. '



'What?'

'We want to do all we can for you, believe thatu¥e given so much — more than any
man should — and your extraordinary contributionncd be disregarded even if it comes
to a court of law. We placed you in the situatiod ave will stand by you — even if it
means bending the laws, coercing the courts. '

'What are you talking about? screamed David.

‘A respected army doctor tragically killed his wseveral years ago, it was in all the
papers. The stress became too much. The stresyes overe tenfold.

'l don't believe this!'

‘Let's put it another way, Mr Bourne. '
'I'm not Bourne!'

‘All right, Mr Webb, I'll be frank with you. '
‘That's a step up!

"You're not a well man. You've gone through eigbnths of psychiatric therapy there's
still a great deal of your own life you can't reniem you didn't even know your name.
It's all in the medical records, meticulous recdtag make clear the advanced state of
your mental illness, your compulsion for violencelaour obsessive rejection of your
own identity. In your torment you fantasize, yoefend to be people you are not; you
seem to have a compulsion to be someone otheythaself. '

That's crazy and you know it! Lies!"

'Crazy is a harsh word, Mr Webb, and the lies atemne. However, it's my job to
protect our government from false vilification, oohded accusations that could severely
damage the country. '

'Such as?'

"Your secondary fantasy concerning an unknown axgéion you call Medusa. Now, I'm
sure your wife will come back to you — if she citr,Webb. But if you persist with this
fantasy, with this figment of your tortured mindattyou call Medusa, we'll label you a
paranoid schizophrenic, a pathological liar pranarcontrollable violence and self-
deception. If such a man claims his wife is missimlgo knows where that pathological
trip could lead? Do | make myself clear?



David closed his eyes, the sweat rolling down acef 'Crystal clear,' he said quietly,
hanging up the phone.

Paranoid... pathological. Bastards! He openedyes @anting to spend his rage by
hurling himself against something, anything! Thenstopped and stood motionless as
another thought struck him, the obvious thoughtridd®anov! Mo Panov would label
the three monsters for what he knew they were.mpadents and liars, manipulators and
self-serving protectors of corrupt bureaucraciesd conceivably worse, far worse. He
reached for the phone and, trembling, dialled tmalmer that so often in the past had
brought forth a calming, rational voice that pradda sense of worth when Webb felt
there was very little of value left in him.

'‘David, how good to hear from you,' said Panov wenuine warmth.
'I'm afraid it's not, Mo. It's the worst call I"e¥er made to you. '
'‘Come on, David, that's pretty dramatic. We've tbeough a lot-'

'Listen to me!' yelled Webb . 'She's gone! Theyaken her!" The words poured forth,
sequences lacking order, the times confused.

'Stop it, David!" commanded Panov. '‘Go back. | warftear it from the beginning. When
this man came to see you after your... the memofigeur brother.'

' What man?'
'From the State Department .’
'Yes! All right, yes. McAllister, that was his name

'Go from there. Names, titles, positions. And spatlthe name of that banker in Hong
Kong. And for Christ's sake, slow down?

Webb again grabbed his wrist as it gripped the phbie started again, imposing a false
control on his speech; but still it became strigéght, involuntarily gathering speed.
Finally he managed to get everything out, everglia could recall, knowing in horror
that he had not remembered everything. Unknownkidaaces filled him with pain.
They were coming back, the terrible blank spacesh&tl said all he could say for the
moment; there was nothing left.

'‘David," began Mo Panov firmly. 'l want you to dorgething for me. Now. '

'What?



'It may sound foolish to you, even a little bitzyabut | suggest you go down the street
to the beach and take a walk along the shore. fhialr, forty-five minutes, that's all.
Listen to the surf and the waves crashing aganestdcks. '

'You can't be serious? protested Webb.

'I'm very serious,’ insisted Mo. 'Remember we adj@ece that there were times when
people should put their heads on hold — God knbds,it more than a reasonably
respected psychiatrist should. Things can overwhelnand before we can get our act
together we have to get rid of part of the confusdo as | ask, David. I'll get back to
you as soon as | can, no more than an hour, I'dsgdend | want you calmer than you are
now. '

It was crazy, but as with so much of what Panoetiioften casually, suggested, there
was truth in his words. Webb walked along the caddky beach, never for an instant
forgetting what had happened, but whether it wascttange of scene, or the wind, or the
incessant, repetitive sounds of the pounding odeaifpund himself breathing more
steadily every bit as deeply, as tremulously, dsreebut without the higher registers of
hysteria. He looked at his watch, at the luminoas alded by the moonlight. He had
walked back and forth for thirty-two minutes; it svall the indulgence he could bear. He
climbed the path through the dunes of wild graghi¢écstreet and headed for the house,
his pace quickening with every step.

He sat in his chair at the desk, his eyes rigithenphone. It rang; he picked it up before
the bell had stopped. 'Mo?'

‘Yes. '

'It was damned cold out there. Thank you. '

Thank you. "

'‘What have you learned?’

And then the extension of the nightmare began.

'How long has Marie been gone, David?"

'l don't know. An hour, two hours, maybe more. WWhttat got to do with anything?'
'‘Could she be shopping? Or did you two have a figist perhaps she wanted to be by
herself for a while? We agreed that things are siomes very difficult for her — you

made the point yourself. '

'What the hell are you talking about? There's & sptlling it out! Blood, a hand print!'



'Yes, you mentioned them before, but they're sormnating. Why would anyone do
that?"

'How do | know! It was done -they were done. Iihare!”
'Did you call the police?

'Christ, no! It's not for the police! It's for sy me! Can't you understand that...? What
did you find out? Why are you talking like this?'

'‘Because | have to. In all the sessions, in alhtbaths we talked we never said anything
but the truth to each other because the truth & ybu have to know. '

'Mo! For God's sake, it's Marie!’

'Please, David, let me finish. If they're lyingrdahey've lied before — I'll know it and
I'll expose them. | couldn't do anything less. Bt going to tell you exactly what they
told me, what the number two man in the Far Easti®@emade specifically clear, and
what the chief of security for the State Departnreatd to me as the events were
officially logged.

‘Officially logged... ?'

'Yes. He said row called security-control a littheer a week ago, and according to the
log you were in a highly agitated state -e-'

'l called them?'

That's right, that's what he said. According tolts, you claimed you had received
threats; your speech was "incoherent” — that wasvitrd they used — and you demanded
additional security immediately. Because of thesiféed flag on your file, the request
was bounced upstairs and the upper levels saige"dim what he wants. Cool him. ™
'l can't believe this!"

'It's only the middle, David. Hear me out, becalsdistening to you. '

'‘Okay. Go on. '

That's it. Easy. Stay cool — no, strike that wardd!" .’

'Please do. "'

'Once the patrols were in place — again accordirige logs you called twice more

complaining that your guards weren't doing their. jgou said they were drinking in
their cars in front of your house, that they lawjaeyou when they accompanied you on



the campus, that they — and here | quote — "Theyalking a mockery of what they're
supposed to be doing. " | underlined that phrase. '

‘A "mockery"...?

'Easy, David. Here's the end of it, the end ofitigs. You made a last call stating
emphatically that you wanted everyone taken awthat-your guards were your enemy,
they were the men who wanted to kill you. In essegou had transformed those who
were trying to protect you into enemies who woutdek you. '

'‘And I'm sure that fits snugly into one of thosdishit psychiatric conclusions that had
me converting — or perverting — my anxieties irdogmoia . '

'Very snugly," said Panov. Too snugly. '
'What did the number two in Far East tell you?

Panov was silent for a moment . 'lt's not what waint to hear, David, but he was
adamant. They never heard of a banker or any inflaletaipan named Yao Ming. He
said the way things were in Hong Kong these ddykere was such a person he'd have
the dossier memorized. '

'Does he think | made it all up! The name, the wifie drug connection, the places, the
circumstances the British reaction! For Christlesa couldn't invent those things!

'It'd be a stretch for you,' agreed the psychiasadtly. "Then everything I've just told you
you're hearing for the first time and none of itkeasense? It's not the way you recall
things?'

'Mo, it's all a lie! | never called State. McAllstcame to the house and told us both
everything I've told you, including the Yao Mingst! And now she's gone, and I've
been given a lead to follow. Why? For Christ's sakeat are they doing to us?'

'l asked about McAllister," said Panov, his tonédanly angry. The Fast East deputy
checked with State posting and called me back. BagyMcAllister flew into Hong

Kong two weeks ago, that according to his very iseecalendar he couldn't have been at
your house in Maine. '

'He was here!'

'l think | believe you. '

'What does that mean?"'



'Among other things, | can hear the truth in yooice, sometimes when you can't. Also
that phrase "making a mockery" of something isaftegally in the vocabulary of a
psychotic in a highly agitated state — certainlyinoyours at your wildest . '

'I'm not with you. '

'‘Someone saw where you worked and what you did fiing and thought he'd add a
little upgraded verbiage. Local colour, in youreasThen Panov exploded. 'My God,
what are they doing?'

'Locking me into a starting gate,' said Webb sofflyey're forcing me to go after
whatever it is they want . '

'Sons of bitches!'

'It's called recruitment. ' David stared at thelw&tay away. Mo, there's nothing you can
do. They've got all their pieces in place. I'm o#ted. ' He hung up.

Dazed, Webb walked out of his small office and dtwothe Victorian hallway surveying
the upturned furniture and the broken lamps, chméglass strewn across the floor of
the living room beyond. Then words spoken by Pagamlier in the terrible conversation
came to him: They're so incriminating. '

approached the front door and opened it. He fontedelf to look at the hand print in
the centre of the upper panel, the dried blood @hudl dark in the light of the carriage
lamps. Then he drew closer and examined it.

It was the imprint of a hand but not a handprifiteie was the outline of a hand — the
impression, the palm and the extended fingers -abureaks in the bloody form, no
creases or indentations that a bleeding hand pregsenst hard wood would reveal, no
identifying marks, no isolated parts of the flegdhin place so as to stamp its own
particular characteristics. It was like a flat,amaled shadow from a piece of stained glass,
no planes other than the single impression. A gilkeubber glove?

David drew his eyes away and slowly turned to thecase in the middle of the hallway,
his thoughts haltingly centring on other words sgoky another man. A strange man
with a mesmerizing voice.

Perhaps you should examine the note furthermait all become clearer to you with
help — psychiatric help.

Webb suddenly screamed, the terror within him gngwas he ran to the staircase and
raced up the steps to the bedroom, where he staitbd typewritten note on the bed. He
picked it up with sickening fear and carried itis wife's dressing table. He turned on
the lamp and studied the print under the light.



If the heart within him could have burst, it wolldve blown apart. Instead, Jason
Bourne coldly examined the note before him.

The slightly bent, irregular rs were there, as waslthe ds, the upper staves incomplete,
breaking off at the halfway mark.

Bastards!

The note had been written on his own typewritecrRiément.

He sat on the rocks above the beach, knowing heédthk clearly. He had to define
what was before him and what was expected of hidntla@n how to out-think whoever
was manipulating him. Above all, he knew he couwtlgive in to panic, even the
perception of panic — a panicked man was dangeeonisk to be eliminated. If he went
over the edge, he would only ensure the death ofeMind himself; it was that simple.
Everything was so delicate — violently delicate.

David Webb was out of the question. Jason Bourdedassume control. Jesus! It was
crazy! Mo Panov had told him to walk on the bea@as-¥Webb — and now he had to sit
there as Bourne, thinking things out as Bourne dhihk them out — he had to deny one
part of himself and accept the opposite.

Strangely, it was not impossible, nor even intddéafor Marie was out there. His love,
his only love — Don't think that way. Jason Bouspeke: she is a valuable possession
taken from you! Get her back. Jason Bourne spokenhit a possession, my life!
Jason Bourne: Then break all the rules! Find herndher back to you!

David Webb: | don't know how. Help me!

Use me! Use what you've learned from me. You'velgotools, you've had them for
years. You were the best in Medusa. Above all gllveas control. You preached that.
You lived that. And you stayed alive.

Control.

Such a simple word. Such an incredible demand.

Webb climbed off the rocks and once again wenhegpath through the wild grass to the
street and started back towards the old Victormumnsk, loathing its sudden, frightening,



unfair emptiness. As he walked a name flashed ad¢rgshoughts; then it returned and
remained fixed. Slowly the face belonging to thatne came into focus — very slowly,
for the man aroused hatred in David that was r®deste for the sadness he also evoked.

Alexander Conklin had tried to kill him — twice Ageach time he had nearly succeeded.
And Alex Conklin — according to his deposition aslivas his own numerous psychiatric
sessions with Mo Panov and what vague memoriesdaild provide — had been a
close friend of Foreign Service Officer Webb ansl Tinai wife and their children in
Cambodia a lifetime ago. When death had struck fitmerskies, filling the river with
circles of blood, David had fled blindly to Saigdms rage uncontrollable, and it was his
friend in the Central Intelligence Agency, Alex &an, who found a place for him in the
illegitimate battalion they called Medusa.

If you can survive the jungle training, you'll benan they want. But watch them — every
goddamned one of them, every goddamned minute.'Tbetyyour arm off for a watch.
Those were the words Webb recalled, and he spaityfiecalled that they had been
spoken by the voice of Alexander Conklin.

He had survived the brutal training and becameaDélb other name, just a progression
in the alphabet. Delta One. Then after the wartdD@kcame Cain. Cain is for Delta and
Carlos is for Cain. That was the challenge hurle@aalos the assassin. Created by
Treadstone 71, a killer named Cain would catchitdukal.

It was as Cain, a name the underworld of Europavknaeality was Asia's Jason Bourne,
that Conklin had betrayed his friend. A simple @fcfaith on Alex's part could have made
all the difference, but Alex could not find it withhimself to provide it; his own
bitterness precluded that particular charity. Héeled the worst of his former friend
because his own sense of martyrdom made him wdrgligve it. It raised his own

broken self-esteem, convincing him that he wasbd#ttan his former friend. In his work
with Medusa, Conklin's foot had been shattered laynd mine, and his brilliant career as
a field strategist was cut short. A crippled maaldaot stay in the field where a

growing reputation might take him up the ladderdest by such men as Alien Dulles and
James Angleton, and Conklin did not possess this $i ‘the bureaucratic in-fighting
demanded at Langley. He withered, a once extraargitactician left to watch inferior
talents pass him by, his expertise sought onlganexy, the head of Medusa always in
the background, dangerous, someone to be kepinet Ength.

Two years of imposed castration until a man knowitha Monk — a Rasputin of covert
operations — sought him out because one David Wablbeen selected for an
extraordinary assignment and Conklin had known Weblyears. Treadstone 71 was
created, Jason Bourne became its product and Ghdakackal its target. And for thirty-
two months Conklin monitored this most secret akslfied operations, until the scenario
fell apart with Jason Bourne's disappearance amitndrawal of over five million
dollars from Treadstone's Zurich account.



With no evidence to the contrary, Conklin presurttelworst. The legendary Bourne
had turned; life in the nether world had becomenmeh for him and the temptation to
come in from the cold with over five million dol&had been too alluring to resist.
Especially for one known as the chameleon, a nndtilal deep-cover specialist who
could change appearances and lifestyles with tbe diffort that he could literally vanish.
A trap for an assassin had been baited and thdpaihbad vanished, revealing a
scheming thief. For the crippled Alexander Conkliis was not only the act of a traitor,
but intolerable treachery. Considering everythimat had been done to him, his foot now
no more than a painfully awkward dead weight suwlfyjeencased in stolen flesh, a once
brilliant career a shambles, his personal lifedllwith a loneliness that only a total
commitment to the Agency could bring about — a diewonot reciprocated what right
had anyone else to turn? What other man had givext e had given?

So his once close friend, David Webb, became teengnJason Bourne. Not merely the
enemy, but an obsession. He had helped createyttie Ine would destroy it. His first
attempt was with two hired killers on the outskofdaris.

David shuddered at the memory, still seeing a defe@onklin limp away, his crippled
figure in Webb's gunsight.

The second try was blurred for David. Perhaps haldvoever recall it completely. It had
taken place at the Treadstone sterile house onYeWs 71st Street, an ingenious trap
mounted by Conklin, which was aborted by Webb'ddnsal efforts to survive and,
oddly enough, the presence of Carlos the Jackal.

Later, when the truth was known, that the ‘traited no treason in him but instead a
mental aberration called amnesia, Conklin fell aganring David's agonizing months of
convalescence in Virginia, Alex tried repeatedlgée his former friend, to explain, to
tell his part of the bloody story — to apologizeéhwevery fibre of his being.

David, however, had no forgiveness in his soul.
'If he walks through that door I'll kill him," hdzken his words.

That would change now, thought Webb as he quickbmegdace down the street towards
the house. Whatever Conklin's faults and dupligjtiew men in the intelligence
community had the insights and the sources he baelaped over a lifetime of
commitment. David had not thought about Alex in thanhe thought about him now,
suddenly remembering the last time his name canie cpnversation. Mo Panov had
rendered his verdict.

'l can't help him because he doesn't want to kgeldeHe'll carry his last bottle of sour
mash up to that great big black operations roothérsky bombed out of his mercifully
dead skull. If he lasts to his retirement at thé ehthe year, I'll be astonished. On the
other hand, if he stays pickled they may



put him in a straitjacket and that'll keep him ofitraffic. | swear | don't know how he
gets to work every day. That pension is one hedl s@irvival-therapy — better than
anything Freud ever left us.'

Panov had spoken those words no more than fivelm@go. Conklin was still in place.

I'm sorry, Mo. His survival one-way or the othereda't bother me. So far as I'm
concerned, his status is dead.

It was not dead now, thought David, as he ran agstaps of the oversized Victorian
porch. Alex Conklin was very much alive, whetheurds or not, and even if he was
preserved in bourbon, he had his sources, thogaatsrhe had cultivated during a
lifetime of devotion to the shadow world that ulétaly rejected him. Within that world
debts were owed; and they were paid out of fear.

Alexander Conklin. Number | on Jason Bourne'sisit |

He opened the door and once again stood in therdaalbut his eyes did not see the
wreckage. Instead, the logician in him ordered targo back into his study and begin
the procedures; there was nothing but confusiohowitimposed order, and confusion
led to questions — he could not afford them. Eveng had to be precise within the
reality he was creating so as to divert the curfous the reality that was.

He sat down at the desk and tried to focus hisghtsu There was the ever-present spiral
notebook from the College Shop in front of him. éfened the thick cover to the first
lined page and reached for a pencil... He couldpiadt it up! His hand shook so much
that his whole body trembled. He held his breathmade a fist, clenching it until his
fingernails cut into his flesh. He closed his eyhen opened them, forcing his hand to
return to the pencil, commanding it to do its j8kowly, awkwardly, his fingers gripped
the thin, yellow shaft and moved the pencil intgipon. The words were barely legible,
but they were there.

The university phone president and dean of stuéi@sily crisis, not Canada can he
traced. Invent a brother in Europe, perhaps. Yamie. Leave of absence brief leave of
absence. Right away. Will stay in touch.

House call rental agent, same story. Ask Jack églcperiodically. He has key. Turn
thermostat to 60°.

Mail — fill out form at Post Office. Hold all mail.
Newspapers — cancel.
The little things, the goddamned little things e tmimportant daily trivia became so

terribly important and had to be taken care ofret there would be no sign whatsoever
of an abrupt departure without a planned returrat Was vital; he had to remember it



with every word he spoke. Questions had to be teptminimum, the inevitable
speculations reduced to manageable proportionghwheant he had to confront the
obvious conclusion that his recent bodyguards somedéd to his leave of absence. To
defuse the connection, the most plausible way wasnphasize the short duration of that
absence and to face the issue with a straightfard@smissal such as 'Incidentally, if
you're wondering whether this has anything to dinwiwell, don't. That's a closed book;
it didn't have much merit anyway. ' He would knoettbr how to respond while talking
to both the university's president and the deagir thwn reactions would guide him. If
anything could guide him. If he was capable ofking! Don't slide back! Keep going.
Move that pencil! Fill out the page with thingsdo — then another page, and another!
Passports, initials on wallets or billfolds or $hito correspond with the names being
used; airline reservations — connecting flightsdimect routes — oh, God! To where!
Marie! Where are you?

Stop it! Control yourself. You are capable, you e capable. You have no choice, so
be what you once were. Feel ice. Be ice.

Without warning, the shell he was building aroundgelf was shattered by the ear-
splitting sound of the telephone inches from hischan the desk. He looked at it,
swallowing, wondering if he were capable of sougdiemotely normal. It rang again, a
terrible insistence in its ring. You have no choice

He picked it up, gripping the receiver with suchctothat his knuckles turned white. He
managed to get out the single word. 'Yes? ,

This is the mobile-air operator, satellite transius-'

'Who? What did you say?"

'l have a mid-flight radio call for a Mr. Webb. Ayeu Mr. Webb, sir?'
‘Yes. '

And then the world he knew blew up in a thousagg¢a mirrors, each an image of
screaming torment.

'David!'
'Marie?'

'‘Don't panic, darling! Do you hear me, don't paritgr voice came through the static;
she was trying not to shout but could not help dlérs

‘Are you all right? The note said you were hurteunwded!

'I'm all right. A few scratches, that's all. '



'‘Where are you?
'‘Over the ocean, I'm sure they'll tell you that muadon't know; | was sedated.
'Oh, Jesus! | can't stand it! They took you away!

'Pull yourself together, David. | know what thisdising to you, but they don't. Do you
understand what I'm saying? They don't!

She was sending him a coded message; it was rbtdndecipher. He had to be the man
he hated. He had to be Jason Bourne, and the msgassalive and well and residing in
the body of David Webb.

‘All right. Yes, all right. I've been going out ofy mind!'

"Your voice is being amplified-'

‘Naturally. '

They're letting me speak to you so you'll know &lwe. '

'Have they hurt you?"

‘Not intentionally. '

'What the hell are "scratches"?

'l struggled. | fought. And | was brought up oraach. '

'‘Oh, my God-"

'‘David, please! Don't let them do this to you!"

To me? It's you!

'l know, darling. | think they're testing you, caou understand that?'

Again the message. Be Jason Bourne for both thkéss for both their lives. "All right.
Yes, all right. ' He lessened the intensity ofwoge, trying to control himself. "When did
it happen?' he asked.

This morning, about an hour after you left .

This morning"? Christ, all day! How?'



They came to the door. Two men-'

'‘Who?'

'I'm permitted to say they're from the Far Eastuady, | don't know any more than that.
They asked me to accompany them and | refused.ihta the kitchen and saw a knife. |
stabbed one of them in the hand."'

The handprint on the door.. ."'

'l don't understand. '

'It doesn't matter. '

"A man wants to talk to you, David. Listen to hibut not in anger not in a rage — can
you understand that?

‘All right Yes, all right. | understand. '

The man's voice came on the line. It was hesitahptecise, almost British in its
delivery, someone who had been taught English dyreglishman, or by someone who
had lived in the UK. Nevertheless, it was identifiaOriental; the accent was southern
China, the pitch, the short vowels and sharp caasisnrsounding of Cantonese.

'We do not care to harm your wife, Mr. Webb but i§ necessary, it will be unavoidable.

'l wouldn't, if | were you,' said David coldly.

'Jason Bourne speaks?'

'He speaks. '

The acknowledgement is the first step in our urtdeding. '
'What understanding?

"You took something of great value from a man. '
"You've taken something of great value from me. '

'She is alive. '

'She'd better stay that way. '

'Another is dead. You killed her. "'



'‘Are you sure about that?' Bourne would not ageadity unless it served his purpose to
do so.

'We are very sure. '
'‘What's your proof?’

"You were seen. A tall man who stayed in the shadanwd raced through the hotel
corridors and across fire escapes with the movesradrd mountain cat. '

‘Then | wasn't really seen, was I? Nor could | ha@en. | was thousands of miles away. '
Bourne would always give himself an option.

'In these times of fast aircraft, what is distandéf® Oriental paused, then added sharply.
"You cancelled your duties for a period of five dayo and a half weeks ago. '

‘And if | told you | attended a symposium on thea@and Yuan dynasties down in
Boston — which was very much in line with my duties

'l am startled,' interrupted the man courteousityat'Jason Bourne would employ such a
lamentably feeble excuse.

He had not wanted to go to Boston. That symposia® Mght years away from his
lectures, but he had been officially asked to altt@ime request came from Washington,
from the Cultural Exchange Program and filteredtigh the university's Department of
Oriental Studies. Christ! Every pawn was in pldEaicuse for what?'

'For being where he was not. Large crowds minglimgpng the exhibits, certain people
paid to swear you were there. '

That's ridiculous, not to say patently amateurigion't pay. '
"You were paid. '
'l was? How?

Through the same bank you used before. In Zuriblke. Gemeinschatft in Zurich — on the
Bahnhofstrasse, of course. '

'‘Odd | haven't received a statement,' said Daigtiring carefully.

'When you were Jason Bourne in Europe, you nevedetwone, for yours was a three-
zero account — the most secret, which is very s@wleed in Switzerland. However, we
found a draft-transfer made out to the Gemeinsarating the papers of a man — a dead
man, of course. '



'Of course. But not the man | supposedly killed.

‘Certainly not. But one who ordered that man kill@idng with a treasured prize of my
employer. '

‘A prize is a trophy, isn't it?'

'‘Both are won, Mr. Bourne. Enough. You are you. t8é¢he Regent Hotel in Kowloon.
Register under any name you wish but ask for Skikenine-zero — say you believe
arrangements were made to reserve it .

'How convenient. My own rooms. '
"It will save time. '
'It'll also take me time to make arrangements Here.

'We are certain you will not raise alarms and witlve as rapidly as you can. Be there by
the end of the week. '

'‘Count on both. Put my wife back on the line. "’

'l regret | cannot do that.'

'For Christ's sake, you can hear everything we' say!
"You will speak with her in Kowloon. '

There was an echoing click and he could hear ngtbimthe line but static. He replaced
the phone, his grip so intense a cramp had formead®n his thumb and forefinger. He
removed his hand and shook it violently, his gtip imtact. He was grateful that the pain
allowed him to re-enter reality more gradually. ¢tabbed his right hand with his left,
held it steady and pressed his left thumb intcctldenp... and as he watched his fingers
spread free, he knew what he had to do withoutimgsin hour on the all-important
unimportant trivia. He had to reach Conklin in Wasjton, the gutter rat who had tried
to kill him in broad daylight on New York's 71str&t. Alex, drunk or sober, made no
distinction between the hours of day and night,didrthe operations he knew so well,
for there was no night and day where his work waecerned. There was only the flat
light of fluorescent tubes in offices that neveysdd. If he had to, he would press
Alexander Conklin until the blood rolled out of thatter rat's eyes; he would learn what
he had to know, knowing that Conklin could getitifermation.

Webb rose unsteadily from the chair, walked outisfstudy and into the kitchen, where
he poured himself a drink, grateful again thataltih his hand still trembled, it did so
less than before.



He could delegate certain things. Jason Bournerraslegated anything, but he was still
David Webb and there were several people on cammpgsuld trust — certainly not with
the truth but with a useful lie. By the time heureied to his study and the telephone he
had chosen his conduit. Conduit, for God's sakelotd from the past he thought he had
been free to forget. But the young man would dotwiesasked; the graduate student's
master's thesis would ultimately be graded by tiigser, one David Webb. Use the
advantage, whether it's total darkness or blindinglight, but use it to frighten or use it
with compassion, whatever worked.

'Hello, James? It's David Webb .
'Hi, Mr. Webb. Where'd | screw up?'

"You haven't, Jim. Things have screwed up for neelaoould use a little extra-curricular
help. Would you be interested? It'll take a litthae. '

This weekend? The game?

'No, just tomorrow morning. Maybe an hour or sahdt. Then a little bonus in terms of
your curriculum vitae, if that doesn't sound toedeshit .

'‘Name it .’

'Well, confidentially — and I'd appreciate the ddehtiality — | have to be away for a
week, perhaps two, and I'm about to call the poweatbe and suggest that you sit in for
me. It's no problem for you; it's the Manchu ovestin and the Sino-Russian agreements
that sound very familiar today. '

‘Nineteen-hundred to around nineteen-o-six," dsdiaster's candidate with confidence.

"You can refine it, and don't overlook the JapareskPort Arthur and old Teddy
Roosevelt. Line it up and draw parallel::; thattsaivl've been doing. '

‘Can do. Will do. I'll hit the sources. What abtarmorrow?

'l have to leave tonight, Jim; my wife's alreadyham way. Have you got a pencil?'
‘Yes, sir. '

"You know what they say about piling up newspaj@ic the mail, so | want you to call
the newspaper delivery and go down to the Post®tnd tell them both to hold

everything sign whatever you have to sign. Thehthal Scully Agency here in town and
speak to Jack or Adele and tell them to.. .



The master's candidate was recruited. The nextweallfar easier than David expected, as
the president of the university was at a dinnetyparhis honour at the President's
Residence and was far more interested in his fontineg speech than in an obscure — if
unusual — associate professor's leave of absétleaseé reach the dean of studies, Mr...
Wedd. I'm raising money, damnit .’

The dean of studies was not so easily handledidDhss this anything to do with those
people who were walking around with you last wekkigan, after all, old boy, I'm one
of the few people here who know that you were imgdlwith some very hush-hush
things in Washington. '

'‘Nothing whatsoever, Doug. That was nonsense franbeginning; this isn't. My brother
was seriously injured, his car completely writtéh bve got to get over to Paris for a few
days, maybe a week, that's all. '

'l was in Paris two years ago. The drivers are labsonaniacs. '

'‘No worse than Boston, Doug, and a hell of a I¢tdoehan Cairo. '

'‘Well, | suppose | can make arrangements. A wagktisat long, and Johnson was out
for nearly a month with pneumonia-'

'I've already made arrangements with your apprafalpurse. Jim Crowther, a master's
candidate, will fill in for me. It's material he &ws and he'll do a good job .

'Oh, yes, Crowther, a bright young man, in spitbisfbeard. Never did trust beards, but
then | was here in the sixties. '

‘Try growing one. It may set you free. '

Tit let that go by. Are you sure this hasn't anythio do with those people from the State
Department? | really must have the facts, DavidaVghyour brother's name? What Paris
hospital is he in?"

'l don't know the hospital, but Marie probably da&se left this morning. Good-bye,
Doug. I'll call you tomorrow or the next day. | leaio get down to Logan Airport in
Boston. '

‘David?'

‘Yes?'

'Why do | feel you're not being entirely truthfuitivme?’

Webb remembered. 'Because I've never been inditign before," he said. '‘Asking a
favour from a friend because of someone I'd ratloéthink about .



David hung up the phone.

The flight from Boston to Washington was madderbegause of a fossilized professor
of pedantry — David never did get the course — hdud the seat next to his. The man's
voice droned on throughout the flight. It was owlyen they landed at National Airport
that the pedant admitted the truth.

'l've been a bore, but do forgive me. I'm terrifeddlying so | just keep chattering. Silly,
isn't it?'

‘Not at all, but why didn't you say so? It's hardlgrime. '
'Fear of peer pressure, or scoffing condemnationagine. '

'l remember that the next time I'm sitting néxtsomeone like you. ' Webb smiled
briefly. ‘Maybe | could help. '

That's kind of you. And very honest. Thank you. hgou so much. '
'You're welcome. '

David retrieved his suitcase from the luggage &edt went outside for a taxi, annoyed
that the cabs were not taking single fares busiimg on two or more passengers going in
the same direction. His backseat companion wasmamnpan attractive woman who used
body language in concert with imploring eyes. ld@ao sense to him, so he made no
sense of her, thanking her for dropping him oftfir

He registered at the Jefferson Hotel on 16th Stueeter a false name invented at the
moment. The hotel, however, was not an impulseag a block and a half from

Conklin's apartment, the same apartment the Clisathad lived in for nearly twenty
years when he was not in the field. It was an axtdBavid made sure to get before he
left Virginia, again instinct — visceral distruste had a telephone number as well, but
knew it was useless; he could not phone Conklie. die-time deep cover strategist
would mount defences, more mental than physica Vdebb wanted to confront an
unprepared man. There would be no warning, onlseagmce demanding a debt that was
owed and must now be paid.

David glanced at his watch; it was ten minutes tdnight, as good a time as any and
better than most. He washed, changed his shirtiaaltly dug out one of the two
dismantled guns from his suitcase, removing it ftbmthick, foil-lined bag. He snapped
the parts in place, tested the firing mechanismsied the clip into the receiving
chamber. He held the weapon out and studied hid, lsatisfied that there was no tremor.
It felt clean and unremarkable. Eight hours agwbeld not have believed he could hold
a gun in his hand for fear he might fire it. Thatsaeight hours ago, not now. Now it was
comfortable, a part of him, an extension of JasouarBe.



He left the Jefferson and walked down 16th Strteeting right at the corner and noting
the descending numbers of the old apartments —aldrgpartments, reminding him of
the brownstones on the Upper East Side of New YTnkre was a curious logic in the
observation, considering Conklin's role in the Bistane project, he thought. Treadstone
71's sterile house in Manhattan had been a browastm odd, bulging structure with
upper windows of tinted blue glass. He could see itlearly, hear the voices so clearly,
without really understanding — the incubating fagtor Jason Bourne.

Do it again!

Who is the face?

What's his background? His method of kill?

Wrong! You're wrong! Do it again!

Who's this? What's the connection to Carlos?

Damn it, think! There can be no mistakes!

A brownstone. Where his other self was createdithe he needed so much now.
There it was, Conklin's apartment. He was on ttst fioor, facing front. The lights were
on; Alex was home and awake. Webb crossed thet,saware that a misty drizzle had
suddenly filled the air, diffusing the glare of thieeetlamps, halos beneath the orbs of
rippled glass. He walked up the steps and opereddbr to the short foyer; he stepped
inside and studied the names under the mailbox#eedix flats. Each had a webbed
circle under the name into which a caller annourfgatself.

There was no time for complicated invention. If 8ds verdict was accurate, his voice
would be sufficient. He pressed Conklin's buttod asaited for a response; it came after
the better part of a minute.

'Yes? Who's there?"

'Harry Babcock heah,' said David, the accent exadgeg. 'I've got to see you, Alex. '

'Harry? What the hell...? Sure, sure, come onTU@' buzzer droned, broken off once — a
finger momentarily displaced.

David went inside and ran up the narrow staircagbé first floor, hoping to be outside
Conklin's door when he opened it. He arrived lbas ta second before Alex, who, with
his eyes only partially focused, pulled back therdand began to scream. Webb lunged,
clamping his hand across Conklin's face, twistirey€IA man around in a hammerlock
and kicking the door shut.



He had not physically attacked a person for as &sbe could remember with any
accuracy. It should have been strange, even awkwatdt was neither. It was perfectly
natural. Oh, Christ!

'I'm going to take my hand away, Alex, but if yaise your voice it goes back. And you
won't survive if it does, is that clear? David re@d his hand, yanking Conklin's head
back as he did so.

"You're one hell of a surprise,’ said the CIA mayghing, and lurching into a limp as he
was released. 'You also call for a drink.’

'l gather it's a pretty steady diet.'

'We are what we are," answered Conklin, awkwareching down for an empty glass

on the coffee table in front of a large, well-wawouch. He carried it over to a copper-
plated dry bar against the wall where identicatlbstof bourbon stood in a single row.
There were no mixers, no water, just an ice budketas not a bar for guests. It was for
the host in residence, its gleaming metal proclagmi to be an extravagance the resident
permitted himself. The rest of the living room we in its class. Somehow that copper
bar was a statement.

"To what,' continued Conklin, pouring himself andti'do | owe this dubious pleasure?
You refused to see me in Virginia — said you'd iki#, and that's a fact. That's what you
said. You'd kill me if | walked through the doogwsaid that . '

'You're drunk. '

'Probably. But then | usually am around this tilde.you want to start out with a lecture?
It won't do a hell of a lot of good, but give ietbld college try if you want to. '

"You're sick. '

'No, I'm drunk, that's what you said. Am | repegtinyself?

'‘Ad nauseam. '

'Sorry about that. ' Conklin replaced the bottektseveral swallows from his glass and
looked at Webb . 'l didn't walk through your dogou came through mine, but | suppose
that's immaterial. Did you come here to finallyrgasut your threat, to fulfil the
prophecy, to put past wrongs to rights or whateeer call it? That rather obvious flat

bulge under your jacket | doubt is a pint of whisky

'l no longer have an overriding urge to see youwdbat yes, | may kill you. You could
provoke that urge very easily. '



'Fascinating. How could | do that?"
'‘By not providing me with what | need — and you paovide it . '
"You must know something | don't .’

'l know you've got twenty years in grey to blaclemdions and that you wrote the book
on most of them. '

'History," muttered the CIA man, drinking.

'It's revivable. Unlike mine your memory's intadline's limited, but not yours. | need
information, | need answers. '

To what? For what?

‘They took my wife away,' said David simply, icetivat simplicity. 'They took Marie
away from me. "'

Conklin's eyes blinked through his fixed starey'8et again. | don't think | heard you
right .

'You heard! And you bastards are somewhere deep dotie rotten scenario!
'‘Not me! | wouldn't — | couldn't!. What the helleayou saying? Marie's gone?’
'She's in a plane over the Pacific. I'm to folléw to fly to Kowloon. '

"You're crazy! You're out of your mind!

'You listen to me, Alex. You listen carefully toeything | tell you... * Again the words
poured forth, but now with a control he had notrbabkle to summon with Morris Panov.
Conklin drunk had sharper perceptions than mostrswien in the intelligence
community, and he had to understand. Webb coul@lfmi any lapses in the narrative;
it had to be clear from the beginning — from thainment when he spoke to Marie over
the gymnasium phone and heard her say. 'David, tmme. There's someone here you
must see. Quickly, darling.

As he talked, Conklin limped unsteadily acrossrtiam to the couch and sat down, his
eyes never once leaving Webb's face. When Davidihmstied describing the hotel
around the corner, Alex shook his head and reafdrdds drink.

'It's eerie," he said after a period of silencantédnse concentration fighting the clouds of
alcohol; he put the glass down. 'It's as thouginadegyy was mounted and went off the
wire. '



'Off the wire?
'Out of control. '
'How?'

'l don't know," went on the former tactician, wewsyslightly, trying not to slur his words.
"You're given a script that may or may not be aatrthen the targets change -your wife
for you — and it's played out. You react predigtabut when you mention Medusa,
you're told in no uncertain terms that you'll bermd if you persist.'

That's predictable.’

'It's no way to prime a subject. Suddenly your sifen a back burner and Medusa's the
overriding danger. Someone miscalculated. Somethoffa wire, something happened.

"You've got what's left of tonight and tomorronget me some answers. I'm on the seven
P. M. flight to Hong Kong. '

Conklin sat forward, shaking his head slowly, anthwis right hand trembling again
reached for his bourbon. '"You're in the wrong patbwn," he said, swallowing. 'l

thought you knew; you made a tight little allustorthe sauce. I'm useless to you. I'm off
limits, a basket case. No one tells me anythingveimg should they? I'm a relic, Webb.
Nobody wants to have a goddamned thing to do wehlim washed out and up and one
more step I'll be beyond-salvage — which | belisva phrase locked in that crazy head of
yours. '

'Yes, it is. "Kill him. He knows too much. '

'‘Maybe you want to put me there, is that it? Faed twake up the sleeping Medusa and
make sure he gets it from his own. That would badah

"You put me there,' said David, taking the gunafuhe holster under his jacket.

'Yes, | did," agreed Conklin, nodding his head gazring at the weapon. '‘Because | knew
Delta, and as far as | was concerned anything wssilgle — I'd seen you in the field. My
God, you blew a man's head off — one of your own Are Tarn Quan because you
believed — you didn't know, you believed ~ he wabaiag a platoon on the Ho Chi

Minh! No charges, no defence, just another swiitceion in the jungle. It turned out
you were right, but you might have been wrong! Yould have brought him in; we
might have learned things, but no, not Delta! Helenap his own rules. Sure, you could
have turned in Zurich!



'l don't have the specifics about Tam Quan, bugrstdid," said David in quiet anger. 'l
had to get nine men out of there, there wasn't rfmora tenth who could have slowed us
down or bolted, giving away our position. '

'‘Good! Your rules. You're inventive, so find a plaiehere and for Christ's sake pull the
trigger like you did with him, our bona fide Jaddourne! | told you in Paris to do it"
Breathing hard, Conklin paused and leveled hisdgbot eyes at Webb; he spoke in a
plaintive whisper. 'l told you then and | tell yoaw. Put me out of it. | don't have the
guts. '

'We were friends, Alex!" shouted David. 'You cam@tir house! You ate with us and
played with the kids! You swam with them in theenv. ' Oh my God lit was all coming
back. The images, the faces... Oh, Christ, thesfacBhe bodies floating in circles of
water arid blood... Control yourself! Reject thelReject! Only now. Now!

‘That was in another country, David. And besidéslen't think you want me to complete
the line."’

"Besides the wench is dead. " No, I'd prefer ymimn't repeat the line. '

'No matter what,' said Conklin hoarsely, swallowingst of his whisky. '"We were both
erudite, weren't we?... | can't help you. '

‘Yes, you can. You will'

'Get off it, soldier. There's no way. '

'Debts are owed you. Call them in. I'm calling your

'Sorry. You can pull that trigger any time you wanit if you don't, I'm not putting
myself beyond-salvage or blowing everything thed'sing to me — legitimately coming
to me. If I'm allowed to go to pasture, | intendgtaze well. They took enough. | want
some back. ' The CIA officer got up from the coacld awkwardly walked across the
room towards the copper bar. His limp was more puoced than Webb ever
remembered it, his right foot no more serviceab#mtan encased stump dragged at an
angle across the floor, the effort painfully ob\sou

‘The leg's worse, isn't it?' asked David curtly.

Tl live with it . '

"You'll die with it, too," said Webb, raising histamatic . 'Because | can't live without
my wife and you don't give a goddamn. Do you knawatithat makes you, Alex? After

everything you did to us, all the lies, the trapg, scum you used to nail us with-'

"You!" interrupted Conklin, filling his glass antheng at the gun. 'Not her. '



‘Kill one of us, you kill us both, but you wouldohderstand that .
'l never had the luxury. '

"Your lousy self-pity wouldn't let you! You just wato wallow in it all by yourself and

let the booze do the thinking. "There but for &ing land mine goes the Director, or the
Monk or the Grey Fox — the Angleton of the eightie¥ou're pathetic. You've got your
life, your mind-'

‘Jesus, take them away! Shoot! Pull the goddarggeribut leave me something?
Conklin suddenly swallowed his entire drink; aneexted, rolling, retching cough
followed. After the spasm, he looked at David,dyss watery, the red veins pronounced.
"You think | wouldn't try to help if | could, yows of a bitch?' he whispered huskily.
"You think | like all that "thinking" I indulge mdf in? You're the one who's dense, the
one who's stubborn, David. You don't understandja@ The CIA man held the glass in
front of him with two fingers and let it drop toglinard wood floor; it shattered,
fragments flying in all directions. Then he spolkis, voice a high-pitched singsong, as a
sad smile crept across his lips beneath the rheaymy. 'l can't stand another failure, old
friend. And I'd fail, believe me. I'd kill you bo#nd | just don't think | could live with
that . '

Webb lowered the gun. 'Not with what you've goyaur head, not with what you've
learned. Anyway, I'll take my chances; my optiores lanited and | choose you. To be
honest, | don't know anyone else. Also, I've sdudems, maybe even a plan, but it's got
to be set up at high speed.

'Oh? Conklin held on to the bar to steady himself.

'May | make some coffee, Alex?'

Black coffee had a sobering effect on Conklin bawhere near the effect of David's
confidence in him. The former Jason Bourne respltte talents of his past most deadly
enemy and let him know it. They talked until foarthe morning, refining the blurred
outlines of a strategy, basing it on reality butrgiag it much further. And as the alcohol
diminished, Conklin began to function. He begagit@ shape to what David had
formulated only vaguely. He perceived the basimdgoess of Webb's approach and
found the words.



‘You're describing a spreading crisis situation nted in the face of Marie's abduction,
then sending it off the wire with lies. But as ygaid, it's got to be set off at high speed,
hitting them hard and fast, with no let up. '

'Use the complete truth first," interrupted Welgeaking rapidly. 'l broke in here
threatening to kill you. | made accusations basedwerything that's happened — from
McAllister's scenario to Babcock's statement thayd send out an execution team to
find me... to that Anglicized voice of dry ice wtald me to cease-and-desist with
Medusa or they'd call me insane and put me baaknental stockade. None of it can be
denied. It did happen and I'm threatening to exgeseything including Medusa . '

‘Then we spiral off into the big lie," said Conklpouring more coffee. 'A breakaway so
out of sight that it throws everything and everypato a corkscrew turn. '

'Such as?'
'l don't know yet. We'll have to think about itslgot to be something totally unexpected,
something that will unbalance the strategists, whotéhey are — because every instinct

tells me that somewhere they lost control. If light, one of them will have to make
contact .’

Then get out your notebooks,' insisted David. tRfaing back and reach five or six
people who are logical contenders. '

‘That could take hours, even days,' objected tiAedfficer. 'The barricades are up and
I'd have to get around them. We don't have the timeu don't have the time.’'

‘There has to be time! Start moving. '

‘There's a better way,' countered Alex. 'Panov gaeeyou. '

'‘Mo?'

'Yes. The logs at State, the official logs. '

‘The logs... ?" Webb had momentarily forgotten; Kliarhad not . 'In what way?'

'It's where they started to build the new file @uyl'll reach Internal Security with
another version, at least a variation that will &@l answers from someone — if I'm right,
if it's gone off the wire. Those logs are only asttument, they record, they don't
confirm accuracy. But the security personnel respae for them will send up rockets if
they think the system's been tampered with. Theg'bur work for us... Still, we need

the lie. '

‘Alex," said David, leaning forward in his chaimpmsite the long worn couch. ‘A few
moments ago you used the term "breakaway"-'



'It simply means a disruption in the scenario,eakrin the pattern.

'l know what it means, but how about using it Haezally. Not breakaway, but "broke
away". They're calling me pathological, a schizepinc — that means | fantasize: |
sometimes tell the truth and sometimes not, anahdtrsupposed to be able to tell the
difference. '

'It's what they're saying,' agreed Conklin. 'Sorihthem may even believe it. So0?'

'Why don't we take this way up, really out of sigjhve'll say that Marie broke away. She
reached me and I'm on my way to meet her. '

Alex frowned, then gradually widened his eyes,dreases disappearing. 'It's perfect,’ he
said quietly. "My God, it's perfect. ' The confuswill spread like a brushfire. In any
operation this deep only two or three men knowhaldetails. The others are kept in the
dark. Jesus, can you imagine? An officially sametbkidnapping! A few at the core
might actually panic and collide with each othgirtg to save their asses. Very good, 'Mr.
Bourne. '

Oddly enough, Webb did not resent the name, helynaceepted it without thinking.
‘Listen,’ he said, getting to his feet . 'We'renhbathausted. We know where we're
heading so let's get a couple of hours' sleep aral/gr everything in the morning. You
and | learned years ago the difference betweenatchoof sleep and none at all.

'‘Are you going back to the hotel?' asked Conklin.

'No way,' replied David, looking down at the paleawn face of the CIA man. 'Just get
me a blanket. I'm staying right here in front of thar. '

"You also should have learned when not to worryuaBome things,' said Alex, rising
from the couch and limping towards a closet nearsthnall foyer. 'If this is going to be
my last hurrah — one way or the other — I'll giveny best. It might even sort things out
for me. ' Conklin turned, having taken a blanket arpillow from the closet shelf. 'l
guess you could call it some kind of weird prectigni but do you know what | did last
night after work?'

'Sure, | do. Among other clues there's a brokessgbm the floor.
'No, | mean before that . '
'What?

'l stopped off at the supermarket and bought atdood. Steak, eggs, milk — even that
glue they call oatmeal. | mean, | never do that . '



"You were ready for a ton of food. It happens.
'When it does | go to a restaurant . '
'What's your point?

'You sleep; the couch is big enough. I'm goingdb ewant to think some more. I'm
going to cook a steak, maybe some eggs, too. '

"You need sleep. '

‘Two, two and a half hours'll be fine. Then I'lbpably have some of that goddamned
oatmeal. '

Alexander Conklin walked down the corridor of that8 Department's 4th floor, his

limp lessened through sheer determination, the ipaire so because of it. He knew what
was happening to him: There was a job facing hiat tie wanted very much to do well —
even brilliantly, if that term had any relevance liam any longer. Alex realized that
months of abusing the blood and the body couldeatvercome in a matter of hours,
but something within him could be summoned. It waense of authority, laced with
righteous anger. Jesus, the irony! A year ago densnted to destroy the man they
called Jason Bourne; now it was a sudden, growirsgssion to help David Webb —
because he had wrongfully tried to kill Jason Beuthcould place him beyond salvage,
he understood that, but it was right that the wsls his. Perhaps conscience did not
always produce cowards. Sometimes it made a mabdéer about himself.

And look better, he considered. He had forced hlinise@valk many more blocks than he
should have, letting the cold autumn wind in theeds bring a colour to his face that had
not been there in years. Combined with a cleaneshad a pressed pinstripe suit he had
not worn in months, he bore little resemblancéhorhan Webb found last night. The rest
was performance, he knew that, too, as he apprdableesacrosanct double doors of the
State Department's Chief of Internal Security.

Little time was spent on formalities, even lessrdarmal conversation. At Conklin's
request — read Agency demand -an aide left the raachhe faced the rugged former
brigadier general from the Army's G-2 who now heb8&ate's Internal Security. Alex
intended to take command with his first words.

'I'm not here on an inter-agency diplomatic mission

General — it is General, isn't it?

'I'm still called that, yes.

'So | don't give a damn about being diplomaticydo understand me?



'I'm beginning not to like you. | understand that .

"That,' said Conklin, 'is the least of my conceléiat does concern me, however, is a
man named David Webb .

'What about him?

'Him? The fact that you recognize the name so heali't very reassuring. What's going
on, General?'

'Do you want a megaphone, spook? said the ex-saldidy.
'l want answers, Corporal — that's what you ansldfffice are to us. '

'‘Back off, Conklin! When you called me with your-salled emergency and switchboard
verification, | did a little verifying myself. Thaiig reputation of yours is a little wobbly
these days, and | use the term on good advicereradush, spook, and no secret's been
made about it. So you've got less than a minusayowvhat you want to say before |
throw you out. Take your choice — the elevatoiherwindow. '

Alex had calculated the probability that his drimkiwould be telegraphed. He stared at
the Chief of Internal Security and spoke evenlgresympathetically. ‘General, I'll
answer that accusation with one sentence, an@vieit reaches anyone else, I'll know
where it came from and so will the Agency. ' Conldaused, his eyes clear and
penetrating. 'Our profiles are often what we waett to be for reasons we can't talk
about. I'm sure you understand what | mean. '

The State Department man received Alex's gazeawiguctantly sympathetic one of his
own. 'Oh, Christ, ' | he said softly. 'We used teeglishonourables to men we were
sending out in Berlin. '

'Often at our suggestion,' agreed Conklin, nodd#ugd it's all we'll say on the subject .’
'‘Okay, okay. | was out of line, but | can tell yilve profile's working. | was told by one

of your deputy directors that I'd pass out at yangath with you halfway across the room.

'l don't even want to know who he is, General, bheed might laugh in his face. As it
happens, | don't drink. * Alex had a childhood cabsjpn to cross his fingers somewhere
out of sight, or his legs, or his toes, but no mdtbame to him. 'Let's get back to David
Webb," he added sharply, no quarter in his voice.

'‘What's your beef?'

'My beef! My goddamned life, soldier. Somethingsng on and | want to know what it
is! That son of a bitch broke into my apartment faght and threatened to kill me. He



made some pretty wild accusations naming men on pgayroll like Harry Babcock,
Samuel Teasdale and William Lanier. We checked;'thén your covert division and
still practising. What the hell did they do? Oned®at plain you'd send out an execution
team after him! What kind of language is that? Aweottold him to go back to a hospital
— he's been in two hospitals and our combined, pawate clinic in Virginia — we all put
him there, and he's got a clean bill' He's alsosgote secrets in his head none of us
wants out. But that man is ready to explode becatisemething you idiots did, or let
happen, or closed your fucking eyes to! He clainisave proof that you walked back
into his life and turned it around, that you sehhip and took a hell of a lot more than a
pound of flesh!"

'What proof?' asked the stunned general.
'He spoke to his wife," said Conklin in a suddemotone.
'So?'

'She was taken from their home by two men who sedda¢r and put her on a private jet.
She was flown to the West Coast . '

"You mean she was kidnapped?

"You've got it. And what should make you swallowdis that she overheard the two of
them talking to the pilot, and gathered that th@Mdirty business had something to do
with the State Department — for reasons unknowat-tHe name McAllister was
mentioned. For your enlightenment he's one of ymalersecretaries from the Fast East
Section. '

This is nuts!'

Il tell you what's more than nuts — mine and g a crushed salad. She got away
during a refuelling stop in San Francisco. Thatiemwshe reached Webb back in Maine.
He's on his way to meet her — God knows where ydauwitd better have some solid
answers, unless you can establish the fact theHahatic who may have killed his wife
— which | hope you can — and that there was no @hau— which | sincerely hope there
wasn't .

'He's certifiable? cried the Chief of State's In&iSecurity. 'l read those logs! | had to —
someone else called about this Webb last night:tdsk me who. | can't tell you. '

'What the hell is going on?' demanded Conklin, ileguacross the desk, his hands on the
edge, as much for support as for effect.

'He's paranoid. What can | say? He makes thingsdpbelieves them!'



"That's not what the Government doctors determisad] Conklin icily. 'l happen to
know something about that . '

'I don't, damn it!"

"You probably never will," agreed Alex. 'But asuavsving member of the Treadstone
operation, | want you to reach someone who canbsayight words and put my mind at
ease. Somebody over here has opened up a canrobwa intend to keep a tight lid on.
" Conklin took out a small notebook and a ballppen; he wrote down a number, tore
off the page and dropped it on the desk. Thatterdesphone; a trace would only give
you a false address. ' His eyes were hard, higvoin, the slight tremble even ominous.
'It's to be used between three and four this aft@rnno other time. Have someone reach
me then. | don't care who it is or how you do iayWe you'll have to call one of your
celebrated policy conferences, but | want answeve want answers!'

"You could be all wet, you know!"

'l hope | am. But if I'm not, you people over hare going to get strung up — hard —
because you've crossed over into off-limits teryito

David was grateful that there were so many thiogs$at, for

without them he might plummet into a mental limlmal decome paralysed by the strain
of knowing both too much and too little. After Cdinkleft for Langley, he had returned
to the hotel and started his inevitable list. Listiémed him; they were preliminaries to
necessary activity and forced him to concentratspatific items rather than on the
reasons for selecting them. Brooding over the mem@euld cripple his mind as severely
as a land mine had crippled Conklin's right foag. ¢duld not think about Alex either —
there were too many possibilities and impossiksitiNor could he phone his once and
former enemy. Conklin was thorough; he was the. Jdst ex-strategist projected each
action and its subsequent reaction, and his fetrchination was that within minutes of
his call to the State Department's Chief of Inte8ecurity, other telephones would be
used, and two specific phones undoubtedly tappeth Bis. In his apartment and at
Langley. Therefore to avoid any interruptions demeptions he did not intend to return
to his office. He would meet David at the airpaiter, 30 minutes before Webb's flight to
Hong Kong.

"You think you got here without someone followingu?' he had said to Webb . 'I'm not
certain of that. They're programming you and whameone punches a keyboard he
keeps his eye on the constant number. '

'Will you please speak English? Or Mandarin? | lsandle those but not that horseshit.'

‘They could have a microphone under your bed.sttyou're 'not a closet something-or-
other. "



There would be no contact until they met at theagguat Dulles Airport, which was why
David now stood at a cashier's counter in a luggage on Wyoming Avenue. He was
buying an outsized flight bag to replace his sg#gde had discarded much of his
clothing. Things — precautions -were coming backito, among them the unwarranted
risk of waiting in an airport's luggage area, amd¢e he wanted the greater anonymity of
economy class, a carry-on two-suiter might be thisadd. He would buy whatever he
needed wherever he was, and that meant he hageclgreat deal of money for any
number of contingencies. This fact determined big stop, a bank on 14th Street.

A year before, while the Government probers wessmexring what was left of his
memory, Marie had quietly, rapidly, withdrawn thunéls David had left in Zurich's
Gemeinschaft Bank as well as those he had traedféorParis as Jason Bourne. She had
wired the money to the Cayman Islands, where ska/lanCanadian banker, and
established an appropriately confidential accoGonsidering what Washington had
done to her husband — the damage to his mind,ith&iqal suffering and near loss of life
because men refused to hear his tries for helg-wsls letting the Government off

lightly. If David had decided to sue, and in smfeeverything, it was not out of the
guestion, any astute attorney would go into coeeksg damages upwards of $10
million, not roughly five-plus.

She had speculated aloud about her thoughts ohrktyass with an extremely nervous
deputy director of the Central Intelligence AgenShe did not discuss the missing funds
other than to say that with her financial traingige was appalled to learn that so little
protection had been given the American taxpayesl-earned dollars. She had delivered
this criticism in a shocked if gentle voice, but bges were saying something else. The
lady was a highly intelligent, highly motivatedeig and her message got through. So
wiser and more cautious men saw the logic of hec@ations and let the matter drop.
The funds were buried under top-secret, eyes-aniyiregency appropriations.

Whenever additional money was needed — a tripr,ale@house — Marie or David would
call their banker in the Caymans and he would ¢tedi funds by wire to any of five
dozen reciprocating banks in Europe, the UniteteStdhe Pacific Islands and the Far
East.

From a pay phone on Wyoming Avenue, Webb placeallaat call, mildly astonishing
his friendly banker by the amount of money he ndedenediately and the funds he
wanted available in Hong Kong. The collect call eaim less than $8.00, the money to
over half a million dollars.

'l assume that my dear friend, the wise and glsridarie, approves, David?'

'She told me to call you. She said she can't blecloed with trifles. '

'How like her! The banks you will use are.. ."



Webb walked through the thick glass doors of th&kkan 14th Street, spent twenty
irritating minutes with a vice-president who tried hard to be an instant chum, and
walked out with $50, 000, forty in $500 bills, thest a mix.

He then hailed a cab and was driven to an apartmdé?® North West, where lived a
man he had known in his days as Jason Bourne, avmatmad done extraordinary work
for the State Department's Treadstone 71. The naanevsilver-haired Black who had
been a taxi driver until one day a passenger leflasselblad camera in his car and never
put in a claim. That was years ago and for sewezats the cabbie had experimented, and
had found his true vocation. Quite simply, he wagenrius at ‘alteration’ — his speciality
being passports and drivers' licences with phofgwggand I. D. cards for those who had
come in conflict with the law, in the main with dely arrests. David had not remembered
the man, but under Panov's hypnosis he had saitatie -improbably it was Cactus —
and Mo had brought the photographer to Virginiaetp jar a part of Webb's memory.
There had been warmth and concern in the old bieank's eyes on his first visit, and
although it was an inconvenience, he had requgsgadission from Panov to visit David
once a week.

'Why, Cactus?

'He's troubled, sir. | saw that through the lees@ple of years ago. There's somethin’
missin' in him, but for all of that he's a good mboan talk to him. I like him, sir. "

'‘Come whenever you like, Cactus, and please camaelsir" stuff. Reserve the privilege
for me... sir."

'My, how times change. | call one of my grandclalila good nigger, he wants to stomp
on my head.'

'He should... sir.'

Webb got out of the taxi, asking the driver to whiit he refused. David left a minimum
tip and walked up the overgrown flagstone pathheodld house. In some ways it
reminded him of the house in Maine, too large,ftagile and too much in need of repair.
He and Marie had decided to buy on the beach as@®a year was up; it was unseemly
for a newly appointed associate professor to moigethe most expensive district upon
arrival. He rang the bell.

The door opened, and Cactus, squinting under angrngeshade, greeted him as casually
as if they had seen each other several days ago.

"You got hubcaps on your car, David?

'No car and no taxi; it wouldn't stay. '



'Must'a’ heard all those unfounded rumours ciredldty the Fascist press. Me. | got three
machine guns in the windows. Come on in, I've ntisaai. Why didn't you call this old
boy?'

"Your number's not listed, Cactus. '

'Must'a’ been an oversight . '

They chatted for several minutes in Cactus's kitcleng enough for the photographer
specialist to realize Webb was in a hurry. Thero&th led David into his studio, placed
Webb's three passports under an angled lamp fee ahspection and instructed his client
to sit in front of an open-lensed camera.

'We'll make the hair light ash, but not as blongas were after Paris. That ash tone
varies with the lighting and we can use the saroti@ on each of these Ii'l dears with
considerable differences — still retaining the fdaave the eyebrows alone, I'll mess
with them here. '

'What about the eyes?' asked David.

'No time for those fancy contacts they got you befbut we can handle it. They're
regular glasses with just the right tinted prismghie right places. You got blue eyes or
brown eyes or Spanish armada black, if you want "em

'Get all three,' said Webb.

They're expensive, David, and cash only. '

'I've got it on me. "’

'Don't let it get around. '

'Now, the hair. Who?

'Down the street. An associate of mine who hadker beauty shop until the gendarmes
checked the upstairs rooms. She does fine work.eGaml'll take you over. '

An hour later Webb ducked out from under a haiedig the small well-lighted cubicle
and surveyed the results in the large mirror. Téuktician-owner of the odd salon, a
short black lady with neat grey hair and an apprasye, stood alongside him.

'It's you, but it ain't you,' she said, first naaigliher head, then shaking it . 'A fine job, I've
gottosayit.'

It was, thought David, looking at himself. His ddodir not only was far, far lighter, but
matched the skin tones of his face. Also, the itseif seemed lighter in texture, a



groomed but much more casual look — windblown thesgtisements phrased it The man
he was staring at was both himself and someonamtledore a striking resemblance but
was not him.

'l agree,’ said Webb. 'It's very good. How much?

‘Three hundred dollars,’ replied the woman sim@y.course, that includes five packets
of custom-made rinse powder with instructions dredtightest lips in Washington. The
first will hold you for a couple of months, the sed for the rest of your life. '

"You're all heart. ' David reached into his podkethis leather money clip, counted out
the bills and gave them to her. 'Cactus said ycallchim when we were finished. '

'No need to; he's got his timing down. He's inghdour. '
The parlour?

'Oh, | guess it's a hallway with a settee and arflamp, but | do so like to call it a
parlour. Sounds nice, don't it?

The photo session went swiftly, interrupted by @astreshaping his eyebrows with a
toothbrush and a spray for the three separate ahdtshanging shirts and jackets —
Cactus had a wardrobe worthy of a costume supplgéie and wearing in turn two pairs
of glasses — tortoiseshell and steel-rimmed — whltdred his hazel eyes respectively to
blue and brown. The specialist then proceededstrirthe photos in place and under a
large, powerful magnifying glass skillfully stampedt the original State Department
perforations with a tool of his own design. Whenhlad finished, he handed the three
passports to David for his approval.

'Ain't no customs jockey gonna' pick on them," Saattus confidently.

They look more authentic than they did before. '

'l cleaned 'em up, which is to say | gave 'em ade¥ases and some ageing. '

'It's terrific work, old friend — older than | caemember, | know that. What do | owe you?

'Oh, hell, I don't know. It was such a little johdhit's been such a big year what with all
the hasslin' goin' on."

'How much, Cactus?
'‘What's comfortable? | don't figure you're on Urscfgayroll. '

'I'm doing very nicely, thanks. '



'Five hundred's fine. '
'Call me a cab, will you?

Takes too long, and that's if you can get one eut.hMy grandson's waiting for you;
he'll drive you wherever you want to go. He's like, he don't ask questions. And you're
in a hurry, David, | can sense that. Come onsd# you to the door. '

Thanks. I'll leave the cash here on the counter. '
'Fine. '

Removing the money from his pocket, his back tot@adNebb counted out six $500
bills and left them in the darkest area of the istwdunter. At $1, 000 apiece the
passports were a gift, but to leave more mightraffieis old friend.

He returned to the hotel, getting out of the caesal blocks away in the middle of a
busy intersection so that Cactus's grandson caatldencompromised where an address
was concerned. The young man, as it happened, s&si@r at American University, and
although he obviously adored his grandfather, he just as obviously apprehensive
about being any part of the old man's endeavors.

'l get out here,' said David in the stalled tiaf

Thanks,' responded the young Black, his voice plethscalm, his intelligent eyes
showing relief. 'l appreciate it.'

Webb looked at him. 'Why did you do it? | mean,gomeone who's going to be a lawyer,
I'd think your antenna would work overtime arouracs. '

'It does, constantly. But he's a great old guy w/done a lot for me. Also, he said
something to me. He said it would be a privilegen® to meet you, that maybe years
from now he'd tell me who the stranger was in nty ‘ca

'l hope | can come back a lot sooner and tell ygaati. I'm no privilege, but there's a
story to tell that could end up in the law bookeo@-bye. '

Back in his hotel room, David faced a final lisatmeeded no items written out; he knew
them. He had to select the few clothes he would takhe large flight bag and get rid of
the rest of his possessions, including the two weajphat in his outrage he had brought
down from Maine. It was one thing to dismantle amelp in foil the parts of a gun to be
placed in a suitcase, and quite another to cargpaes through a security gate. They
would be picked up; he would be picked up. He lmedipe them clean, destroy the

firing pins and trigger housings and drop them etewer. He would buy a weapon in
Hong Kong; it was not a difficult purchase.



There was a last thing he had to do, and it wdgdif and painful. He had to force
himself to sit down and rethink everything that leegn said by Edward McAllister that
early evening in Maine — everything they all hadl sen particular Marie's words.
Something was buried somewhere in that highly adigpur of revelation and
confrontation, and David knew he had missed it s mssing it.

He looked at his watch. It was 3:37; the day wassipg quickly, nervously. He had to
hold on! Oh, God, Marie! Where are you?

Conklin put down his glass of flat ginger ale oa Htratched, soiled bar of the seedy
establishment on 9th Street. He was a regular pébrathe simple reason that no one in
his professional circles — and what was left ofdasial one -would ever walk through
the filthy glass doors. There was a certain freedothat knowledge, and the other
patrons accepted him, the 'gimp’ who always tobkisftie the moment he entered,
limping his way to a stool by the pinball machineree end of the bar. And whenever he
did, the rocks-glass filled with bourbon was wagtfior him. Also, the owner-bartender
had no objections to Alex receiving calls at thi-standing antiquated booth against the
wall. It was his 'sterile phone’, and it was rirgymow.

Conklin trudged across the floor, entered the oloth and closed the door. He picked up
the phone. 'Yes? he said.

'Is this Treadstone?' asked an odd-sounding mate vo

'l was there. Were you?

'No, | wasn't, but I'm cleared for the file, foettwvhole mess. *

The voice! thought Alex. How had Webb describedAitigjlicized? Mid-Atlantic, refined,
certainly not ordinary. It was the same man. Thenges had been working; they had
made progress. Someone was afraid.

‘Then I'm sure your memory corresponds with evéngthive written down because |
was there and | have written it down — writtenllid@awn. Facts, names, events,

substantiations, back-ups... everything, includimgstory Webb told me last night . *

‘Then | can assume that if anything ugly happeyed:; voluminous reportage will find
its way to a Senate subcommittee or a pack of essgrnal watchdogs. Am | right?’

'I'm glad we understand each other. '
'It wouldn't do any good,' said the man condescegiyli
'If anything ugly happened, | wouldn't care, wolild

"You're about to retire. You drink a great deal. '



'l didn't always. There's usually a reason for ldtthose things for a man of my age and
competence. Could they be admittedly tied intoréagefile?"

'Forget it. Let's talk. '

'‘Not before you say something a little closer. @stane was bandied about here and
there; it's not that substantive. '

‘All right. Medusa . '

'Stronger,’ said Alex. 'But not strong enough. '

‘Very well. The creation of Jason Bourne. The Mdnk.
‘Warmer. '

'Missing funds — unaccounted for and never recalezstimated to be around five
million dollars. Zurich, Paris, and points west . '

‘There were rumours. | need a capstone. '
"Il give it to you. The execution of Jason Bourii@e date was May twenty-third in Tarn
Quan... and the same day in New York four yeaes.|&@n Seventy-first Street.

Treadstone 71.'

Conklin closed his eyes and breathed deeply, fgdtia hollowness in his throat . "All
right," he said quietly. 'You're in the circle. '

'l can't give you my name. '

'What are you going to give me?

Two words: Back off. '

"You think I'll accept that?

"You have to," said the voice, his words precBeutne is needed where he's going. '
'‘Bourne?' Alex stared at the phone.

'Yes, Jason Bourne. He can't be recruited in anpalbway. We both know that .
'So you steal his wife from him? Goddamned anirhals!

'She won't be harmed. '



'You can't guarantee that! You don't have the odsitiyou've got to be using second and
third parties right now, and if | know my businesand | do — they're probably paid
blinds so you can't be traced; you don't even kwbw they are... My God, you wouldn't
have called me if you did. If you could reach thamna get the verifications you want,
you wouldn't be talking to me!’

The cultured voice paused. "Then we both lied, tide, Mr. Conklin? There was no
escape on the woman's part, no call to Webb. NgitMou went fishing, and so did I,
and we both came up with nothing.

'You're a barracuda, Mr. No-name. '

"You've been where | am, Mr. Conklin. Right dowrDavid Webb... Now; what can you
tell me?'

Alex again felt the hollowness in his throat, n@mgd with a sharp pain in his chest .
You've lost them, haven't you?' he whispered. “@lost her. "

'Forty-eight hours isn't permanent,’ said the vgigardedly.

'‘But you've been trying like hell to make contaatitused Conklin. "You've called in
your conduits, the people who hired the blinds, suddenly they're not there — you can't
find them. Jesus, you have lost control! It didofiothe wire! Someone walked in on
your strategy and you have no idea who it is. Hgedl your scenario and took it away
from you!'

'Our safeguards are spread out,’ objected the nithouvthe conviction he had displayed
during the past moments. 'The best men in the éilddvorking every district .

'Including McAllister? In Kowloon? Hong Kong?
You know that?'
'l know. '

'McAllister's a damn fool, but he's good at whatbes. And yes, he's there. We're not
panicked. We'll recover. '

'Recover what? asked Alex, filled with anger. "ilerchandise? Your strategy's aborted!
Someone else is in charge. Why would he give yak bze merchandise? You've killed
Webb's wife, Mr. No-name! What the hell did youithiyou Were doing?

'We just wanted to get him over there,’ repliedvbiee defensively. 'Explain things,
show him. We need him. ' Then the man resumedahis delivery. 'And for all we know,



everything's still on the wire. Communications aotoriously bad in that part of the
world. '

‘The ex-culpa for everything in this business. '

'In most businesses, Mr. Conklin... How do you rg¢adNow I'm the one who's asking —
very sincerely. You have a certain reputation. '

'Had, No-name. '

'Reputations can't be taken away or contradictely, added to, positively or negatively,
of course. '

"You're a font of unwarranted information, you knthat .

'I'm also right. It's said you were one of the bektw do you read it?

Alex shook his head in the booth; the air was ¢ldse

noise outside his 'sterile’ phone growing loudahaseedy bar on 9th Street . ‘What |

said before. Someone found out what you people plarening — mounting for Webb —
and decided to take over. '

'For God's sake, why?
'‘Because whoever it is wants Jason Bourne moreytbialo," Alex said and hung up.

It was 6:28 when Conklin walked into the loung®atles Airport. He had waited in a
taxi down the street from Webb's hotel and haawedd David, giving the driver precise
instructions. He had been right, but there wasaintpn burdening Webb with the
knowledge. Two grey Plymouths had picked up Dawdls and alternately exchanged
positions during the surveillance. So be it. Onexahder Conklin might be hanged, and
then again, he might not. People at State werevogdatupidly, he had thought as he
wrote down the licence numbers. He spotted Welgbdarkened back booth.

It is you, isn't it? said Alex, dragging his ddadt into the banquette. 'Do blonds really
have more fun?

'It worked in Paris. What did you find?'

'l found slugs under rocks who can't find their wigyout of the ground. But then they
wouldn't know what to do with the sunlight, wouleey?

'Sunlight's illuminating; you're not. Cut the cr@pex. | have to get to the gate in a few
minutes. "'



'In short words, they worked out a strategy toyget over to Kowloon. It was based on a
previous experience.’'

"You can skip that," said David. '"Why?'
‘The man said they needed you. Not you, Webb; tieegled Bourne. '

'‘Because they say Bourne's already there. | taldwlwat McAllister said. Did he go into
it?"

'No, he wasn't going to give me that much, but reaytan use it to press them. However,
he told me something else, David, and you haventwkit. They can't find their conduits,
so they don't know who the blinds are or what'spleamg. They think it's temporary, but
they've lost Marie.

Somebody else wants you out there and he's takam 'ov

Webb brought his hand to his forehead, his eyesedioand suddenly, in silence, the
tears fell down his cheeks. 'I'm back, Alex. Baadoiso much | can't remember. | love

her so, | need her so!"

'Cut it out!" ordered Conklin. "You made it cleambe last night that | still had a mind, if
not much of a body. You have both. Make them sweat?

'How?'

'‘Be what they want you to be — be the chameleonl@en Bourne. '

'It's been so long.. .’

"You can still do it. Play the scenario they'veagiwou. '

'l don't have any choice, do IT.

Over the loudspeakers came the last call for FRghto Hong Kong.

The grey-haired Havilland replaced the phone igrigglle, leaned back in his chair and
looked across the room at McAllister. The undemstiaey of state was standing next to a
huge revolving globe of the world that was perched&n ornamental tripod in front of a
bookcase. His index finger was on the southernpagtof China, but his eyes were on
the Ambassador.

'It's done," said the diplomat . 'He's on the plkani€owloon. '

'It's God-awful,’ replied McAllister. 'I'm sureappears that way to you, but before you
render judgement, weigh the advantages. We'renfvee We are no longer responsible



for the events that take place. They are being pudatied by an unknown party,' 'Which
is us! | repeat, it's God-awful! '"Has your God siolered the consequences if we fail?'
'We're given free will. Only our ethics restrict US\ banality, Mr. Undersecretary.
There's the greater good. ' There's also a humag,k®man we're manipulating, driving
him back into his nightmares. Do we have that figiffe have no choice. He can do
what no one else can do — if we give him a reason.

McAllister spun the globe; it whirled around asviked towards the desk. 'Perhaps |
shouldn't say it, but | will," he said, standingront of Raymond Havilland. 'l think
you're the most immoral man I've ever met .

'‘Appearances, Mr. Undersecretary. | have one sayiace which supersedes all the sins |
have committed. | will go to any lengths, indulgeail venalities, to stop this planet from
blowing itself up. And that includes the life ofeDavid Webb — known where | want
him as Jason Bourne. '

The mists rose like layers of diaphanous scarveselictoria Harbour as the huge jet
circled for the final approach into Kai Tak Airpofithe early morning haze was dense,
the promise of a humid day in the colony. Belowtlo& water the junks and sampans
bobbed beside the outlying freighters, the squegdsa the chugging multi-tiered ferries
and the occasional marine patrols that swept thrdkig harbour. As the plane descended
into the Kowloon airport, the serried ranks of sigpers on the island of Hong Kong
took on the appearance of alabaster giants, regqcipinthrough the mists and reflecting
the first penetrating light of the morning sun.

Webb studied the scene below, as a man under ibleastrain and as one consumed by
an eerily detached curiosity. Down there somewlretiee seething, vastly overpopulated
territory was Marie — that was uppermost in hisutjids and the most agonizing to think
about. Yet another part of him was like a scieritiigtd with a cold anxiety as he peered
into the clouded lens of a microscope trying teeia what his eye and his mind could
understand. The familiar and the unfamiliar weiegd, and the result was bewilderment
and fear. During Panov's sessions in Virginia, Bdad read and re-read hundreds of
travel folders and illustrated brochures descrilatighe places the mythical Jason
Bourne was known to have been; it was a continuaitesn painful exercise in self-
probing. Fragments would come to him in flashegeobgnition; many were all too brief
and confusing, others prolonged, his sudden mesas®nishingly accurate, the
descriptions his own, not those of travel agengsimals. As he looked down now, he
saw much that he knew he knew but could not spadifi remember. So he looked away
and concentrated on the day ahead.



He had wired the Regent Hotel in Kowloon from Dsiliirport requesting a room for a
week in the name of one James Howard Cruett, #mwiigt on Cactus's refined blue-eyed
passport. He had added: 'l believe arrangements made for our firm with respect to
Suite Six-nine-zero, if it is available. Arrival ylés firm, flight is not.’

The suite would be available. What he had to findveas who had made it available. It
was the first step towards Marie. And either befarafter or during the process there
were items to purchase — some would be simple ypdihers not; but even finding the
more inaccessible would not be impossible. This Maisg Kong, the colony of survival
and it had the tools of survival. It was also the givilized place on earth where
religions flourished but the only commonly acknosided god, of believers and non-
believers alike, was money. As Marie had puttithds no other reason for being. '

The tepid morning reeked with the odors of a cralydashing humanity, the smells
strangely not unpleasant. Kerbsides were beingdhf@seciously, steam rising from
pavements drying in the sun, and the fragrancedishboiling in oil wafted through the
narrow streets from carts and concessions scregbtirattention. The noises
accumulated; they became a series of constantecréss demanding acceptance and a
sale or at least a negotiation. Hong Kong was #iserece of survival, one worked
furiously or one did not survive. Adam Smith wasdmne and outdated; he could never
have conceived of such a world. It mocked the gises he projected for a free
economy; it was madness. It was Hong Kong.

David held up his hand for a taxi, knowing thattael done so before, knowing the exit
doors he had headed for after the prolonged drydgfezustoms, knowing he knew the
streets through which the driver took him — notlyg@membering, but somehow
knowing. It was both a comfort and profoundly titirig. He knew and he did not know.
He was a marionette being manipulated on the stagiss own sideshow, and he did not
know who was the puppet or who the puppeteer.

‘It was an error,' said David to the clerk behimel ®val marble counter in the centre of
the Regent's lobby. 'l don't want a suite. I'd @rsbmething smaller, a single or a double
room will do. "'

'‘But the arrangements have been made, Mr. Crregitied the bewildered clerk, using
the name on Webb's false passport.

'Who made them?'

The youthful Oriental peered down at a signaturéhencomputer print-out reservation.
'It was authorized by the assistant manager, Mmd.i '

‘Then in courtesy | should speak with Mr. Liangoshn't 1?'

'I'm afraid it will be necessary. I'm not sure #isranything else available. '



'l understand. I'll find another hotel. "
"You are considered a most important guest, siill go back and speak with Mr Liang. '

Webb nodded as the clerk, reservation in hand,etlickder the counter on the far left
and walked rapidly across the crowded floor to ardeehind the concierge's desk. David
looked around at the opulent lobby, which in a sestarted outside in the immense
circular courtyard with its sprays of tall, gushiiogintains and extended through the bank
of elegant glass doors and across the marble titoarsemicircle of enormously high
tinted windows that looked out over Victoria Harbolhe ever-moving tableau beyond
was a hypnotic mise-en-scene for the open cundngde in front of the wall of soft-
coloured glass. There were dozens of small talrldsemther settees, mostly occupied,
with uniformed waiters and waitresses scurryingusbid was an arena from which
tourists and negotiators alike could view the panw of the harbour's commerce, played
out in front of the rising skyline of the islandldbng Kong in the distance. The watery
view outside was familiar to Webb, but nothing elde had never been inside the
extravagant hotel before; at least nothing of wieasaw aroused any flashes of
recognition.

Suddenly his eyes were drawn to the sight of thekalushing across the lobby several
steps ahead of a middle-aged Oriental, obviousyRégent's assistant manager, Mr.
Liang. Again the younger man ducked under the aruartd quickly resumed his
position in front of David, his accommodating epysswide as they could be in
anticipation. Seconds later the hotel executive@gghed, bowing slightly from the
waist, as befitted his professional station.

This is Mr. Liang, sir," announced the clerk.

'‘May | be of service?' said the assistant managyed may | say it is a pleasure to
welcome you as our guest?5

Webb smiled and shook his head politely. It mayeht@® be another time, I'm afraid. '
"You are displeased with the accommodations, Mue@?'

'Not at all. I'd probably like them very much. Bas | told your young man, | prefer
smaller quarters, a single or even a double roamnnot a suite. However, | understand
there may not be anything available. '

"Your wire specifically mentioned Suite Six-ninesy,. '

'l realize that and | apologize. It was the worlanfoverzealous sales representative. '
Webb frowned in a friendly, quizzical manner ankleakscourteously. 'Incidentally, who

did make those arrangements? | certainly didn't .

"Your representative, perhaps,' offered Liangglgiss noncommittal.



'In sales? He wouldn't have the authority. No,did & was one of the companies over
here. We can't accept, of course, but I'd likertovk who made such a generous offer.
Surely, Mr. Liang, since you personally authoritieel reservation, you can tell me. '

The noncommittal eyes became more distant, thekdddi, it was enough for David but
the charade had to be played out . 'l believe déwoeiostaff — our very large staff -

came to me with the request, sir. There are so mesgrvations, we are so busy, | really
can't recall.

‘Certainly there are billing instructions. '
'We have many honoured clients whose word on altelee is sufficient .’
'Hong Kong has changed. '

'‘And always changing, Mr Cruett. It is possible ybost wishes to tell you himself. It
would not be proper to intrude on such wishes. '

'Your sense of trust is admirable. '

'‘Backed by a billing code" in the cashier's computaturally. 'Liang attempted a smile;
it was false.

'Well, since you have nothing else, I'll strike oatmy own. | have friends at the Pen
across the street," said Webb, referring to theregl/Peninsula Hotel.

That will not be necessary. Further arrangemenideamade. '
'‘But your clerk said.’

'He is not the assistant manager of the Regent,Lsang briefly glared at the young man
behind the counter.

'My screen shows nothing to be available," protesie clerk in defence.

'Be quiet!" Liang instantly smiled, as falsely &fdve, aware that he had undoubtedly lost
the charade with his command. 'He is so young ydhe all so young and inexperienced
— but very intelligent, very willing... We keep sl rooms in reserve for misunderstood
occasions. ' Again he looked at the clerk and siakshly while smiling. 'Ting, ruan-ji!'
He continued rapidly in Chinese, every word unaerdtby an expressionless Webb .
‘Listen to me, you boneless chicken! Do not offéoimation in my presence unless | ask
you! You will be spit from the garbage shoot if ytoi it again. Now assign this fool
Room Two-zero-two. It is listed as Hold; remove liséng and proceed. ' The assistant



manager, his waxen smile even more pronouncecedusack to David. 'lt is a very
pleasant room with a splendid view of the harbMr, Cruett.'

The charade was over, and the winner minimizedibtery with persuasive appreciation.
'I'm most grateful,’ said

David, his eyes boring into those of the suddemégcure Liang. 'It will save me the
trouble of phoning all over the city telling peopiaere I'm staying. ' He stopped, his
right hand partially raised, a man about to comiridavid Webb was acting on one of
several instincts, instincts developed by JasormrBaiHe knew it was the moment to
instil fear. 'When you say a room with a splend&lw | assume you mean you hao
jingse de fangian. Am I right? Or is my Chinese floalish?’

The hotel man stared at the American. 'l couldhavie phrased it better,’ he said softly.
‘The clerk will see to everything. Enjoy your stayh us, Mr. Cruett .’

'Enjoyment must be measured by accomplishmentLMng. That's either a very old or
very new Chinese proverb, | don't know which. '

'l suspect it's new, Mr. Cruett. It's too active passive reflection, which is the soul of
Confucius, as I'm sure you know. '

'Isn't that accomplishment?'

"You are too swift for me, sir. 'Liang bowed. lietre's anything you need, don't hesitate
to reach me. '

'l hardly think that will be necessary, but thamuyFrankly, it was a long and dreadful
flight, so I'll ask the switchboard to hold all lsalintil dinner time. '

'Oh? Liang's insecurity became something far movaqunced; he was a man afraid.
'‘But surely if an emergency arises-'

‘There's nothing that can't wait. And since I'mindBuite Six-ninety, the hotel can
simply say I'm expected later. That's plausiblet i? I'm terribly tired. Thank you, Mr.
Liang. '

Thank you, Mr. Cruett. ' The assistant manager bloagain, searching Webb's eyes for a
last sign. He found none and turned quickly, nesiyguand headed back to his office.

Do the unexpected. Confuse the enemy, throw hirbaitince... Jason Bourne. Or was it
Alexander Conklin?

'It is a most desirable room, sir!" exclaimed thkered clerk. "You will be most pleased. '



'Mr. Liang is very accommodating,’ said David.hHbsld show my appreciation, as,
indeed, | will, for your help. ' Webb

took out his leather money clip and unobtrusiveljnoved an American $20 bill. He
extended a handshake, the bill concealed. "Whes MoelLiang leave for the day?'

The bewildered but overjoyed young man glancedgaeipht and left, speaking as he did
so in disjointed phrases. 'Yes! You are most kaind It is not necessary, sir, but thank
you, sir. Mr. Liang leaves his office every afteonaat five o'clock. I, too, leave at that
hour. | would stay, of course, if our managemequested, for | try very hard to do the
best I can for the honour of the hotel. '

'I'm sure you do,' said Webb. ' 'And most capdldly key, please. My luggage will arrive
later due to a switch in flights.

'Of course, sirl'

David sat in the chair by the tinted window lookiagyoss the harbour at the island of
Hong Kong. Names came to him, accompanied by imagesuseway Bay, Wanchai,
Repulse Bay, Aberdeen, The Mandarin, and finablyclear in the distance, Victoria
Peak with its awesome view of the entire colonyehe saw in his mind's eye the
masses of humanity meshing through the jammedudoillo frequently filthy streets, and
the crowded hotel lobbies and lounges with theiilysbt chandeliers of gold filigree
where the well-dressed remnants of the empire taahtly mingled with the emerging
Chinese entrepreneurs — the old crown and the neweynhad to find accommodation...
Alleyways? For some reason thronged and run-dolegvaays came into focus. Figures
raced through the narrow thoroughfares, crashitggdages of small screeching birds
and writhing snakes of various sizes — wares ofljged on the lowest rungs of the
territory's ladder of commerce. Men and women bagés, from children to ancients,
were dressed in rags, and pungent, heavy smokedcsidwly upward, filling the space
between the decaying buildings, diffusing the lidigightening the gloom of the dark
stone walls blackened by use and misuse. He salheihd it all had meaning for him, but
he did not understand. Specifics eluded him; hentwapoints of reference and it was
maddening.

Marie was out there. He had to find her! He spramdrom the chair in frustration,
wanting to pound his head to

clear the confusion, but he knew it would not helpothing helped, only time and he
could not stand the strain of time. He had to fied, hold her, protect her — as she had
once protected him by believing in him when he hatlbelieved in himself. He passed
the mirror above the bureau and looked at his haggale face. One thing was clear. He
had to plan and act quickly, but not as the masawein the glass. He had to bring into
play everything he had learned and forgotten asnJBsurne. From somewhere within
him he had to summon the elusive past and trusiho@mbered instincts.



He had taken the first step; the connection wad,do¢ knew that. One way or another,
Liang would provide him with something, probablg tlowest level of information, but it
would be a beginning — a name, a place, or a @omitial contact that would lead to
another and still another. What he had to do wasdee quickly with whatever he was
given, not giving his enemy time to manoeuvre, lbagkvhomever he reached into
positions of deliver-and-survive or be-silent-ane-d and mean it. But to accomplish
anything he had to be prepared. Items had to behpsed and a tour of the colony
arranged. He wanted an hour or so of observing tr@back seat of an automobile,
dredging up whatever he could from his damaged mgmo

He picked up a large red leather hotel directaay os the edge of the bed and opened it,
thumbing through the pages rapidly. The New WoHhdging Centre, a magnificent 5
storeyed open complex bringing under one roofitmest goods from the 4 corners of the
earth... Hyperbole notwithstanding, the ‘complexswadjacent to the hotel; it would do
for his purposes. Limousines available. From oeetflof Daimler motor cars
arrangements can be made by the hour or the ddyufiness or sightseeing. Please
contact the Concierge. Dial 62. Limousines alsomheaperienced chauffeurs
knowledgeable in the ways of the confusing strdetekstreets, roads and traffic patterns
of Hong Kong, Kowloon and the New Territories, &mbwledgeable in other ways, too.
Such men knew the ins and outs and lower depttisediities they served. Unless he was
mistaken, and instinct told him he was not, an taalthl need would be covered. He had
to have a gun. Finally, there was a bank in Hongd® Central District that had certain
arrangements with a sister institution thousandsitds away in the Cayman Islands. He
had to walk into that bank, sign whatever was neglof him, and walk out with more
money than any sane man would carry on his persélong Kong, or anywhere else, for
that matter. He would find some place to conceliliitnot in a bank where business
hours restricted its availability. Jason BournewnBromise a man his life and he will
usually co-operate; promise him his life and a gdeal of money and the cumulative
effect will lead to total submission.

David reached for the message pad and pencil ag¢Retphone on the bedside table; he
started another list. The little things loomed &rgith every hour that passed, and he did
not have that many hours left. It was almost elevelock. The harbour now glistened in
the near-noon sun. He had so many things to doddfai30, when he intended to station
himself unobtrusively somewhere near the employeet'or down inside the hotel
garage, or wherever he learned he could followteaqlthe waxen-faced Liang, his first
connection.

Three minutes later his list was complete. He tfféhe page, got up from the bed and
reached for his jacket on the desk chair. Suddisalyelephone rang, piercing the quiet
of the hotel room. He had to close his eyes, clexgchvery muscle in his arms and
stomach so as not to leap for it, hoping beyonceHopthe sound of Marie's voice, even
as a captive. He must not pick up the phone. lastiason Bourne. He had no controls.
If he answered the phone, he would be the oneatedr He let it ring as he walked in
anguish across the room and went out the door.



It was ten minutes past noon when he returned iogrgynumber of thin plastic bags
from various stores in the Shopping Centre. He jgedghem on the bed and began
removing his purchases. Among the articles werark lilghtweight raincoat and a dark
canvas hat, a pair of grey sneakers, black trozsets sweater, also black; these were
the clothes he would wear at night. Then there w#rer items: a spool of 75-pound
tested fishing line with two palm-sized eyehook®tigh which a three-foot section of
line would be looped and secured at both ends;@0e paperweight in the shape of a
miniature brass barbell, one ice pick, and a sleeathighly sharpened, double-edged
hunting knife with a narrow 4-inch blade. Theseevére silent weapons he would carry
both night and day. One more item remained to badphe would find it.

As he examined his purchases, his concentratioowarg down to the eyehooks and the
fishing line, he became aware of a tiny, subtlakifig of light. Start, stop... start, stop. It
was annoying because he could not find the soarak,as happened so often, he had to
wonder if there actually was a source or whetheiintrusion was simply an aberration
of his mind. Then his eyes were drawn to the bediglle; sunlight streamed in the
harbour windows, washing over the telephone, baiptiisating light was there in the
lower left-hand corner of the instrument — barabible, but there. It was the message
signal, a small red dot that shone for a secondf dark for a second, and then resumed
its signalling at those intervals. A message wasargall, he reflected. He went to the
table, studied the instructions on the plastic eard picked up the phone; he pressed the
appropriate button.

'Yes, Mr. Cruett?' said the operator at her commmed switchboard.
‘There's a message for me?' he asked.
'Yes, sir. Mr. Liang has been trying to reach you.'

'l thought my instructions were clear,’ interrupt@dbb . 'There were to be no calls until
| told the switchboard otherwise. '

'Yes, sir, but Mr. Liang is the assistant manadke-senior manager when his superior is
not here, which is the case this morning... thisrabon. He tells us it is most urgent. He
has been calling you every few minutes for the past. | am ringing him now, sir. '

David hung up the phone. He was not ready for Liangnore properly put, Liang was
not yet ready for him — at least, not the way Davahted him. Liang was stretched,
possibly on the edge of panic, for he was the éingt lowliest contact and he had failed
to place the subject where he was meant to bea-wimed suite where the enemy could
overhear every word. But the edge of panic waggnotl enough. David wanted Liang
over the edge. The quickest way to provoke tha stas to permit no contact, no
discussion, no exculpating explanations aimed kdtary the subject to get the offender
off the hook.



Webb grabbed the clothes off the bed and put timeontwo bureau drawers along with
the things he had taken out of his flight bag; tadfesd the eyehooks and the fishing line
between the layers of fabric. He then placed tlpepaeight on top of a Room Service
menu on the desk and shoved the hunting knifehirgtgacket pocket. He looked down at
the ice pick and was suddenly struck by a thoughtraborn of a strange instinct: a man
consumed with anxiety would overreact when sturtnethe unexpected sight of
something terrifying. The bold image would shockhdeepening his fears. David
pulled out a handkerchief from his breast pocledched down for the ice pick and
wiped the handle clean. Gripping the lethal inseatrin the cloth, he walked rapidly to
the small foyer, estimated the eye level, and pddntpe pick into the white wall opposite
the door. The telephone rang, then rang againistead if in a frenzy. Webb let himself
out and ran down the hallway towards the bank@fatbrs; he slipped into the next
angled corridor and watched.

He had not miscalculated. The gleaming metal pastelapart and Liang raced out of
the middle elevator into Webb's hallway. David spoound the corner and dashed to the
elevators, then rapidly, quietly, walked to thermarof his own corridor. He could see the
nervous Liang ringing his bell repeatedly, findtlyocking on the door with increasing
persistence.

Another elevator opened and two couples emergadhlag. One of the men looked
quizzically at Webb, then shrugged as the partyedieft. David returned his attention
to Liang. The assistant manager was now frantigimg the bell and pounding the door.
Then he stopped and put his ear to the wood; matjdie reached into his pocket and
withdrew a ring of keys. Webb snapped his head batlof sight as the assistant
manager turned to look up and down the corridoteninserting a key. David did not
have to see; he wanted only to hear.

He had not long to wait. A suppressed, gutturak&hwas followed by the loud crash of
the door. The ice pick had had its effect. Webblrack to his sanctuary beyond the last
elevator, again inching his body to the edge ofwth#; he watched. Liang was visibly
shaken, breathing erratically, deeply, as he repgapressed his finger against the
elevator button. Finally a bell pinged and the rhpéaels of the second elevator opened.
The assistant manager rushed inside.

David had no specific plan, but he knew vaguelytteahad to do, for there was no

other way of doing it. He walked down the corridapidly past the elevators, and ran the
remaining distance to his room. He let himselfdesand picked up the bedside telephone,
pressing the digits he had committed to memory.

‘Concierge's desk,' said a pleasant voice whicimadicdound Oriental; it was probably
Indian.

'Am | speaking to the concierge?' asked Webb. 4 ‘afe, sir. '

'Not one of his assistants?'



'I'm afraid not. Is there a specific assistant wished to speak with? Someone resolving
a problem, perhaps?'

'‘No, | want to talk to you," said David quietlyh&ve a situation that must be handled in
the strictest confidence. May | count on yoursari be generous. '

'"You are a guest in the hotel?'
'l am a guest .

'‘And there is nothing untoward involved, of courdething that would damage the
establishment . '

'Only enhance its reputation for aiding cautiousib@ssmen who wish to bring trade to
the territory. A great deal of trade. '

'l am at your service,,, Sir. "

It was arranged that a Daimler limousine with thestrexperienced driver available
would pick him up in ten minutes at the ramped t@rd drive on Salisbury Road.

The concierge would be standing by the car ant@iibconfidence would receive two
hundred dollars American, roughly fifteen hundretlats Hong Kong. There would be
no individual's name assigned to the rental — whiah to be paid in cash for twenty-four
hours — only the name of a firm picked at randomd AVir Cruett', escorted by a floor
boy, could use a service elevator to the Regaswerl level where there was an exit that
led to the New World Centre with its direct accesthe pick-up on Salisbury Road.

The amenities and the cash disposed of, David eldmbto the back seat of the Daimler;
he was encouraged to confront the lined, tired &d@uniformed middle-aged driver
whose weary expression was only partially leavdned strained attempt to be pleasant.

'‘Welcome, sir! My name is Pak-fei, and | shall esd®ir to be of excellent service to
you! You tell me where, and | take you. | know gibing!

'l was counting on that,' said Webb softly.

'l beg your words, sir?"

'Wo bushi luke,' said David, stating that he wasantourist . 'But as | haven't been here
in years,' he continued in Chinese, 'l want togeamt myself. How about the normal,

boring tour of the island and then a quick tripptigh Kowloon? | have to be back in a
couple of hours or so... And from here on, letsagpEnglish. '



'‘Ahh! Your Chinese is very good — very high cldsg, | understand everything you say.
Yet only two zhongtou.'

'Hours," interrupted Webb . ‘We're speaking Englismember, and | don't want to be
misunderstood. But these two hours and your tid,tha remaining twenty-two hours
and that tip, will depend on how well we get alowgn't it?'

'Yes, yes!' cried Pak-fei, the driver, as he gurthedDaimler's motor and authoritatively
careened out into the intolerable traffic of SaligbRoad. 'l shall endeavour to provide
very excellent service!'

He did, and the names and images that had comauial [ the hotel room were
reinforced by their actual counterparts. He knesvdtieets of the Central District,
recognized The Mandarin Hotel, and the Hong KongbCand Chater

Square with the colony's Supreme Court oppositd#mking giants of Hong Kong. He
had walked through the crowded pedestrian landsetavild confusion that was the Star
Ferry, the island's continuous link to Kowloon. @os Road, Hillier, Possession Street...
the garish Wanchai, it all came back to him, ingbase that he had been there, been to
those places, knew them, knew the streets, eveshttre-cuts to take going from one
place to another. He recognized the winding roadlterdeen, anticipated the sight of the
gaudy floating restaurants and, beyond, the unisdbie congestion of junks and
sampans of the boat people, a massive floating eaontynof the perpetually
dispossessed; he could even hear the clatter apd ahd shrieks of the mah-jong players,
hotly contesting their bets under the dim glowwéging lanterns at night. He had met
men and women -contacts and conduits, he reflectedthe beaches of Shek O and Big
Wave, and he had swum in the crowded waters of Refay, with its huge ersatz
statuary and the decaying elegance of the old @lbotel. He had seen it all, he knew it
all, yet he could relate it all to nothing.

He looked at his watch; they had been driving feainty two hours. There was a last stop
to make on the island and then he would put Patoefthe test . 'Head back to Chater
Square,' he said. 'l have business at one of thlkesbaou can wait for me. '

Money was not only a social and industrial lubricdut in large enough amounts it was
a passport to manoeuvrability. Without it, men nagrwere stymied, their options
limited, and those in pursuit frequently in limkar the options were beyond their means
to sustain the hunt. And the greater the amouatntbre facile its release; witness the
struggle of the man whose resources permit hinppdyafor no more than a $500 loan as
compared with the relative ease another has wlitieaf credit of $500, 000. So it was
for David at the bank in Chater Square. Accommadatias swift and professional; an
attache case was provided without comment forrdresport of the funds, and the offer
of a guard to accompany him to his hotel was madeld he feel more comfortable with
one. He declined, signed the release papers ahdther questions were asked. He
returned to the car in the busy street.



He leaned forward, resting his left hand on thé fedifric of the front seat inches from the
driver's head. He held an American $100 bill betwieis thumb and index finger. 'Pak-
fei,' he said, 'l need a gun.'

Slowly the driver's head turned. He gazed at thetben turned further to look at Webb.
Gone was the forced ebullience, the overweeningel&splease. Instead, the expression
on his lined face was passive, his sloped eyeardistKowloon,' he answered. 'In the
Mongkok. ' He took the hundred dollars.

The Daimler limousine crawled through the congesteget in Mongkok, an urban mass
that had the unenviable distinction of being thesnaensely populated city district in the
history of mankind. Populated, it must be recora@dahost exclusively by Chinese. A
Western face was so much a rarity that it drewotigriglances, at once hostile and
amused. No white man or woman was ever encouragga to Mongkok after dark; no
Oriental Cotton Club existed here. It was not atemaif racism but the recognition of
reality. There was too little space for their owand they guarded their own as millennia
of Chinese had done from the earliest dynasties.family was all, it was everything,
and too many families lived not so much in squalarwithin the confines of a single
room with a single bed and mats on coarse, cleand] Everywhere the multitude of
small balconies attested to the demands of clezsgiras no one ever appeared on them
except to hang continuous lines of laundry. Thestad these open balconies filled the
sides of adjacent apartment houses and seemedricbestant agitation as the breezes
blew against the immense walls of fabric, causiagrgents of all descriptions to dance in
place by the tens of thousands, further proof efaktraordinary numbers that inhabited
the area.

Nor was the Mongkok poor. Lavishly manufacturedoolwas everywhere with bright
red the predominant magnet. Enormous and elabsigiie could be seen wherever the
eye roamed above the crowds; advertisements thagssively rose three storeys high
lined the streets and the alleyways, the Chineagackers emphatic in their attempts to
seduce consumers. There was money in Mongkok, mgaty, as well as hysterical
money, but not always legitimate money. What tlvess not was excess space, and what
there was of it belonged to their own, not outsdenless an outsider — brought in by
one of their own — also brought in money to feedittsatiable machine that produced a
vast array of worldly goods, and some not so muectdly as other-worldly. It was a
question of knowing where to look and having thieerPak-fei, the driver, knew where
to look, and Jason Bourne had the price.

'l will stop and make a phone call,' said Pak4beiling behind a double-parked truck. 'l
will lock you in and be quick. '



'Is that necessary?' asked Webb.
It is your briefcase, sir, not mine. '

Good Lord, thought David, he was a fool! He hadaewtsidered the attach6 case. He
was carrying over $300, 000 into the heart of Mangés if it were his lunch. He gripped
the handle, pulling the case to his lap, and chettke hasps; they were secure, but if
both buttons were jolted even slightly, the lid \wbsnap up. He yelled at the driver, who
had climbed out of the car. 'Get me some tape! sdbdape!

It was too late. The sounds of the street wereethiad, the crowds nothing less than a
weaving human blanket, and they were everywherd. sddenly everywhere became

the windows of the Daimler. A hundred pairs of egesred in from all sides, then
contorted faces were pressed against the glasal sides — and Webb was the core of a
newly erupted street volcano. He could hear thetipring shrieks of Bin go ah? and
Chong man tui, roughly the English equivalent ohtWs it?' and 'A mouth that's full,' or
as combined, 'Who's the big shot?' He felt likaged animal being studied by a horde of
beasts from another species, perhaps vicious. ldeohéo the case, staring straight ahead,
and as two hands started clawing at the slightespathe upper window on his right, he
reached slowly down into his pocket for the huntinge. The fingers broke through.

‘Jau!' screamed Pak-fei, thrashing his way thrabglcrowd. This is a most important
taipan and the police up the street will pour Ingiloil on your genitals if you disturb him!
Get away, away? He unlocked the door, jumped iroethe wheel and yanked the door
shut amid furious curses. He started the engineenlit, then pressed his hand on the
powerful horn and held it there, raising the caaophto unbearable proportions as the
sea of bodies slowly, reluctantly parted. The Damhlirched in fits and starts down the
narrow street.

'‘Where are we going?' shouted Webb . 'l thoughivese there!"

The merchant you will deal with has moved his platbusiness, sir, which is good, for
this is not a savoury district of the Mongkok. '

"You should have called first. That wasn't veryagknt back there. '

'If I may correct the impression of imperfect seeyisir,' said Pak-fei, glancing at David
in the rear view mirror. 'We now know that you am being followed. As a
consequence | am not being followed to where layiou. '

'What are you talking about?'

"You go with your hands free into a large bank trai@r Square and you come out with
your hands not free. You carry a briefcase. '



'S0?' Webb watched the driver's eyes as they kephd up at him.

'No guard accompanied you, and there are bad pedyevatch for such men as
yourself- often signals are sent from other baglgemside. These are uncertain times,
So it was better to be certain in this instance. '

'‘And you're certain... now. '

'Oh, yes, sir!' Pak-fei smiled. 'An automobile éoling us on a back street in the
Mongkok is easily seen. '

'So there was no phone call. '

'Oh, indeed there was, sir. One must always aall fiBut it was very quick, and | then
walked back on the pavement, without my cap, ofssufor many metres. There were
no angry men in automobiles, and none climbedmut in the street. | will now take
you to the merchant much relieved. '

'I'm relieved, too," said David, wondering why Jag8wurne had temporarily deserted
him. 'And | didn't even know | should have been neat. Not about being followed. '

The dense crowds of the Mongkok thinned out adbthidings became lower and Webb
could see the waters of Victoria Harbour behindhagain-link fences. Beyond the
forbidding barricades were clusters of warehousmsihg piers where merchant ship's
were docked and heavy machinery crawled and grodiftedy huge boxcars into holds.
Pak-fei turned into the entrance of an isolatedsineey warehouse; it appeared deserted,
asphalt everywhere and only two cars in sight. Jdte was closed; a guard walked out

of a small glass-enclosed office towards the Dainaelipboard in his hand.

"You won't find my name on a list," said Pak-fe{dhinese and with singular authority as
the guard approached. 'Inform Mr Wu Song that Reljemmber Five is here and brings
him a taipan as worthy as himself. He expects Tise'guard nodded, squinting in the
afternoon sunlight to catch a glimpse of the impoirpassenger. 'Aiya!' screamed Pak-fei
at the man's impertinence. Then he turned and tbak&/ebb . "You must not
misunderstand, sir," he said as the guard rantoduis telephone. 'My use of the name of
my fine hotel has nothing to do with my fine hoteltruth, if Mr Liang, or anyone else,
knew | mentioned its name in such business aslthisuld be relieved of my job. It is
merely that | was born on the fifth day of theHifhonth in the year of our Christian Lord,
1935,

'l never tell," said David, smiling to himsethinking that Jason Bourne had not
deserted him after all. The myth that he once fehlknew the avenues that led to the
right contacts — knew them blindly — and that mas where inside David Webb.

The curtained whitewashed room of the warehoused livith locked, horizontal display
cases, was not unlike a museum displaying sudaetgifrom past civilizations as



primitive tools, fossilized insects, mystic carvengf religions past. The difference here
was in the objects. These were exploding weapatsdm the gamut, from the lowest-
calibre handguns and rifles to the most sophigiccateapons of modern warfare —
thousand-round automatic machine guns with spagltlips on near-weightless frames
to laser-guided rockets to be fired from the sheyldn arsenal for terrorists. Two men in
business suits stood guard, one outside the esettartbe room, the other inside. As was
to be expected, the former bowed his apology angechan electronic scanner up and
down the clothes of Webb and his driver. Then tla@ meached for the attach6 case.
David pulled it away, shaking his head and gestuainthe wandlike scanner. The guard
had waved it over the surface of the case, chedkmdials as he did so.

'Private papers,' Webb said in Chinese to thelsthguard as he walked into the room.

It took David nearly a full minute to absorb what$aw, to shake off his disbelief. He
looked at the bold, emblazoned No Smoking sigrisnglish, French and Chinese that
were all over the walls and wondered why they vikege. Nothing was exposed. He
walked over to the small arms display and examthedvares. He clutched the attache
case in his hand as though it were a lifeline totgan a world gone mad with
instruments of violence.

'Huanying!' cried a voice, followed by the appeamnf a youngish looking man. He
came out of a panelled door in one of those tigim§ European suits that exaggerate the
shoulders and hug the waist, the rear panels gatket flowing like a peacock’s tail —

the product of designers determined to be chibeptice of neutering the male image.

‘This is Mr Wu Song, sir," said Pak-fei, bowingsfito the merchant and then to Webb . 'It
is not necessary for you to give your name, sir, '

'‘Bu!" spat out the young merchant, pointing at Davattaché case. 'Bu jing ya!'

"Your client, Mr. Song, speaks fluent Chinese.é @hiver turned to David. 'As you heard,
sir, Mr. Song objects to the presence of your basé. '

'It doesn't leave my hand,’ said Webb.

‘Then there can be no serious discussion of busimegpined Wu Song in flawless
English.

'Why not? Your man checked it. There are no weapwide, and even if there were and
| tried to open it, | have an idea I'd be on tle®flbefore the lid was up. '

'Plastic?' said Wu Song, asking a question. 'lasitrophones leading to recording
devices where the metal content is so low as widraissed even by sophisticated
machinery?'

"You're paranoid. '



'As they say in your country, it goes with the itery. '
"Your idiom's as good as your English. '

'‘Columbia University, seventy-three. '

'Did you major in armaments?’

'‘No, marketing. '

‘Aiya!’ shrieked Pak-fei, but he was too late. Téeid colloquy had covered the
movement of the guards; they had walked acrossottra, at the last instant lunging at
Webb and the driver.

Jason Bourne spun, dislodging his attacker's asm &iround his shoulder, clamping it
under his own and twisting it further in place,diog the man down and smashing the
attache case up into the Oriental's face. The maees coming back to him. The
violence was returning as it had returned to a lolmned amnesiac on a fishing boat
beyond the shoals of a Mediterranean island. Sdrfargotten, so much unexplained,
but remembered. The man fell to the floor, stunasdyis partner turned in fury to Webb
after pummelling Pak-fei to the ground. He rushasvard, his hands held up in a
diagonal thrust, his wide chest and shoulders #se lof his dual battering rams. David
dropped the attache case, lurched to his right, $pein again, again to his right, his left
foot lashing up from the floor, catching the Chimés the groin with such force that the
man doubled over, screaming. Webb instantly kiaketwith his right foot, his toe
digging into the attacker's throat directly benddthjaw; the man rolled on the floor,
gasping for air, one hand on his groin, the othmgpgng his neck. The first guard started
to rise; Bourne stepped forward and smashed his ke the man's chest, sending him
halfway across the room where he fell unconsci@mehth a display case.

The young arms merchant from Columbia Universitg wnned. His eyes explained:
he was witnessing the unthinkable, expecting ansnerd that what he saw would be
reversed, his guards the victors. Then suddenlphatically, he knew it was not going
to happen; he ran in panic to the panelled doachiag it as Webb reached him. David
gripped the padded shoulders, spinning the merdyek across the floor. Wu Song
tripped over his twisting feet and fell; he heldhip hands, pleading.

‘No, please! Stop! | cannot stand physical conathan! Take what you will!"
‘You can't stand what?'
"You heard me, | getill?

'What the hell do you think all this is about?'lgdlDavid, sweeping his arm around the
room.



'l service a demand, that is all. Take whateverwaut, but don't touch me. Please?

Disgusted, Webb crossed to the fallen driver, wlag getting to his knees, blood
trickling from the corner of his mouth. 'What | &gH pay for," he said to the arms
merchant as he grabbed the driver's arm and hélpetb his feet . ‘Are you all right?’

"You ask for great trouble, sir," replied Pak-fag hands trembling, fear in his eyes.
'It had nothing to do with you. Wu Song knows tlelin't you, Wu?
'l brought you here!" insisted the driver.

To make a purchase," added David quickly. 'So dettst over with. But first tie up those
two goons. Use the curtains. Rip them down. '

Pak-fei looked imploringly at the young merchant.

'‘Great Christian Jesus, do as he says? yelled Wg. Sée will strike me! Take the
curtains! Tie them, you imbecile?

Three minutes later Webb held in his hand an odétimy gun, bulky but not large. It
was an advanced weapon; the perforated cylindemthathe silencer was pneumatically
snapped on, reducing the decibel count of a guristetoud spit — but no more than a
spit — the accuracy unaffected at close rangesltt hine rounds, clips released and
inserted at the base of the handle in a matteeadrds; there were three in reserve —
thirty-six shells with the fire power of a. 357 Magn available instantly in a gun half
the size and weight of a Colt 45.

'Remarkable," said Webb, glancing at the bounddyuand a quaking Pak-fei. 'Who
designed it? So much expertise was coming backro®0 much recognition. From
where?

'‘As an American, it may offend you," answered Wuadgdbut he is a man in Bristol,
Connecticut, who realized that the company he wiwks designs for — would never
recompense him adequately for his invention. Thhongermediaries he went on the
closed international market and sold to the highakter. '

‘You?'

'l do not invest. | market .’

That's right, | forgot. You service a demand. '

'Precisely. '



'Whom do you pay?

‘A numbered account in Singapore, | know nothirsg el'm protected, of course.
Everything's on consignment . '

'l see. How much for this?

Take it. My gift to you. '

"You smell. | don't take gifts from people who sineglow much?

Wu Song swallowed. The list price is eight hundé@derican dollars.

Webb reached into his left pocket and pulled oatdenominations he had placed there.
SHaclaidc.ounted out eight $100 bills and gave them ecattms merchant . 'Paid in full,' he

'Paid," agreed the Chinese.

Tie him up,' said David, turning to the appreheastak-fei. 'No, don't worry about it.
Tie him up!

'Do as he says, you idiot?

Then take the three of them outside. Along the sfdbe
building by the car. And stay out of sight of thetey '
'‘Quickly? yelled Song. 'He is angry!

"You can count on it,' agreed Webb.

Four minutes later the two guards and Wu Song wdadiekwardly through the outside
door into the blazing afternoon sunlight, made hardy the dancing reflections off the
waters of Victoria Harbour. Their knees and armsawied in the ripped cloth of the
curtains so their movements were hesitant and taineSilence was guaranteed by wads
of fabric in the mouths of the guards. No such auéions were needed for the young
merchant; he was petrified.

Alone, David put his retrieved attache case orfldw, and walked rapidly around the
room studying the displays in the cases until hmfowhat he wanted. He smashed the
glass with the handle of his gun and picked ardhedshards for the weapons he would
use — weapons coveted by terrorists everywhemer tijrenades, each with the impact of
a 20-pound bomb. How did he know? Where did therkedge come from!



He removed six grenades and checked each battargecfHow could he do that? How
did he know where to look, what to press? No makerknew. He looked at his watch.

He set the timers of each and ran along the disydags, crashing the handle of his
weapon into the glass tops and dropping into eape@ade. He had one left and two
cases to go; he looked up at the tri-lingual No Engsigns and made another decision.
He ran to the panelled door, opened it, and savt idaghought he might see. He threw
in the final grenade.

Webb checked his watch, picked up the attacheaadevent outside, making a point of
being very much in control. He approached the Dairat the side of the warehouse
where Pak-fei seemed to be apologizing to his peeg perspiring as he did so. The
driver was being alternately berated and consojed/b Song, who wanted nothing
more than to be spared any further violence.

Take them over to the breakwater,' ordered Dawdtimg to the stone wall that rose
above the waters of the harbour.

Wu Song stared at Webb . 'Who are you? he asked.
The moment had come. It was now.

Webb again looked at his watch as he walked ovr@@rms merchant. He gripped Wu
Song's elbow and shoved the frightened Chinesediagiong the side of the building
where soft-spoken words would not be overheardbyothers. 'My name is Jason
Bourne," said David simply.

‘Jason Bou-!" The Oriental gasped, reacting asgimaustiletto had punctured his throat,
'his own eyes witnessing the final, violent achisf own death.

'‘And if you have any ideas about restoring a bdiesgo by punishing someone, say my
driver, get rid of them. I'll know where to find yo' Webb paused for a single beat, then
continued. 'You're a privileged man, Wu, but whhttprivilege goes a responsibility. For
certain reasons you may be questioned, and | dgpéct you to lie — | doubt that you're
very good at lying anyway — so we met, I'll acceatt. | even stole from you, if you like.
But if you give an accurate description of me, gduetter be on the other side of the
world — and dead. It would be less painful for you.

The Columbia graduate froze, his lower lip trembplas he stared at Webb, speechless.
David returned the look in silence, nodding hischeace. He released Wu Song's arm
and walked back to Pak-fei and the two bound gydedsing the panicked merchant to
his racing thoughts.

'Do as | told you, Pak-fei," he said, once mordilog at his watch. 'Get them over to the
wall and tell them to lie down. Explain that I'mvesing them with my gun, and will be



covering them until we drive through the gate.ihkitheir employer will attest to the fact
that I'm a reasonably proficient marksman. '

The driver reluctantly barked the orders in Chinéssving to the arms merchant as Wu
Song started ahead of the others, awkwardly mamoeukimself towards the
breakwater some seventy-odd yards away. Webb l|ooisgde the Daimler.

Throw me the keys!" he shouted to Pak-fei. ‘Andyhup!

David snatched the keys from the air and climbeal ihe driver's seat. He started the
engine, slipped the Daimler into gear and followss odd-looking parade across the
asphalt directly behind the warehouse.

Wu Song and his two guards lay prostrate on thargtoWebb leaped out of the car, the
motor running, and raced around the back to therdtite, his newly purchased weapon
in his hand, the silencer fixed. 'Get in and drile! shouted to Pak-fei. 'Quickly!

The driver jumped in, bewildered. David fired thedets -spits that blew up the asphalt
several feet in front of each captive's face. Is waough; all three rolled in panic into the
wall. Webb got into the front seat of the car. "tgo!" he said, for a final time looking at
his watch, his gun out of the window aimed in th@nity of the three prostrate figures.
‘Now!"

The gate swung back for the august taipan in tigestdimousine. The Daimler raced
through and turned right into the speeding tradficche dual-lane highway to Mongkok.

'Slow down!" ordered David. 'Pull over to the side,the dirt .

These drivers are madmen, sir. They speed bedaggénow that in minutes they will
barely move. It will be difficult to get back ongload. '

‘Somehow | don't think so. '

It happened. The explosions came one after andtimee, four, five... six. The isolated
one-storey warehouse blew to the skies, flamesiarg black smoke filling the air
above the land and the harbour, causing automcddmédrucks and buses to come to
screeching stops on the highway.

' You? shrieked Pak-fei, his mouth gaping, his imggyes on Webb.

'l was there. '

'We were there, sir! | am dead! Aiya!'

‘No, Pak-fei, you're not," said David. "You're gaitd, take my word for that. You'll
never hear from Mr Wu Song again. | suspect he'lbib the other side of the world,



probably in Iran, teaching marketing to the mulldhgon't know who else would accept
him.

'‘But why? How, sir?'

'He's finished. He dealt in what's called "consignits”, which means he pays as his
merchandise is sold. Are you following me?'

'l think so, sir."'
'He has no more merchandise, but it wasn't sojdsttwent away. '
'Sir?'

'He kept wired rolls of dynamite and cases of egip plastic in the back room. They
were too primitive to put in the display cases.cMiso bulky.

'Sir?

'l couldn't have a cigarette... Weave around thkfidcr Pak-fei. | have to get back to
Kowloon. '

As they entered the Tsim Sha Tsui, the movemen@akifei's constantly turning head
intruded on Webb's thoughts. The driver kept loglkahhim. 'What is it?" he asked.

'l am not certain, sir. | am frightened, of course;

"You didn't believe what | told you? That you've gothing to be afraid of?'

That is not it, sir. | think | must believe you fosaw what you did, and | saw Wu Song's
face when you spoke with him. | think it is yourh drightened of, but I also think this

may be wrong for you did protect me. It was in Wan§s eyes. | cannot explain. '

'Don't bother," said David, reaching into his padke money. 'Are you married, Pak-fei?
Or have a girlfriend, or a boyfriend? It doesn'titea '

‘Married, sir. | have two grown children who hawa-bad jobs. They contribute; my joss
is good. '

‘Now it'll be better. Go home and pick up your wif@and children, if you like — and drive,

Pak-fei. Drive up into the New Territories for mamyles. Stop and have a fine meal in
Tuen Mun or Yuen Long and then drive some morethein enjoy this fine automobile.

'Sir?



'A xiao xin," went on Webb, the money in his halidhat we call in English a little white
lie that doesn't hurt anybody.

You see, | want the mileage on this car to apprakémvhere you've driven me today —
and tonight .’

'Where is that?

"You drove Mr Cruett first up to Lo Wu and then@ss the base of the mountain range to
Lok Ma Chau. '

‘Those are checkpoints into the People's Republic .

'Yes, they are," agreed David, removing two $106,k@And then a third. 'Do you think
you can remember that and make the mileage right?

'Most certainly, sir. '

'‘And do you think," added Webb, his finger on arfe$100 bill, 'that you could say | left
the car at Lok Ma Chau and wandered up in the futl&n hour or so.’

‘Ten hours, if you like, sir. | need no sleep.’

'One hour is fine. ' David held out the $400 imfrof the driver's startled eyes. '‘And I'll
know if you don't live up to our agreement.’

"You have no concerns, sir!' cried Pak-fei, onedham the wheel, the other grasping the
bills. 'l shall pick up my wife, my children, heagents, and my own as well. This animal
| drive is big enough for twelve. | thank you, dithank you!'

'Drop me off around ten streets from Salisbury Rawad get out of the area. | don't want
this car seen in Kowloon. '

'No, sir, it is not possible. We will be in Lo Win, Lok Ma Chau'

'As far as tomorrow morning goes, say whateverliju | won't be here, I'm leaving
tonight. You won't see me again. '

‘Yes, sir. '
'‘Our contract's concluded, Pak-fei," said Jasorrigthis thoughts returning to a strategy
that became clearer with each move he made. Arfdreage brought him closer to

Marie. All was colder now. There was a certain di@® in being what he was not.

Play the scenario as it was given to you... Beyavieere at once. Make them sweat.



At 5: 02 an obviously disturbed Liang walked rapidut of the glass doors of the Regent.
He looked anxiously around at the arriving and di@pgguests, then turned to his left
and hurried down the pavement towards the ramprigad the street. David watched

him through the spraying fountains on the oppasde of the courtyard. Using the
fountains as his cover Webb ran across the busy doglging cars and taxis; he reached
the ramp and followed Liang down towards SalistiRoad.

He stopped midway to the street and turned, angllimdpody and his face to the left. The
assistant manager had come to an abrupt haltpdiglbrching forwards, as an anxious
person in a hurry will do when he has suddenly rebered something or changes his
mind. It had to be the latter, thought David, as&etiously shifted his head and saw
Liang rushing across the entrance drive towardstbeded pavement of the New World
Shopping Centre. Webb knew he would lose him irctiogvds if he did not hurry, so he
held up both hands, stopping the traffic, and rattagonally down the ramp as horns
bellowed and angry shrieks came from drivers. tehed the pavement, sweating,
anxious. He could not see Liang! Where was he?s€aeof Oriental faces became a blur,
so much the same, yet not the same. Where wasda@ idshed ahead, muttering
excuses as he collided with bodies and startlessfdwe saw him! He was sure it was
Liang — but not sure, not really. He had seen &-daited figure turn into the entrance of
the harbour walkway, a long stretch of concretevalibe water where people fished and
strolled and performed their tai chi exerciseméarly mornings. Yet he had seen only
the back of a man; if it was not, Liang would ledlve street and lose him completely.
Instinct. Not yours but Bourne's — the eyes of ddourne.

Webb broke into a run, heading for the arched en#raf the walkway. The skyline of
Hong Kong sparkled in the sunlit distance, thefitah the harbour bobbing furiously,
winding up the day's labours on the water. He stbd@vn as he passed under the arch;
there was no way back to Salisbury Road but thrabglentrance. The walkway was a
dead-end intrusion on the waterfront, and thaterhes question, as well as supplying an
answer to another. Why had Liang — if it was Lianigoxed himself into a dead end?
What drew him to it? A contact, a drop, a relay?aféler it was, it meant that the
Chinese had not considered the possibility thav&ae being followed; that was the
immediate answer David needed. It told him whalh&e to know. His prey was in panic;
the unexpected could only propel him into furthanig.

Jason's Bourne's eyes had not lied. It was Liamgthie first question remained
unanswered, even compounded by what Webb saw.eQhttusands upon thousands of
public telephones in Kowloon — tucked away in crediércades and in recessed corners
of darkened lobbies — Liang had chosen to use apage on the inner wall of the
walkway. It was exposed, in the open, in the ceofti@wide thoroughfare that was in
itself a dead end. It made no sense; even the saakeateur had basic protective
instincts. When in panic he sought cover.

Liang reached into his pocket for change, and suigidas if commanded by an inner
voice, David knew that he could not permit that tabe made. When it was made, he



had to make it. It was part of his strategy, a gaat would bring him closer to Marie!
The control had to be in his hands, not others!

He began running, heading straight towards theengldstic shell of the pay phone,
wanting to shout but knowing he had to get closdye heard over the sounds of the
windblown waterfront. The assistant manager walirig his hand dropped to his side —
he had finished. Somewhere a telephone was ringing.

'Liang!' roared Webb . 'Get off that phone! If ywant to live, hang up and get out of
therel’

The Chinese spun around, his face a rigid maséradrit ' You!' he shouted hysterically,
pressing his body back into the shell of white ptas'No... no! Not now! Not here!

Gunfire suddenly filled the winds off the watemm@tato bursts that joined the myriad
sounds of the harbour. Pandemonium swept over #tlenay as people screamed and
shrieked, dropping to the ground or racing in akctions away from the terror of instant
death.
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‘Aiya!’ roared Liang, diving to the side of thegghone shell as bullets ripped into the
wall of the walkway and cracked in the air overhéa@bb lunged towards the Chinese,
crawling beside the hotel man, his hunting knifé @futs scabbard. 'Do not! What are
you doing? Liang screamed as David, lying sidewgsipped him by the front of his
shirt and shoved the blade up into the manageirs lsfeaking the skin, drawing blood.
'‘Ahhee!" The hysterical cry was lost in the pandeimm of the walkway.

‘Give me the number! Now?
'‘Don't do this to me! | swear to you | did not kndwas a trap!"

'It's not a trap for me, Liang,' said Webb breatsllg, the sweat rolling down his face. 'lt's
for you!'

'Me? You're mad! Why me?

'‘Because they know I'm here now, and you've seeryouéve talked to me. You made
your phone call and they can't afford you any lange

'‘But why?



"You were given a telephone number. You did yobrgad they can't allow any traces. '
That explains nothing!'
'‘Maybe my name will. It's Jason Bourne. '

'Oh, my God... " whispered Liang, his face palbastared at David, his eyes opaque
glass, his lips parted.

'You're a trace," said Webb. "You're dead. '

'‘No, no!" The Chinese shook his head. ‘It can'tl loein't know anyone, only the number!
It is a deserted office in the New World Centrégmmporary telephone installed. Please!
The number is three-four, four, zero, one! Do nbtke, Mr Bourne! For the love of our
Christian God, do not do it"

'If | thought the trap was for me, there'd be bladicver your throat, not your chin...
Three-four, four, zero, one?'

'Yes, exactly!

The gunfire stopped as suddenly and as startliagiy had begun.

The New World Centre's right above us, isn't it2©hthose windows up there. '
'Exactly!" Liang shuddered, unable to take his eyf€®avid's face. Then he shut them
tight, tears dripping beneath his lids as he shoskead violently. 'l have never seen
you! | swear on the cross of holy Jesus!

'‘Sometimes | wonder if I'm in Hong Kong or the \atn. ' Webb raised his head and
looked around. All along the walkway terrified péomere hesitantly beginning to rise.
Mothers clutched children; men held women, and me&men and children got to their
knees, then their feet and suddenly formed a ntasgpede towards the Salisbury arch.
"You were told to make your call from here, wergnu?" said David rapidly, turning to
the frightened hotel man.

‘Yes, sir. '

" Why? Did they give you a reason?"

‘Yes, sir. '

'For Christ's sake, open your eyes?

'Yes, sir. ' Liang did so, looking away as he spdkeey said they did not trust the guest
who asked for Suite Six-nine-zero. He was a man might force another to convey lies.



Therefore they wanted to observe me when | spokieetm... Mr Bourne — no, | did not
say that! Mr Cruett — | tried all day to reach ydr, Cruett! | wanted you to know | was
being pressed repeatedly, Mr Cruett. They kept pigome, wanting to know when |
would place my call to them -from here. | kept sa@yyou had not arrived! What else
could

| do? By trying to reach you so constantly, you saa | was trying to warn you, sir! It is
obvious, is it not?

'What's obvious is that you're a damn fool. '

'l am not equipped for this work. '

'‘Why did you do it?

'‘Money, sir! | was with Chiang, with the Kuomintarighave a wife and five children —
two sons and three daughters. | have to get oy Blearch backgrounds; they give us
incontestable labels with no appeals. | am a leaman, sir! Fudan University, second in
my class — | owned my own hotel in Shanghai. Buthait is meaningless now. When
Beijing takes over, | am dead, my family is deaddAow you say | am dead as of this
moment. What am | to do?'

'Peking — Beijing — won't touch the colony; theynka@hange anything,' said David,
remembering the words Marie had said to him thaibie evening after McAllister had
left their house. 'Unless the crazies take over. '

They are all crazy, sir. Believe nothing else. Yonm't know them!'

'‘Maybe not. But | know a few of you. And, franklid rather not .

"Let who is without sin among you cast the firtstree, " sir. '

'Stones, but not bags of silver from Chiang's qatiam, right?'

'Sir?

'What are your three daughters' names? Quickly?

They are... they are... Wang... Wang Sho-'

'Forget it!" yelled David, glancing down at theiSlliry arch. 'Ni bushi ren! You're not a
man, you're a pig! Stay well, Liang-of-the-Kuomimga Stay well as long as they let you.

Frankly, | couldn't care less. '

Webb got to his feet, prepared to throw himself dagain at the first irregular flash of
light from a window above on his left. The eyeslason Bourne were accurate: there



was nothing. David joined the stampede at the anchslithered his way through the
crowds to Salisbury Road.

He placed the call from a phone in a congestedyraricade off Nathan Road. He put his
index finger in his right ear to hear more clearly.

' Wet?' said a male voice.
'It's Bourne, and I'll speak English. Where is mfe®
'Wade tian ah! It is said you speak our languageuimerous dialects. '

'It's been a long time and | want everything cheariderstood. | asked you about my
wifel'

‘Liang gave you this number?’

'He didn't have a choice. '

'He is also dead. '

'l don't care what you do, but if | were you, lavie second thoughts about killing him.
'Why? He is lower than a worm. '

'‘Because you picked a damn fool, worse, an hystiesite. He talked to too many people.
A switchboard operator told me he was calling merg¥ew minutes-'

'Calling you?'

'l flew in this morning. Where is my wife-'

‘Liang the liar!

'You didn't expect me to stay in that suite, did¥d had him switch me to another room.
We were seen talking together — arguing — with dalbzen clerks watching us. You kill
him, there'll be more rumours than any of us wahe police will be looking for a rich
American who disappeared. '

'His trousers are soiled,’ said the Chinese. 'Perhias enough. '

'It's enough. Now what about my wife}'

'l heard you. | am not privileged with such infotina. '

‘Then put on someone who is. Now!'



"You will meet with others more knowledgeable. '
'‘When?'

'We will get back to you. What room are you in?
Il call you. You've got fifteen minutes. '

'You are giving me orders?'

'l know where you are, which window, which offiggu're sloppy with your rifle. You
should have corked the

barrel; sunlight reflects off metal, that's bascthirty seconds I'll be a hundred feet from
your door, but you won't know where | am and yono'td@ave that phone. '

'l don't believe you!

Try me. You're not watching me now, I'm watchingiy¥ou've got fifteen minutes, and
when | call you back | want to talk to my wife. '

'She's not here!'

'If | thought she were you'd be dead, your heatekinirom the rest of you and thrown
out the window to join the other garbage in thebbar. If you think I'm exaggerating,
check around. Ask people who've dealt with me. y@lr taipan, the Yao Ming who
doesn't exist . '

'l cannot make your wife appear, Jason Bourneligtbthe frightened minion.

'‘Get me a number where | can reach her. Eitheai her voice — talking to me — or
there's nothing. Except for your headless corpsgeaanlack bandanna across your
bleeding neck. Fifteen minutes?

David hung up the phone and wiped the sweat franfdde. He had done it. The mind
and the words were Jason Bourne's — he had goRerbanly vaguely remembered time
and instinctively knew what to do, what to say, Woathreaten. There was a lesson
somewhere. Appearance far outdistanced realityv&@rthere a reality within him crying
to come out, wanting control, telling David Webkttast the man inside him?

He left the oppressively crowded arcade and turiggd on the equally congested
pavement. The Golden Mile of the Tsim Sha Tsui pr@paring for its nightly games,
and so would he. He could return to the hotel ribv;assistant manager would be miles
away, conceivably booking a flight to Taiwan, itk was any truth at all in his
hysterical statements. Webb would use the freitgviagor to reach his room in case



others were awaiting him in the lobby, althougldbabted it. The shooting gallery that
was a deserted office in the New World Centre wasarcommand post, and the
marksman was not a commander but a relay, nowtémgd for his life.

With each step David took down Nathan Road, thetshbis breath became, the louder
his chest pounded. Twelve minutes from now he wbelar Marie's voice. Oh God, he
wanted to hear it so! He had to! It was all thatilgd<eep him sane, all that mattered.
"Your fifteen minutes are over,’ said Webb, sittamgthe edge of the bed, trying to
control his heartbeat, wondering if the rapid ecbold be heard as he heard it, hoping it
caused no tremor in his voice.

‘Call five-two, six, five, three.

'Five?' David recognized the exchange. 'She'sioudong Kong, not Kowloon.'

'She will be moved immediately. '

'I'll call you back after I've spoken to her. '

‘There is no need, Jason Bourne. Knowledgeableareethere and they will speak with
you. My business is finished and you have neven see '

'l don't have to. A photograph will be taken whem yeave that office, but you won't
know from where or by whom. You'll probably seetenier of people — in the hallway,
or in an elevator or the lobby — but you won't kne@hich one has a camera with a lens
that looks like a button on his jacket, or an embtan her purse. Stay well, minion.
Think nice thoughts. '

Webb depressed the telephone bar, disconnectinmédéne waited three seconds,
released it, heard the dial tone, and touchedukters. He could hear the ring. Christ, he
couldn't stand it!

'Wei?'

‘This is Bourne. Put my wife on the line."'

'As you wish. '

'‘David?’

‘Are you all right"!? shouted Webb on the edge ydtaria.

'Yes, just tired, that's all, my darling. Are ydurayht-'

'Have they hurt you — have they touched you?



‘No, David, they've been quite kind, actually. Bat know how tired | get sometimes.
Remember that week in

Zurich when you wanted to see the Fraumunster laadiuseums and go out sailing on
the Limmat, and | said | just wasn't up to it?

There'd been no week in Zurich. Only the nightnadra single night when both of them
nearly lost their lives. He running the gauntlehaf would-be executioners in the
Steppdeckstrasse, she nearly raped, sentencedttoatea deserted riverfront in the
Guisan Quai. What was she trying to tell him?

'Yes, | remember. "'

'So you mustn't worry about me, darling. Thank @od're here! We'll be together soon,
they've promised me that. It'll be like Paris, @R\Remember Paris, when | thought I'd
lost you? But you came to me and we both knew witeegs. That lovely street with the
dark green trees and the-'

That will be all, Mrs. Webb," broke in a male vait@r should | say Mrs. Bourne,' the
man added, speaking directly into the phone.

‘Think, David, and be careful? yelled Marie in treckground. 'And don't worry, darling!
That lovely street with the row of green trees, fanyourite tree-'

'Ting zhi!" cried the male voice, issuing an orale€hinese. 'Take her away! She's giving
him information! Quickly. Don't let her speak!'

"You harm her in any way, you'll regret it for thesst of your short life," said Webb, icily.
'l swear to Christ I'll find you.

There has been no cause for unpleasantness up tagment,’ replied the man slowly,
his tone sincere. 'You heard your wife. She has leated well. She has no complaints.

'‘Something's wrong with her! What the hell have goue that she can't tell me?’

It is only the tension, Mr. Bourne. And she wabrtg you something, no doubt in her
anxiety trying to describe this location — erronggul should add — but even if it were
accurate it would be as useless to you as thehmtepnumber. She is on her way to
another apartment, one of millions in Hong Kong.yWMould we harm her in any way?
It would be counterproductive. A great taipan wdatmeet with you. '

"Yao Ming?'

'Like you, he goes by several names. Perhaps yoveeah an accommodation. '



'Either we do or he's dead. And so are you. '

'l believe what you say, Jason Bourne. You killedlose blood relative of mine who was
beyond your reach, in his own island fortress ontéa. I'm sure you recall. '

'l don't keep records. Yao Ming. When?'

Tonight .

'‘Where?

"You must understand, he's very recognizable, smgt be a most unusual place. '
'‘Suppose | choose it?

'‘Unacceptable, of course. Do not insist. We have yofe. '

David tensed; he was losing the control he desplgraeeded. 'Name it,' he said.

The Walled City. We assume you know it . '

'Of it,’ corrected Webb, trying to focus what megnbe had.

The filthiest slum on the face of the earth, i€hmember. '

'What else would it be? It is the only legal poss&s of the People's Republic in all of
the colony. Even the detestable Mao Zedong gavaipsion for our police to purge it.
But civil servants are not paid that much. It rema@ssentially the same. '

'What time tonight?'

‘After dark, but before the bazaar closes. Betweee-thirty and not later than fifteen
minutes to ten. '

'How do | find this Yao Ming — who isn't Yao Ming?

There is a woman in the first block of the openkaaiwho sells snake entrails as
aphrodisiacs, predominantly cobra. Go up to heraskdcher where a great one is. She
will tell you the descending steps to use, whidéyato take. You will be met .

'l might never get there. The colour of my skintisvelcome down there. '

'No one will harm you. However, | suggest you neawgarish clothing or display
expensive jewellery.



‘Jewellery?

'If you own a high-priced watch, do not wear it .
They'd cut your arm off for a watch. Medusa. Satbe
Thanks for the advice. '

'One last thing. Do not think of involving the aathies, or your consulate in a reckless
attempt to compromise the taipan. If you do, yoifewvill die.

That wasn't necessary. '

'With Jason Bourne everything is necessary. Youbeilwatched. '

‘Nine-thirty to nine-forty-five," said Webb, replag the phone and getting up from the
bed. He went to the window and stared out at thiedwa. What was it? What was Marie
trying to tell him?

... you know how tired | get sometimes.

No, he did not know that. His wife was a strongaiat ranch girl who never complained
of being tired.

... you mustn't worry about me, darling.

A foolish plea, and she must have realized it. Bldid not waste precious moments
being foolish. Unless... was she rambling incohiy@n

... It'll be like Paris, David. We both knew wheoego... that lovely street with the dark
green trees.

No, not rambling, only the appearance of ramblthgre was a message. But what? What
lovely street with 'dark green trees'? Nothing caoieim and it was driving him out of
his mind! He was failing her. She was sending aalignd it eluded him.

... Think, David, and be careful!... don't worrgriing! That lovely street with the row of
trees, my favourite tree-

What lovely street? What goddamned row of treestvidvourite tree? Nothing made
sense to him and it should make sense! He shouddblleeto respond, not stare out a
window, his memory blank. Help me, help me! heaséently to no one.

An inner voice told him not to dwell on what he oot understand. There were things
to do; he could not willingly walk into the meetiggound of the enemy's choosing
without some foreknowledge, some cards of his awplay... | suggest you do not wear



garish clothing... It would not have been garishmy event, thought Webb, but now it
would be something quite opposite — and unexpected.

During the months in which he had peeled awaydkerk of Jason Bourne one theme
kept repeating itself. Change, change, change.ri@owas a practitioner of change; they
called him 'the chameleon’, a man who could méit different surroundings with ease.
Not as a grotesque, a cartoon with fright wigs manske putty, but as one who could adapt
the essentials of his appearance to his immediateomment so that those who had met
the 'assassin’ — rarely, however, in full lighstanding close to him — gave widely
varying descriptions of the man hunted throughasisAand Europe. The details were
always in conflict: the hair was dark or light; thges brown, blue or speckled; the skin
pale, or tanned, or blotched; the clothes well mat subdued if the rendezvous took
place in a dimly lit expensive cafe, or rumpled dhfitting if the meeting was held on
the waterfront or in the lower depths of a gively.dChange. Effortlessly, with the
minimum of artifice. David Webb would trust the amaleon within him. Free fall. Go
where Jason Bourne directed.

After leaving the Daimler he had gone to the Pariasiotel and taken a room,
depositing his attache case in the hotel safe. kdhe presence of mind to register
under the name of Cactus's third false passpartetf were looking for him, they would
flash the name he used at the Regent; it wasallltad.

He packed what few clothes he needed in the fbglgtand walked rapidly from his
room, using the service elevator to the streetdidenot check out of the Regent. If men
were looking for him, he wanted them to look whieeewas not.

Once settled in the Peninsula, he had time for sungeto eat and to forage in several
shops until nightfall. By the time darkness camevield be in the Walled City — before
nine-thirty. Jason Bourne was giving the commams@avid Webb obeyed them.

The Walled City of Kowloon has no visible wall arwlit, but it is as clearly defined as

if there were one made of hard, high steel. lhstantly sensed by the congested open
market that runs along the street in front of the of dark run-down flats — shacks
haphazardly perched on top of one another giviegrttpression that at any moment the
entire blighted complex will collapse under its owaight, leaving nothing but rubble
where elevated rubble had stood. But a deceptieegth is found as one walks down the
short flight of steps into the interior of the spliamg slum. Below ground level,
cobblestoned alleyways that' are in most casestsraverse beneath the ramshackle
structures. In squalid corridors crippled beggaeswith half-dressed prostitutes and drug
peddlers in the eerie wash of naked bulbs that Frang exposed wires along the stone
walls. A putrid dampness abounds; all is decayrahdout there is the strength of time
having hardened this decomposition, petrifying it.

Within the foul alleyways in no particular orderlmlance are narrow, barely lit
staircases leading to the vertical series of brakann flats, the average rising three
storeys, two of which are above ground. Insidesthall, dilapidated rooms the widest



varieties of narcotics and sex are sold; all isooelythe reach of the police — silently
agreed to by all parties — for few of the coloraushorities care to venture into the
bowels of the Walled City. It is its own self-comt@ad hell. Let it be.

Outside in the open market that fills the garbapevs street where no traffic is
permitted, soiled tables piled high with rejected/ar stolen merchandise are
sandwiched between grimy stalls where pockets pbuarise from huge vats of boiling
oil in which questionable pieces of meat, fowl, @ndke are continuously plunged, then
ladled out and placed on newspapers for immedaée $he crowds move under the
weak light of dull streetlamps from one vendorhe hext, haggling in high-pitched
voices, shrieking back and forth, buying and sgllifhen there are the kerb people,
bedraggled men and women without stalls or tablesse merchandise is spread out on
the pavement. They squatted behind displays dédgtsnand cheap jewellery, much of it
stolen from the docks, and woven cages filled wittwling beetles and fluttering tiny
birds.

Near the mouth of the strange, foetid bazaar a lmscular female sat on a low wooden
stool, her thick legs parted, skinning snakes anabving their entrails, her dark eyes
seemingly obsessed with each thrashing serpemrihdnds. On either side were
writhing burlap bags, every now and then convulsiaghe doomed reptiles struck out in
hissing fury at one another, enraged by their gaptiClamped under the heavy-set
woman's bare right foot was a king cobra, its jatk body immobile and erect, its head
flat, its small eyes steady, hypnotized by the tamtly moving crowds. The squalor of
the open market was a fitting barricade for thel+ess Walled City beyond.

Rounding the corner at the opposite end of the lmampar, a dishevelled figure turned
into the overflowing avenue. The man was dresseddneap, loose-fitting brown suit,
the trousers too bulky, the coat too large, ydtttayound the hunched shoulders. A soft
wide-brimmed hat, black and unmistakably Orierttalew a constant shadow across his
face. His gait was slow, as befitted a man pauisirigont of various stalls and tables
examining the merchandise, but only once did hetréantatively into his pocket to
make a single purchase. Then, too, there was pexoguality in his posture, the frame
of a man having been bent from years of hard labotlre field or on the waterfront, his
diet never sufficient for a body from which so mwehs extracted. There was a sadness
as well in this man, a futility born of too littlego late, and too costly for the mind and
the body. It was the recognition of impotency, prabandoned for there was nothing to
be proud of; the price of survival had been too Imuéand this man, this stooped figure
who haltingly bought a newspaper cone of fried stjoeable fish, was not unlike many
of the males in the marketplace — one could saydsindistinguishable from them. He
approached the muscular woman who was tearingitbstines from a still-writhing
snake.

'Where is a great one? asked Jason Bourne in @hihisseyes fixed on the immobile
cobra, the grease from the newspaper rolling oigeleft hand.

'You are early," replied the woman without expressilt is dark, but you are early. '



'l was summoned quickly. Do you question the tagarstructions?’

'He is fuck-fuck cheap for a taipan!" she spatiowguttural Cantonese. 'What do | care?
Go down the steps behind me and take the firsp\aélg to the left. A whore will be
standing fifteen, twenty metres down. She waitgtierwhite man and will lead him to
the taipan... Are you the white man? | cannotitethis light and your Chinese is good —
but you do not look like a white man, you do noeawa white man's clothes. '

'If you were me, would you make a heavenly poinboking like a white man, dressing
like a white man, if you were told to come downéter

'l would make the point of a thousand devils thatk from the Qing Gaoyan!" said the
woman, laughing through half gone teeth. 'Espscifitou carry money. Do you carry
money... our Zhongguo ren?'

‘You flatter me, but no. '

"You lie. White people lie with heavenly words abmoney. '

'Very well, | lie. | trust your snake will not attla me for it . '

'Fool! He is old and has no fangs, no poison. Ruisithe heavenly image of a man's
organ. He brings me money. Will you give me money?5

'For a service, yes. '

'Aiya! You want this old body, you must have an axgour trousers! Chop up the
whore, not me!’

‘No axe, just words,"' said Bourne, his right hdipsg into his trousers pocket. He
withdrew a US $100 bill and palmed it in front bEtsnake seller's face, keeping it out of
sight of the surrounding bargain hunters.

‘Alya — aiya!' whispered the woman as Jason pitladiay from her grasping fingers; the
dead snake dropped between her thick legs.

The service," Bourne repeated. 'Since you thouglaisl one of you, | expect others will
think so, too. All | want you to do is to tell any@who asks you that the white man never
showed up. Is that fair?

"Fair! Give me the money!

The service"?



"You bought snakes! Snakes! What do | know of aeviman. He never appeared! Here.
Here is your snake. Make love!' The woman tookitiiebunched the entrails in her

hand and shoved them into a plastic bag on whietettvas a designer's signature. It read
Christian Dior.

Remaining stooped, Bourne bowed rapidly twice aakbd his way out of the crowd,
dropping the snake entrails in the kerb far encagly from a street light so as not to be
noticed. Holding the dripping cone of foul-smellifigh, he repeatedly mimed reaching
for mouthfuls as he slowly made his way to the s@@pd descended into the steaming
bowels of the Walled City. He looked at his watgpilling fish as he did so. It was 9:15;
the taipan's patrols would be moving into place.

He had to know the extent of the banker's secutigywanted the lie that he had told a
marksman in a deserted office above the harbolwesl to be the truth. Instead of
being watched, he wanted to be the one watchingvéigdd memorize each face, each
role in the command structure, the rapidity withietheach guard made a decision under
pressure, the communications equipment, and albgseover where the weaknesses
were in the taipan's security. David understootl daaon Bourne was taking over; there
was a point in what he was doing. The banker's natestarted with the words: A wife
for a wife... Only one word had to be changed. ipaa for a wife.

Bourne turned into the alleyway on his left andkedl several hundred feet past sights he
scrupulously ignored; a resident of the Walled @tyuld do no less. On a darkened
staircase a woman on her knees performed the mehich she was being paid, the man
above her holding money in his hand over her haaaung couple, two obvious addicts
in near frenzy, were pleading with a man in an espe black leather jacket; a small
boy, smoking a marijuana cigarette, urinated agahesstone wall; a beggar without legs
clattered on his wheeled board over the cobblestohanting 'bong ngo. bong ngo!' a
plea for alms; and on another dimly-lit staircaseedl-dressed pimp was threatening one
of his whores with facial disfigurement if she diot produce more money. David Webb
mused that he was not in Disneyland. Jason Bouudgesl the alley as if it were a
combat zone behind enemy lines. 9: 24. The solaerdd be" going to their posts. The
outer and the inner man turned around and staetekl b

The banker's whore was walking into position, eghi red blouse unbuttoned, barely
covering her small breasts; the traditional slihér black skirt reached her thigh. She
was a caricature. The 'white man' was not to makéstake. Point one: Accentuate the
obvious. Something to remember; subtlety was rabtang suit. Several yards behind her
a man spoke into a hand-held radio; he caught tipttve woman, shook his head and
rushed forward towards the end of the alley andtbps. Bourne stopped, his posture
sagging, and turned into the wall. The footstepseviehind him, hurrying, emphatic, the
pace quickening. A second Chinese approached ase@dim, a small middle-aged
man in a dark business suit, tie and shoes polighacdigh gloss. He was no citizen of
the Walled City; his expression was a mixture girapension and disgust. Ignoring the
whore, he glanced at his watch and raced aheallati¢he look and demeanour of an



executive ordered to assume duties he found dethsA company man, precise, orderly,
the bottom line his motive, for the figures did tiet A banker?

Jason studied the irregular row of staircasespnthe must have come from one of them.
The sound of the footsteps had been abrupt andtrexned judging by the pace, they had
begun no more than 60 or 70 feet away. On the #taiicase on the left or the fourth on
the right. In one of the flats above either staeca taipan was waiting for his visitor.
Bourne had to find out which and on what level. Tdipan must be surprised, even
shocked. He had to understand whom he was dealthgand what his actions would
cost him.

Jason started up again, now assuming a drunken thalkvords of an old Mandarin folk
tune came to him. 'Me li hua cherng zhang liu yloe $ang softly, bouncing gently off
the wall as he approached the whore. 'l have mbheygaid pleasantly, his words in
Chinese imprecise. 'And you, beautiful woman, halat | need. Where do we go?
'‘Nowhere, fancy drunk. Get away from here. '

'‘Bong ngo! Cheng bong ngo!" screeched the legleggdr clattering down the alley,
careening into the wall as he screamed. 'Cheng bgab

‘Jour yelled the woman. 'Get out of here beforiek kour useless body off your board,
Loo Mi! I've told you not to interfere with busirses

This cheap drunk is business! I'll get you somegHuatter!
'He's not my business, darling. He's an annoydmevaiting for someone. '
‘Then I'll chop his feet!" shouted the grotesqgerg, pulling a cleaver from his board.

'What the hell are you doing?' roared Bourne inliEhgshoving his foot into the
beggar's chest, sending the half-man and his boerdhe opposite wall.

‘There are laws? shrieked the beggar. 'You attaala@gpple! You are robbing a cripple!
'Sue me,’ said Jason, turning to the woman asetygan clattered away down the alley.
"You talk... English. ' The whore stared at him.

'So do you," said Bourne.

"You speak Chinese, but you are not Chinese. '

'In spirit, perhaps. I've been looking for you. '

'You are the man?"'



‘am.’

'l will take you to the taipan. '

'No. Just tell me which staircase, which level. '

Those are not my instructions. '

They're new instructions, given by the taipan. [@a guestion his new instructions?"
They must be delivered by his head-head man. '

The small Zhongguo ren in a dark suit?'

'He tells us everything. He pays us for the taipan.

'Whom does he pay?

'‘Ask him yourself.

The taipan wants to know. ' Bourne reached intgbwket and pulled out a stack of
folded bills. 'He told me to give you extra monéyou co-operated with me. He thinks

his head man may be cheating him. '

The woman backed into the wall looking alternatlyhe money and at Bourne's face. 'If
you are lying-'

'Why would | lie? The taipan wants to see me, yoavk that. You're to bring me to him.
He told me to dress like this, to behave this viayind you and watch his men. How
would | know about you if he hadn't told me?

'Up in the market. You are to see someone. '

'l haven't been there. | came directly down hedasbn removed several bills. "We're both
working for the taipan. Here, he wants you to tdke and leave, but you're not to go up
in the street. ' He held out the money.

The taipan is generous,' said the whore, reachinthé bills.

'‘Which staircase?' asked Bourne, pulling the mdoaak. ‘Which level? The taipan didn't
know. '

'‘Over there,' replied the woman, pointing to thewall. The third steps, the second level.
The money. '



'Who's on the head man's payroll? Quickly. '

'In the market there is the snake bitch, and tbetoef selling bad gold chains from the
north, and the wok man with his dirty fish and meat

That's all?
'We talk. Thatis all. '

The taipan's right, he's being cheated. He'll thamk ' Bourne unfolded another bill.
'‘But | want to be fair. Besides the one with théi@ahow many others work for the head
man?

‘Three others, also with radios,’ said the whoee dyes fixed on the money, her hand
inching forward.

'Here, take it and leave. Head that way and dentiggon the street .

The woman grabbed the bills and ran down the afleyhigh heels clicking, her figure
disappearing in the dim light. Bourne watched wstig was out of sight, then turned and
walked rapidly out of the filthy passageway to $iteps. He again assumed his stooped
appearance and climbed up into the street. Thramlgwand a head-head man. He knew
what he had to do, and it had to be done quicklyalk 9: 36. A taipan for a wife.

He found the first guard talking to the fishmongdalking anxiously with sharp, stabbing
gestures. The noise of the crowd was an impedimdmt.vendor kept shaking his head.
Bourne chose a heavy-set man near the guard; heddsrward shoving the
unsuspecting onlooker into the guard and sidesteppéhe taipan's man recoiled. In the
brief melee that erupted, Jason pulled the beweldiguard aside, hammered his knuckles
into the base of the man's throat, twisted himeabdgan to fall and slashed his rigid
hand across the back of the guard's neck at theftibyg spine. He dragged the
unconscious man across the pavement, apologizitigetorowd in Chinese for his
drunken friend. He dropped the guard in the remaifrasstorefront, took the radio and
smashed it.

The taipan's second man required no such tactesvas off to the side of the crowd by
himself, shouting into his radio. Bourne approagclingsl sorry figure presenting no threat,
and he held out his hand, as if he were a beg#@r gliard waved him away; it was the
last gesture he would remember, for Bourne grigpeadvrist, twisted it, and broke the
man's arm. Fourteen seconds later the taipan'sdegard lay in the shadows of a
mound of garbage, his radio thrown into the debris.

The third guard was in conference with the 'snatab To Bourne's satisfaction, she,
too, kept shaking her head as the fishmonger had;dbere was a certain loyalty in the
Walled City where bribes were concerned. The mdiegwut his radio, but had no
chance to use it. Jason ran up to him, grabbedrtbient, toothless cobra and thrust its



flat head into the man's face. His wide-eyed gasppmpanied by a scream, was all the
reaction Jason Bourne needed. The nerves in thattAre a magnificent network of
immobilizing, cordlike fibres connecting the bodyans to the central nervous system.
Bourne played upon them swiftly, and once agaigged his victim through the crowd,
apologizing profusely as he left the unconsciousrdwn a dark patch of concrete. He
held the radio up to his ear; there was nothintherreceiver. It was 9: 40. One head-
head man remained.

The small, middle-aged Chinese in the expensiveasul polished shoes all but held his
nose as he raced from one point to another tryrgpot his men, reluctant to make the
slightest physical contact with the hordes gatharednd the vendors' stalls and tables.
His lack of height made it hard for him to see. Bmuwatched where he was heading,
ran ahead of him, then quickly turned around amd lsis fist crashing into the

executive's lower abdomen. As the Chinese buckled dason reached around the man's
waist with his left arm, picked him up and carrtbd limp figure to a section of the kerb
where two men sat, weaving, passing a bottle badkarth. He placed a Wushu chop
across the banker's neck and dropped him betwsereli companions. Through their
haze the drunken men would make sure their newcegestayed unconscious for a
considerable length of time. There were pocketamsack, clothes and a pair of shoes to
be removed. All would bring a price, whatever ctigdre was a bonus for their labours. 9:
43.

Bourne no longer stooped, gone was the chamelemnushed across the street
overflowing with humanity and raced down the stapd into the alley. He had done it!
He had removed the Praetorian Guard. A taipan fifel He reached the staircase — the
third staircase in the right wall -and yanked dug temarkable weapon he had purchased
from an arms merchant in the Mongkok. As quietiyhasould manage, testing each step
with a foot, he climbed to the second level. Heebthhimself outside the door, balanced
his weight, lifted his left leg and smashed it ittie thin wood.

The door crashed open. He sprang through and cedutie weapon extended.

Three men faced him, forming a semicircle, each wigun aimed at his head. Behind
them, dressed in a white silk suit, a huge Chisasén a chair. The man nodded to his
guards.

He had lost. Bourne had miscalculated and David Wetuld die. Far more
excruciating, he knew Marie's death would soorofellLet them fire, thought David.
Pull the triggers that would mercifully put him aaftit! He had killed the only thing that
mattered in his life. 'Shoot, goddamn you! Shoot?

11



'Welcome, Mr Bourne,' said the large man in thetevhkilk suit, waving his guards aside.
'l assume you see the logic of putting your gutthenfloor and pushing it away from you.
There's really no alternative, you know. '

Webb looked at the three Chinese; the man in theeeracked the hammer back on his
automatic. David lowered the gun and shoved it vdy'You expected me, didn't you?
he asked quietly, getting to his feet as the goartis right picked up the weapon.

'We didn't know what to expect — except the unetquedHow did you do it? Are my
people dead?5

'No. They're bruised and unconscious, not dead. '
'Remarkable. You thought | was alone here?

'l was told you travelled with your head man ang¢hothers, not six. | thought it was
logical. Any more it seemed to me would be conspisu’

‘That's why these men came early to make arrangsraad have not left this hole since
they arrived. So you thought you could take meharge me for your wife. '

'It's obvious that she didn't have a damn thinddwvith it. Let her go; she can't hurt you.
Kill me but let her go.

'Pi ge!" said the banker, ordering two of the geardt of the flat; they bowed and left
quickly. 'This man will remain," he continued, tung back to Webb . ‘Apart from the
immense loyalty he has for me he doesn't speakaegrstand a word of English. '

'l see you trust your people. '

'l trust no one. ' The financier gestured at apililated wooden chair across the shabby
room, revealing as he did so a gold Rolex on histywdiamonds encrusted around its dial
matching his bejewelled gold cufflinks. 'Sit dowme' ordered. 'I've gone to great lengths
and spent much money to bring about this conferénce

"Your head man — | assume it was your head mad,Bsairne aimlessly, studying every
detail of the room as he walked over to the chaild me not to wear an expensive watch
down here. | guess you didn't listen to him.

'l arrived in a soiled, filthy kaftan with sleevesde enough to conceal it. As | look at
your clothes, I'm certain the Chameleon understdnds

"You're Yao Ming. ' Webb sat down.



'It is a name I've used, you surely understand fite¢g Chameleon goes by many shapes
and colours. '

'l didn't kill your wife — or the man who happenedoe with her. '
'l know that, Mr Webb.. .

"You what?' David shot up from the chair, as tharduook a rapid step forward, his gun
levelled.

'Sit down,' repeated the banker. 'Don't alarm myotkl friend or we both may regret it,
you far more than me. '

"You knew it wasn't me and still you've done tloisis!"
'Sit quickly, please. '
'l want an answer? said Webb, sitting down.

'‘Because you are the true Jason Bourne. That isyanare here, why your wife remains
in my custody, and will remain so until you accorsiplwhat | ask of you. '

'l talked to her. "

'l know you did. | permitted it .

'She didn't sound like herself — even considelmgdircumstances. She's strong, stronger
than | was during those lousy weeks in Switzerland Paris. Something's wrong with
her! Is she drugged?'

‘Certainly not . '

'Is she hurt?

'In spirit, perhaps, but not in any other way. Hoere she

will be hurt and she will die, if you refuse me.rJabe clearer?

"You're dead, taipan. '

‘The true Bourne speaks. That's very good. It'sWheed. '

'Spell it out .

'l am being hounded by someone in your name," bdgataipan, his voice hard, his
intensity mounting. 'Far more severely — may thatsgorgive me — than the loss of a



young wife. From all sides in all areas, the tastothis new Jason Bourne, attacks! He
kills my people, blows up shipments of valuable chandise, threatens other taipans
with death if they do business with me! His exabttfees come from my enemies here
in Hong Kong and Macao, and up the Deep Bay waitgies north into the provinces
themselves!

You have a lot of enemies. '

'My interests are extensive. '

'So, | was told, were those of the man | didnltikiMacao. '

'‘Oddly enough,’ said the banker, breathing hardgaipging the arm of his chair in an
effort to control himself, 'he and | were not enesiln certain areas our interests
converged. It's how he met my wife. '

'How convenient. Shared assets, as it were. '

‘You are offensive. '

They're not my rules,' replied Bourne, his eyesl cialvelled at the Oriental. 'Get to the
point. My wife's alive and | want her back with@uimark on her or a voice raised against
her. If she's harmed in any way whatsoever, youyaud Zhongguo ren won't be any
match for what I'll mount against you. '

"You are not in a position to make threats, Mr Webb

'Webb isn't,' agreed the once most hunted manii #sl Europe. 'Bourne is. '

The Oriental looked hard at Jason, nodding twickisgyes dropped below Webb's gaze.
"Your audacity matches your arrogance. To the pdiatvery simple, very clear cut. '

The taipan suddenly clenched his right hand irfistathen raised it and crashed it down
on the fragile arm of the decrepit chair. 'l wardqd against my enemies!' he shouted, his
angry eyes peering out behind two partially closedls of swollen flesh. The only way

I'll get it is for you to bring me this all too aible impostor who takes your place! | want
him facing me, watching me as he feels his lifevileg him in agony until he tells me
everything | must know. Bring him to me, Jason BalrThe banker breathed deeply,
then added quietly. 'Then, and only then, will y@ureunited with your wife. '

Webb stared at the taipan in silence. 'What makeslyink | can do it? he said finally.
'Who better to trap a pretender than the original.

'Words,' said Webb . 'Meaningless. '



'He's studied you! He's analysed your methods, teimiques. He could not pass
himself off as you if he had not. Find him! Traprhivith the tactics you yourself created.

'‘Just like that?

"You'll have help. Several names and descriptioms) | am convinced are involved with
this new killer who uses an old name. '

'Over in Macao?

‘Never! It must not be Macao! There's to be no menno reference whatsoever to the
incident at the Lisboa Hotel. It is closed, finidhgou know nothing about it. In no way
can my person be associated with what you are d¥iog have nothing to do with me!
If you surface, you are hunting a man who has asdwuour mantle. You are protecting
yourself, defending yourself. A perfectly natutahig to do under the circumstances. '

'l thought you wanted proof-'
It will come when you bring me the impostor? stealthe taipan.
'If not Macao, where then?

'Here in Kowloon. In the Tsim Sha Tsui. Five menrevslain in the back room of a
cabaret, among them a banker -like myself, a taipay associate from time to time and
no less influential — as well as three others whdegtities were concealed; apparently it
was a government decision. I've never found out thiey were. '

'‘But you know who the fifth man was," said Bourne.

'He worked for me. He took my place at that meetithad | been there myself, your
namesake would have killed me. This is where ydlstart, here in Kowloon, in the
Tsim Sha Tsui. | will give you the names of the tvmwn dead and the identities of
many men who were the enemies of both, now my eeerMove quickly. Find the man
who kills in your name and bring him to me. Andaatlwarning, Mr. Bourne. Should you
try to find out who | am the order will be swifhye execution swifter. Your wife will die.

‘Then so will you. Give me the names.
‘They're on this paper,' said the man who useddnee' Yao Ming, reaching into the
pocket of his white silk vest . "They were typedabyublic stenographer at The Mandarin.

There would be no point in trying to trace a spedifpewriter. '

‘A waste of time,’ said Bourne, taking the shegiagfer. There must be twenty million
typewriters in Hong Kong. '



'‘But not so many taipans of my size and girth, eh?

That I'll remember. '

'I'm sure you will.

'How do | reach you?'

"You don't. Ever. This meeting never took place. '

Then why did it? Why did everything that's happetaae: place? Say | manage to find
and take this cretin who calls himself Bourne — #isch damn big if — what do | do with

him? Leave him on the steps outside here in théed/&lity?'

'It could be a splendid idea. Drugged, no one wqalyg the slightest attention beyond
rifing his pockets. '

'I'd pay a lot of attention. A prize for a prizaigan. | want an ironclad guarantee. | want
my wife back. '

'What would you consider such a guarantee?’

'First her voice on the phone convincing me shefsatmed, and then | want to see her —
say, walking up and down a street under her owngpavith no one near her.'

‘Jason Bourne speaks?
'He speaks. '

'Very well. We've developed a high technology indukere in Hong Kong, ask anyone
in the electronics business in

your country. On the bottom of that page is a tetgy@ number. When and if — and only
when and if — the impostor is in your hands call thumber and repeat the words "snake
lady" several times-'

'Medusa whispered Jason, interrupting. 'Airborne. '

The taipan arched his brows, his expression noncgtiain'Naturally, | was referring to
the woman in the bazaar. '

'Like hell you were. Go on. '

'As | say, repeat the words several times until lyear clicks-'



"Triggering another number, or numbers,’ broke onifBe again.

‘Something to do with the sounds of the phraseljiebe,’ agreed the taipan. "The sibilant
s, followed by a flat vowel and hard consonantgemous, wouldn't you say?'

'It's called aurally receptive programming, instemnts activated by a voice print.’

'Since you're not impressed, do let me emphaseedhdition under which the call may
be made. For your wife's sake, | hope it impregses The call is to be placed only when
you are prepared to deliver the impostor withinaitar of minutes. Should you or
anyone else use the number and the code wordsuwithat guarantee, I'll know a trace
is being put out over the lines. In that event,rywoie will be killed, and a dead,
disfigured white woman without identification draggpinto the waters of the out islands.
Do | make myself clear?5

Swallowing, suppressing his fury despite the siakgmear, Bourne spoke icily. 'The
condition is understood. Now you understand minaeWand if | make that call, I'll
want to speak to my wife — not within minutes buiwm seconds. If | don't, whoever's
on the line will hear the gunshot and you'll kndwattyour assassin, the prize you say
you've got to have, has just had his head blowrya¥au'll have thirty seconds. '

"Your condition is understood and will be met.da the conference is over, Jason
Bourne. '

'l want my weapon. One of the guards who left has i
'It will be given to you on your way out. ' 'He#lke my word for it?'

'He doesn't have to. If you walked out of herepas to give it to you. A corpse has no
need of a gun. '

What remain of the stately homes from Hong Kongtsa@agant colonial era are high in
the hills above the city in an area known as Vietéeak, named for the island's
mountain summit, the crown of all the territory.relgraceful gardens complement rose-
bordered paths that lead to gazebos and verarmtasifhich the wealthy observe the
splendorous of the harbour below and the out islamdhe distance. The residences that
spring up from the most enviable views are subdsions of the great houses of
Jamaica. They are high-ceilinged and intricatefm®dow into one another at odd angles
to take advantage of summer breezes during thgtdod oppressive season, and
everywhere there is polished carved wood surrogndid reinforcing windows made to
withstand the winds and the rains of the mountaiter. Strength and comfort are joined
in these minor mansions, the designs dictatedibyaté.

One such house in the Peak district, however, rdifférom the others. Not in size or
strength or elegance, nor in the beauty of itsg@sdwhich were rather more extensive
than many of its neighbours’, nor in the impress@as of its front gate and the height of



the stone wall bordering the grounds. Part of whade it seem different was the sense
of isolation that surrounded it, especially at migghen only a few lights burned in the
numerous rooms and no sounds came from the windoti® gardens. It was as if the
house were barely inhabited; certainly there wasigio of frivolity. But what
dramatically set it apart were the men at the gatkothers like them who could be seen
from the road patrolling the grounds beyond thd.\ilddey were armed and in fatigue
uniforms. They were American marines.

The property was leased by the United States Catesat the direction of the National
Security Council. To any inquiries, the consulateswo comment only that during the
next month numerous representatives of the Amegcaernment and American
industry would be flying into the colony at variousdetermined times, and security as
well as the efficacy of accommodations warrantedi¢dase. It was all the consulate knew.
However, selected personnel in British MI6, SpeBianch, were given somewhat more
information, as their co-operation was deemed rsegcgsand had been authorized by
London. However, again, it was limited to an imnaelineed-to-know basis, also firmly
agreed to by London. Those on the highest levetotif governments, including the
closest advisers to the President and the Primétdimn came to the same conclusion:
Any disclosures regarding the true nature of tloperty in Victoria Peak could have
catastrophic consequences for the Far East aneldiid. It was a sterile house, the
headquarters of a covert operation so sensitiieetlen the President and the Prime
Minister knew few of the details, only the objeetv

A small sedan drove up to the gate. Instantly, pawéoodlights were tripped, blinding
the driver, who brought his arm up to shield hiseyl'wo marine guards approached on
either side of the vehicle, their weapons drawn.

"You should know the car by now, lads,' said tmgdeOriental in the white silk suit
squinting through the open window.

'We know the car, Major Lin,' replied the lancepmmal on the left . 'We just have to
make sure of the driver. '

'Who could impersonate me?' joked the huge major.
'Man Mountain Dean, sir," answered the marine erright.
'Oh, yes, | recall. An American wrestler. '

'My granddad used to talk about him. '

Thank you, son. You might have at least said yatlrdr. May | proceed or am |
impounded?’



"We'll turn off the lights and open the gate, siajd the first marine. 'By the way. Major,
thanks for the name of that restaurant in the Waindts a class act and doesn't bust the
bankroll.

'But, alas, you found no Suzie Wing. '
'Who, sir?'
'‘Never mind. The gate, if you please, lads. '

Inside the house, in the library which had beernveaed into an office, Undersecretary

of State Edward Newington McAllister sat behindesk] studying the pages of a dossier
under the glare of a lamp, making checkmarks imthegins beside certain paragraphs
and certain lines. His attention was riveted. Titercom buzzed and he had to force his
eyes and his hand to the telephone. 'Yes?' Hadidtand replied. 'Send him in, of course.
' McAllister hung up and returned to the dossidiramt of him, the pencil in his hand.

On the top of the page he was reading were thesvekated in the same position on
each page: Ultra Maximum Classified. PRC. Inter8akeng Chou Yang.

The door opened and the immense Major Lin WenBritish Intelligence, MI6, Special
Branch, Hong Kong, walked in, closed the door, simded at the absorbed figure of
McAllister.

'It's still the same, isn't it, Edward? Buried lie words there's a pattern, a line to follow. '
'l wish | could find it," answered the underseaneta state, reading feverishly.

"You will, my friend. Whatever itis. "'

'I'll be with you in a moment . '

"Take your time," said the major, removing thedgRblex wristwatch and the cufflinks.
He placed them on the desk and spoke quietly. 'Susity to give these back. They add a
certain presence to my presence. You will, howevay,for the suit, Edward. It's not
basic to my wardrobe, but as ever in Hong Kongai$ reasonable, even for one of my
size.'

'Yes, of course,’' agreed the undersecretary, pupoed.

Major Lin sat down in the black leather chair iarft of the desk, remaining silent for the
better part of a minute. It was obvious that hedoemain silent no longer. 'Is that
anything | might help you with, Edward? Or mordHe point, is it anything that pertains

to the job at hand? Something you can tell me about

I'm afraid it isn't, Lin. On all counts. '



"You will have to tell us sooner or later. Our su@es in

London will have to tell us. "Do what he asks, éytsay. "Keep records of all
conversations and directives, but follow his orderd advise him. " Advise him? There

is no advice but tactics. A man in an unoccupidd®firing four bullets into the wall of
the harbour walk, six into the water and the réamtlks — thank God there were no cardiac
arrests — and we've created the situation you Wow, that we can understand-'

'l gather everything went very well. '
‘There was a riot, if that's what you mean by "weefl" .’

'It's what | mean. ' McAllister leaned back in bigir, the slender fingers of his right
hand massaging his temples.

'Score one, my friend. The authentic Jason Boumeaenvinced and he made his moves.
Incidentally, you will pay for the hospitalizatiaf one man with a broken arm and two
others who claim they are still in shock with ertedy painful necks. The fourth is too
embarrassed to say anything. '

'‘Bourne's very good at what he does — what he did.
'He's lethal, Edward!'
"You handled him, | gather.

'Thinking every second he'd make another move &owl that filthy room apart! | was
petrified. The man's a maniac. Incidentally, whiésto stay out of Macao? It's an odd
restriction. '

‘There's nothing he can't do from here. The kiBitgpk place here. The impostor's
clients are obviously here in Hong Kong, not Macao.

'As usual, that is no answer. '

‘Let's put it another way, and this much | canyteli. Actually you already know it since
you played the role tonight. The lie about our nodhtaipan's young wife and lover
having been murdered in Macao. Any thoughts on it?'

'‘An ingenious device,' said Lin, frowning. 'Fewsaof vengeance are as readily
understood as an "eye for an eye". In a sens¢hét'basis of your strategy — what | know

ofit."
'What do you think Webb would do if he found oulvas a lie?'

'He couldn't. You made it clear the killings werered up. '



"You underestimate him. Once in Macao, he'd tuer @very piece of garbage to learn
who this taipan is. He'd question every bellhogrgwmaid — probably threaten or bribe a
dozen hotel personnel at the Lisboa and most gbdiee until he learned the truth. '

'‘But we have his wife, and that is not a lie. Hé act accordingly.

'Yes, but in a different dimension. Whatever hakkinow — and certainly he must have
suspicions — he can't know, know for certain. Idigs in Macao, however, and learns
the truth, he will have proof that he's been desbivy his government .’

'How specifically?'

'‘Because the lie was delivered to him by a serfiarial of the State Department, namely
me. And by his lights at best, he. was betrayedreef

‘That much we do know. '

'l want a man at all times at immigration in Macaoound the clock. Hire people you
can trust, and give them photographs but no infiomaOffer a bonus for anyone who
spots him and calls you. '

'It can be done, but he wouldn't risk it. He bedig¥he odds are against him. One
informer in the hotel or at police headquarters laisdvife dies. He wouldn't take the
chance."'

'‘And we can't take that chance, however remotee found out that he's being used
again — betrayed again — he might come unhingethidgs and say things that would
have unthinkable consequences for us all. Fraifidye heads for Macao, he could
become a terrible liability rather than the assetink we've created. '

‘Termination?' asked the major simply.

'l can't use that word. '

'l don't think you'll have to. | was very convingin slammed my hand on the chair and
raised my voice most effectively. "Your wife wilied" | yelled. He believed me. | should
have trained for the opera .

"You did well. "

'It was a performance worthy of Akim Tamiroff. '

'Who?'

'Please. | went through this at the gate. '



'l beg your pardon?'

'Forget it. In Cambridge, they said I'd meet pedigkeyou. | had a don in Oriental
History who said you can't let go, any of you. Yosist on keeping secrets because the
Zhongguo ren are inferior; they cannot comprehé&nthat the case here, yang guizi?'

'Good Lord, no. '

Then what are we doing! The obvious | understand.ré¢ruit a man who's in the unique
position of hunting a killer because the killermgersonating him — impersonating the
man he was. But to go to such lengths — kidnappisgvife, involving us, these
elaborate and, frankly, dangerous games we playhfiully, Edward, when you gave me
the scenario, |, myself, questioned London. "Foltders, " they repeated. "Above all,
keep silent. " Well, as you said a moment agondtsgood enough. We should be told
more. Without knowledge, how can Special Branclimgsresponsibility?'

'For the moment, the responsibility’'s ours, thagieess ours. London's agreed to that,
and they wouldn't have agreed if they weren't coced it was the best way to go.
Everything must be contained; there's no room vaestsr for leakage or miscalculation.
Incidentally, those were London's words. ' McAbisteaned forward, clasping his hands
together, his knuckles white from the grip. "Ellityou this much, Lin. | wish to God it
wasn't our responsibility, especially with me néwr centre. Not that | make the final
decisions, but I'd rather not make any. I'm notlifjad. '

'l wouldn't say that, Edward. You're one of the ttherough men I've ever met, you
proved that two years ago. You're a brilliant astalyyou don't have to possess the
expertise yourself as long as you take your orftera someone who does. All you need
is understanding and conviction — and convictiowiigten all over your troubled face.
You will do the right thing if it is given to yowtexecute. '.

Thank you, | guess. '

'What you wanted was accomplished tonight, so ysodn know if your resurrected
hunter retains his old skills. During the comingyslave can monitor events, but that's all
we can do. They're out of our hands. This Bourrgrsehis dangerous journey. '

'He has the names, then?"

The authentic names, Edward. Among the most viawesbers of the Hong Kong-
Macao underworld — upper-level soldiers who caufyarders, captains who initiate
deals and arrange contracts, violent ones. If thez@ny in the territory who have
knowledge of this impostor-killer, they'll be fouod that list. '



'We start phase two. Good. ' McAllister unclaspedchands and looked at his watch.
'‘Good heavens, | had no idea of the time. It's lzelemg day for you. You certainly
didn't have to return the watch and the cufflinksight .

'l certainly knew that . '
Then why?'

'l don't wish to burden you further, but we may éawn unforeseen problem. At least one
we hadn't considered, perhaps foolishly. '

'What is it?"

The woman may be ill. Her husband sensed it whamalked with her.

"You mean seriously?'

'We can't rule it out — the doctor can't rule it ou

The doctor?'

There was no point in alarming you. | called in ofi@ur medical staff several days ago
— he's completely reliable. She wasn't eating amaptained of nausea. The doctor
thought it might be anxiety or depression, or exefirus, so he gave her antibiotics and
mild tranquillizers. She has not improved. In fdety condition has rapidly deteriorated.
She's become listless; she has trembling seizackber mind appears to wander. None

of this is like that woman, | can assure you. '

It certainly isn't!" said the undersecretary attst as he blinked his eyes rapidly, his lips
pursed. 'What can we do?'

The doctor thinks she should be admitted to hosipmaediately for tests. '

'She can't be! Good Christ, it's out of the questio

The Chinese intelligence officer rose from the clhad approached the desk slowly.

'Edward," he began calmly. 'l don't know the racaifions of this operation, but | can

obviously piece together several basic objectigspecially one. I'm afraid | must ask

you: What happens to David Webb if his wife is gasly ill? What happens to your
Jason Bourne if she dies?'
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'l need her medical history, and | want it justast as you can provide it, Major. That's
an order, sir, from a former lieutenant in Her M&yés Medical Corps. '

He's the English doctor who examined me. He's geil; but cold, and, | suspect, a
terribly good physician. He's bewildered. Thatefi

'‘We'll get it for you; there are ways. You say sbhaldn't tell you the name of her doctor
back in the United States?'

That's the huge Chinese who's always polite — wostuactually, but rather sincere. He's
been nice to me, as his men have been nice to e'e féllowing orders — they're all
following orders — but they don't know why.

'Even in her lucid moments she draws a blank, wisetot encouraging. It could be a
defence mechanism indicating that she was awaagobgressive illness she wants to
block out .

'She's not that sort, Doctor. She's a strong woman.

'Psychological strength is relative, Major. Oftae strongest among us are loath to
accept mortality. The ego refuses it. Get me h&ohy. | must have it .

‘A man will call Washington, and people there mithke other calls. They know where
she lives, her circumstances, and within minuteg'ihknow her neighbours. Someone
will tell us. We'll find her doctor. '

'l want everything on a satellite computer print:a/e have the equipment .

'‘Any transmission of information must be receivedar offices. '

Then I'll go with you. Give me a few minutes. '

"You're frightened, aren't you, Doctor?'

'If it's a neurological disorder, that's alwayglfiiening, Major. If your people can work
quickly, perhaps | can talk to her doctor mysetiaffwould be optimum. '

"You found nothing in your examination?"

'Only possibilities, nothing concrete. There ispagre, and there isn't pain there. I've
ordered a CAT scan in the morning. '

"You are frightened. '

'Shitless, Major. '



Oh, you're all doing exactly what | wanted you o Good God, I'm hungry! I'll eat for
five straight hours when | get out of here — amdlll get out! David, did you understand?
Did you understand what | was telling you? The desks are maple trees; they're so
common, darling, so identifiable. The single lsa€anada. The embassy! Here in Hong
Kong it's the consulate! That's what we did in ®ary darling! It was terrible then, but
it won't be terrible here. I'll know someone. BatlOttawa | instructed so many who
were being posted all over the world. Your memarglouded, my love, but mine isn't...
And you must understand, David, that the peoplealtdvith then are not so different
from the people who are holding me now. In somesya¥ course, they're robots, but
they're also individuals who think and question aahder why they are asked to do
certain things. But they follow a regimen, darlibgcause if they don't, they get poor
service reports, which is tantamount to a fate eeéhgan dismissal — which rarely
happens — because it means no advancement, lirnkgv€ actually been kind to me -
gentle really — as if they're embarrassed by wiat've been ordered to do but must
carry out their assignments. They think I'm ill ahdy're concerned for me, genuinely
concerned. They're not criminals or killers, my stM@avid. They're bureaucrats in
search of direction! They're bureaucrats, DavidsWhole incredible thing has
GOVERNMENT written all over it. | know! These atetsort of people

| worked with for years. | was one of them!

Marie opened her eyes. The door was closed, thra syopty, but she knew a guard was
outside — she had heard the Chinese major givistguictions. No one was permitted in
her room but the English doctor and two specificses the guard had met and who
would be on duty until morning. She knew the rubeg] with that knowledge she could
break them.

She sat up — Jesus, I'm hungry! — and was darkilysachat the thought of their
neighbours in Maine being questioned about herado8he barely knew her neighbours
and there was no doctor. They had been in the tgifyg¢own less than three months,
starting with the late summer session for Davidépprations, and with all the problems

of renting a house and learning what the new wifa new associate-professor should do,
or be, and finding the stores and the laundry Badedding and the linen — the thousand
and ten things a woman does to make a home —simapdy had been no time to think
about a doctor. Good Lord, they had lived with degtfor eight months, and except for
Mo Panov she would have been content never torsetbex one.

Above all, there was David, fighting his way outhié personal tunnels, as he called
them, trying so hard not to show the pain, so guatehen there was light and memory.
God, how he attacked the books, overjoyed whenevbinetches of history came back to
him, balanced by the anguish of realizing it waly s@@gments of his own life that eluded
him. And so often at night she would feel the nest$rripple and know he was getting out
of bed to be by himself with his half thoughts dradinting images. She would wait a few
minutes, and then go out into the hallway andsithe steps, listening. And once in a
great while it happened: the quiet sobbing of argfy proud man in agony. She would go



to him and he would turn away; the embarrassmeshtlas hurt were too much. She
would say, 'You're not fighting this yourself, dag. We're fighting it together. Just as
we fought before. ' He would talk then, reluctamtyfirst, then expanding, the words
coming faster and faster until the floodgates bamnst he would find things, discover
things.

Trees, David! My favourite tree, the maple treee Tiaple leaf, David! The consulate,
my darling! She had work to do. She reached forctird and pressed the button for the
nurse.

Two minutes later the door opened and a Chineseanamher mid-forties entered, her
nurse's uniform starched and immaculate. 'What danfor you, my dear?' she said
pleasantly, in pleasantly accented English.

'I'm dreadfully tired but I'm having a terrible gngetting to sleep. May | have a pill that
might help me?'

"Il check with your doctor; he's still here. I5are it will be all right. ' The nurse left and
Marie got out of bed. She went to the door, théttihg hospital gown slipping down
over her left shoulder, and with the air conditrapithe slit in the back bringing a chill.
She opened the door, startling the muscular youagdgwho sat in a chair on the right.
'Yes, Mrs.... ?' The guard jumped up.

'Shhh!" ordered Marie, her index finger at her.ligome in here! Quickly!

Bewildered, the young Chinese followed her intorih@m. She walked rapidly to the bed
and climbed on it but did not pull up the coverse Sloped her right shoulder; the gown
slipped off, held barely in place by the swell ef lbreast.

'‘Come here!" she whispered. 'l don't want anyoriety me. '

'What is it, lady?' asked the guard, his gaze angiMarie's exposed flesh, instead
focused on her face and her long auburn hair. Ble $everal steps forward, but still kept
his distance. 'The door is closed. No one can ymar'

'l want you to-' Her whisper fell below an audildeel.

'Even | can't hear you, Mrs.. ' The man moved close

"You're the nicest of my guards. You've been vémg ko me. '

There was no reason to be otherwise, lady. '

'Do you know why I'm being held?



'For your own safety,' the guard lied, his exp@ssioncommittal.

'l see. ' Marie heard the footsteps outside drawegayer. She shifted her body; the gown
travelled down, baring her legs. The door openetithe nurse entered.

'Oh?' The Chinese woman was startled. It was olsuioat her eyes appraised a
distasteful scene. She looked at the embarrassed ga Marie covered herself. 'l
wondered why you were not outside. '

The lady asked to speak with me,' replied the repping back.
The nurse glanced quickly at Marie. 'Yes?'
'If that's what he says. '

This is foolish,’ said the muscular guard, goinghe door and opening it. The lady's not
well," he added. 'Her mind strays. She says fodhsig's. ' He went out the door and
closed it firmly behind him.

Again the nurse looked at Marie, her eyes now quasyy. 'Do you feel all right? she
asked.

'My mind does not stray, and I'm not the one whs daolish things. But | do as I'm told.
' Marie paused, then continued. "When that giat wiajor leaves the hospital, please
come and see me. | have something to tell you. '

'I'm sorry, | cannot do that. You must rest. Hétegve a sedative for you. | see you have
water. '

'You're a woman,' said Marie, staring hard at tinese.

'Yes,' agreed the Oriental flatly. She placed a paper cup with a pill in it on Marie's
bedside table and returned to the door. She tdagtaquestioning look at her patient and
left.

Marie got off the bed and walked silently to the@dd&she put her ear to the metal panel;
outside in the corridor she heard the muffled sswfch rapid exchange, obviously in
Chinese. Whatever was said and however the bxeifteel conversation was resolved,
she had planted the seed. Work on the visual, Bsome had emphasized and re-
emphasized during the hell they had gone throudtunope. It's more effective than
anything else. People will draw the conclusions want on the basis of what they see
far more than from the most convincing lies you tahthem.

She went to the clothes closet and opened it. Tlaeyleft the few things they had bought
for her in Hong Kong at the apartment but the dabkouse and shoes she had worn the
day they brought her to the hospital were hangmgtihad not occurred to anyone to



remove them. Why should they have? They could aethémselves that she was a very
sick woman. The trembling and spasms had convitieed; they saw it all. Jason
Bourne would understand. She glanced at the sniétiévielephone on the bedside table.
It was a flat, self-contained unit, the panel afdie buttons built into the instrument. She
wondered, although there was no one she could tficklling. She went to the table and
picked it up. It was dead, as she expected it wbaldThere was the signal for the nurse;
it was all she needed and all she was permitted.

She walked to the window and raised the white shawlg to greet the night. The
dazzling, coloured lights of Hong Kong lit up tHeysand she was closer to the sky than
to the ground. As David would say — or rather, daSw be it. The door. The corridor.

So be it.

She crossed to the washbasin. The hospital-supjpladbrush and toothpaste were still
encased in plastic; the soap was also virginalpped in the manufacturer's jacket, the
words guaranteeing purity beyond the breath of lsnge

Next there was the bathroom; nothing much diffeexaiept a dispenser of sanitary
napkins and a small sign in four languages expigimihat not to do with them. She
walked back into the room. What was she lookin@ Mfhatever it was she had not
found it.

Study everything. You'll find something you can.uigson's words, not David's. Then
she saw it.

On certain hospital beds — and this was one of thénere is a handle beneath the
baseboard that when turned one way or the otheegair lowers the bed. This handle
can be removed — and often is — when a patierdirgyldfed intravenously, or if a
physician wants him to remain in a given positi@n,example, in traction. A nurse can
unlock and remove this handle by pressing in, hgno the left, and yanking it out as the
cog-lock is released. This is frequently done dyrirsiting hours, when visitors might
succumb to a patient's wishes to change positiamagthe doctor's wishes. Marie knew
this bed and she knew this handle. When

David was recovering from the wounds he receivetir@adstone 71, he was kept alive
by intravenous feedings; she had watched the nufdggssoon-to-be husband's pain was
more than she could bear, and the nurses werewsdyiaware that in her desire to make
things easier for him, she might disrupt the mddieatment. She knew how to remove
the handle, and once removed, it was nothing less & wieldy angle iron.

She removed it and climbed back into the bed, #relle beneath the covers. She waited,
thinking how different her two men were — in onenmider lover, Jason, could be so cold
and patient, waiting for the moment to spring,hock, to rely for survival upon violence.
And her husband, David, so giving, so willing tetéin — the scholar — avoiding violence
at all costs because he had been there and hethatpdin and the anxiety — above all,



the necessity to eliminate feelings to become a&raamal. And now he was called upon
to be the man he detested. David, my David! Holdooyour sanity | | love you so.

Noises in the corridor. Marie looked at the clocktbe bedside table. Sixteen minutes
had passed. She placed both her hands above thes@s/the nurse entered, lowering
her eyelids as though she were drowsy.

‘All right, my dear," said the woman, taking seVvstaps from the door. "You have
touched me, | will not deny that. But | have myensl— very specific instructions about
you. The major and your doctor have left. Now, wikat you wanted to tell me?'

‘Not... now," whispered Marie, her head sinking inér chin, her face more asleep than
awake. 'I'm so tired. | took... the pill. '

'Is it the guard outside?"
'He's sick... He never touches me — | don't caeegéts me things... I'm so tired. '
'What do you mean, "sick'?'

'He... likes to look at women... He doesn't... botine when I'm... asleep. ' Marie's eyes
closed, the lids full.

'Zang? said the nurse under her breath. 'Dirtyy!tdBhe

spun on her heels, walked out the door, closethd,addressed the guard. The woman is
asleep! Do you understand me!'

That is most heavenly fortunate. '

'She says you never touch her!

'l never even thought about it .’

'‘Don't think about it now!"

'l do not need lectures from you, hag nurse. | laajab to do. '

'See that you do it! | will speak to Major Lin ing morning!" The woman glared at the
man and walked down the corridor, her pace anghbsture aggressive.

"You!' The harsh whisper came from Marie's doorolhwas slightly ajar. She opened it
an inch farther and spoke. That nurse! Who is she?'

'l thought you were asleep, Mrs.," said the bewddeyuard.



'She told me she was going to tell you that .
'‘What?'

'She's coming back for me! She says there are ctngaloors to the other rooms. Who
is she?'

'She what?

'Don't talk! Don't look at me! She'll see you!

'She went down the hallway to the right .

"You never can tell. Better a devil you know thae gou don't! You know what | mean?'

'l do not know what anybody means!" pleaded thedyualking softly, emphatically, to
the opposite wall. 'l do not know what she mearslato not know what you mean,
lady!

'‘Come inside. Quickly! I think she's a communigthia Peking!
'Beijing?’
' won't go with her!" Marie pulled back the dotiten spun behind it.

The guard rushed in as the door slammed shut.ddrae was dark; only the light in the
bathroom was on, its glow diminished by the bathramor, which was nearly closed.
The man could be seen, but he could not see. "dnergou,

Mrs.? Be calm. She will not take you anywhere—'

The guard was not capable of saying anything furtdarie had crashed the iron handle
across the base of his skull with the strengtiaDatario ranch girl quite used to the
bullwhip in a cattle drive. The guard collapsece &helt down and worked quickly.

The Chinese was muscular but not large, not tadiri®was not large, but she was tall for
a woman. With a hitch here, and a tuck there, tledjs clothes and shoes fitted
reasonably well for a fast exit, but her hair waes problem. She looked around the room.
Study everything. You'll find something you can .uSke found it. Hanging from a
chrome bar on the bedside table was a hand towelp8lled it off, piled her hair on top
of her head and wrapped the towel around it, tuckire cloth within itself. It

undoubtedly looked foolish and could hardly beaselscrutiny, but it was a turban of
sorts.

Stripped to his underpants and socks, the guardchetband began to raise himself, then
collapsed back into unconsciousness. Marie rahdaloset, grabbed her own clothes



and went to the door, opening it cautiously no ntbes an inch. Two nurses — one
Oriental, the other European — were talking quigtlthe hallway. The Chinese was not
the woman who had returned to hear her complamitaihe guard. Another nurse
appeared, nodded to the two, and went directlydoa across the hall. It was a linen
supply closet. A telephone rang at the floor défsk feet down the hallway; before the
circular desk was a bisecting corridor. An Exitrslgung from the ceiling, the arrow
pointing to the right. The two conversing nursesda and started towards the desk; the
third left the linen closet carrying a handful begts. The cleanest escape is one done in
stages, using whatever confusion there is.

Marie slipped out of the room and ran across thietdéhe linen closet. She went inside
and closed the door. Suddenly, a woman's roaratésr filled the hallway, petrifying her.
She could hear heavy racing footsteps, coming gltsen more footsteps.

The guard!' yelled the Chinese nurse in EnglisthéW is that dirty guard?'

Marie opened the closet door less than an inchedhr

excited nurses were in front of her hospital rotimey burst inside.

"You! You took off your clothes! Zang sile dirty miaLook in the bathroom?!

"You!" yelled the guard unsteadily. 'You let hetayeay! | will hold you for my superiors.

‘Let me go, filthy man! You lie!
"You are a Communist! From Beijing?

Marie slipped out of the linen closet, a stackowiels over her shoulder, and ran to the
bisecting corridor and the EXxit sign.

'Call Major Lin! I've caught a Communist infiltrat®
‘Call the police! He is a pervert!

Out on the hospital grounds, Marie ran into thekipay lot, into the darkest area, and sat
breathless in the shadows between two cars. Shhhohk; she had to appraise the
situation. She could not make any mistakes. Shepeathe towels and her clothes and
began going through the guard's pockets, looking f@allet or a billfold. She found it,
opened it, and counted the money in the dim lighere was slightly more than $600
Hong Kong, which was slightly less than $100 Amamiclt was barely enough for a
hotel room; then she saw a credit card issuedKgvdoon bank. Don't leave home
without it. If she had to, she would present thel caif she had to, and if she could find a
hotel room. She removed the money and the plaatat, put the wallet back into the
pocket, and began the awkward process of chandptiges while studying the streets



beyond the hospital grounds. To her relief theyenowded, and those crowds were her
immediate security.

A car suddenly raced into the parking lot, its $ysereeching as it careened in front of the
Emergency door. Marie rose and looked through themaobile windows. The heavy-set
Chinese major and the cold, precise doctor leapédfahe car and raced towards the
entrance. As they disappeared through the doorsgeMan out of the parking lot and into
the street.

She walked for hours, stopping to gorge hersedffaist food restaurant until she could
not stand the sight of another hamburger. She todiie ladies' room and looked at
herself in the mirror. She had lost weight andehgere dark circles under her eyes, yet
withal, she was herself. But the damned hair! Tlewuld be scouring Hong Kong for her,
and the first items of any description would be Ineight and her hair. She could do little
about the former, but she could drastically mottiky latter. She stopped at a pharmacy
and bought bobby pins and several clasps. Thenméerng what Jason had asked her’
to do in Paris when her photograph appeared ingiespapers, she pulled her hair back,
securing it into a bun, and pinned both sides doser head. The result was a much
harsher face, heightened by the loss of weightnanchakeup. It was the effect Jason —
David — had wanted in Paris... No, she reflectedas not David in Paris. It was Jason
Bourne. And it was night, as it had been in Paris.

'Why you do that, miss?' asked a clerk standing theamirror at the cosmetics counter.
"You have such pretty hair, very beautiful. '

'Oh? I'm tired of brushing it, that's all. *

Marie left the pharmacy, bought flat sandals fromeador on the street, and an imitation
Gucci bag from another — the G's were upside d&ke.had $45 American left and no
idea where she would spend the night. It was kmiHate and too soon to go to the
consulate. A Canadian arriving after midnight agkior a roster of personnel would send
out alarms; also she had not had time to figurehout to make the request. Where could
she got She needed sleep. Don't make your moves ydhere tired or exhausted. The
margin for error is too great. Rest is a weapom'Ciorget it.

She passed an arcade that was closing up. A yoarggigan couple in blue jeans were
bargaining with the owner of a T-shirt stand.

'Hey, come on, man,’ said the youthful male. "Ya@ntito make just one more sale
tonight, don't you? | mean, so you cut your prafiit, but it's still a few dineros in your
pocket, right?

‘No dineros,' cried the merchant, smiling. 'Onlylats, and you offer too few! | have
children. You take the precious food from their riili

'He probably owns a restaurant,’ said the girl.



'You want restaurant? Authentic-real Chinese food?"
‘Jesus, you're right, Lacy!"

'‘My third cousin on my father's side has an extgiisiand two streets from here. Very
near, very cheap, very good.'

'Forget it," said the boy. 'Four bucks, US, forsheT's. Take it or leave it .’

'l take. Only because you are too strong for riide' merchant grabbed the proffered
bills and shoved the T-shirts into a paper bag.

"You're a wonder, Buzz. ' The girl kissed him oa thheek and laughed. 'He's still
working on a four hundred per cent markup. '

That's the trouble with you business majors! Yon'doonsider the aesthetics. The smell
of the hunt, the pleasure of the verbal conflict!

'If we ever get married, I'll be supporting you tbe rest of my miserable life, you great
negotiator. '

Opportunities will present themselves. Recognieethact on them. Marie approached
the two students.

'Excuse me," she said, speaking primarily to the'goverheard you talking-'
'Wasn't | terrific?' broke in the young man.

'Very agile,' replied Marie. 'But | suspect youeird has a point. Those T-shirts
undoubtedly cost him less than twenty-five cenis@n

'Four hundred per cent," said the girl, noddingystone should be so lucky. '
'Key who?'
‘A jeweller's term," explained Marie. ' It's onendeed per cent .

'I'm surrounded by philistines!" cried the youngmm#dm an Art History major. Someday
I'll run the Metropolitan!'

‘Just don't try to buy it," said the girl, turnitggMarie. 'I'm

sorry, we're not flakes, we're just having fun. Werrupted you. '



'It's most embarrassing, really, but my plane wdayalate and | missed my tour into
China. The hotel is full and | wondered-'

"You need a place to crash? interrupted the Ardrysstudent.

'Yes, | do. Frankly my funds are adequate but éohii'm a schoolteacher from Maine —
economics, I'm afraid. '

'Don't be," said the girl, smiling.
'I'm joining my tour tomorrow, but I'm afraid th@tomorrow, not tonight .
'We can help you, can't we, Lacy?

'I'm sure we can. Our college has an arrangemehttire Chinese University of Hong
Kong.'

'It's not much on room service but the price isitjigsaid the young man. 'Three bucks,
US, a night. But, holy roller, are they antediluvia

'He means there's a certain puritan code over iaeesexes are separated. '
"Boys and girls together-"" sang the Art Historgjor. 'Like hell they are!" he added.

Marie sat on the campbed in the huge room undé@rfadi ceiling; she assumed it was a
gymnasium. All around her young women were asleeprmt asleep. Most were silent,
but a few snored, others lighted cigarettes, aacktlvere sporadic lurchings towards the
bathroom, where the fluorescent lights remainedStre. was among children, and she
wished she were a child now, free of the terroas there everywhere. David, | need you!
You think I'm so strong, but, darling, | can't cbpéhat do | do? How do | do it!

Study everything, you'll find something you can.ukeson Bourne.

13

The rain was torrential, pitting the sand, snappmg the floodlights that lit up the
grotesque statuary of Repulse Bay -reproductiomsniofmous Chinese gods, angry
myths of the Orient in furious poses, some risiadnigh as 30 feet. The dark beach was
deserted, but there were crowds in the old hotddyuhe road and the anachronistic
hamburger shop across the way. They were stralesdrop-ins, tourists and islanders
alike who had come down to the bay for a late-ndyhitk or something to eat and to look
out at the forbidding statues repelling whatevelignaspirits might at any moment



emerge from the sea. The sudden downpour had ftieestrollers inside; others waited
for the storm to let up before heading home.

Drenched, Bourne crouched in the foliage 20 femnhfthe base of a fierce-looking idol
halfway down the beach. He wiped the rain fromf&aee as he stared at the concrete
steps that led to the entrance of the old ColdddkEl. He was waiting for the third name
on the taipan's list.

The first man had tried to trap him on the Starydhe agreed-upon meeting ground,
but Jason, wearing the same clothes he had wahe &vValled City, had spotted the
man's two stalking patrols. It was not as easyakiihg for men with radios but it had

not been difficult either. By the third trip acrase harbour, Bourne not having appeared
at the appointed window on the starboard sides#mee two men had passed by his
contact twice, each speaking briefly and each gtwrapposite positions, their eyes fixed
on their superior. Jason had waited until the fapgroached the pier and the passengers
started en masse towards the exit ramp in the Bavwad taken out the Chinese on the
right with a blow to the kidneys as he passed Inintné crowd, then struck the back of
the man's head with the heavy brass paperweighfpabsengers rushed by in the dim
light. Bourne then walked through the emptying lescto the other side; he faced the
second man, jammed his gun into the patrol's stbraad marched him to the stern. He
arched the man above the railing and shoved hinboaed as the ship's whistle blew in
the night and the ferry pulled into the Kowloonrpide then returned to his contact by
the deserted window at midship.

"You kept your word," Jason said. 'I'm afraid latel '

"You are the one who called?' The contact's eydsdamed over Bourne's shabby
clothes.

'I'm the one."'
"You don't look like a man with the money you spoken the telephone. '

"You're entitled to that opinion. ' Bourne withdrevfolded stack of American bills, $1,
000 denominations visible when rolled open.

'You are the man. ' The Chinese had glanced quakdy Jason's shoulders. 'What is it
that you want?' the man asked anxiously.

'Information about someone for hire who calls hilihdason Bourne. '
"You have reached the wrong person. '
I'll pay generously. '

'l have nothing to sell. '



'l think you do. ' Bourne had put away the money pulled out his weapon, moving
closer to the man as the Kowloon passengers sttkamboard. 'You'll either tell me
what | want to know for a fee, or you'll be foraedell me for your life.

'l know only this,’ the Chinese had protested. fMpple will not touch him!

'Why not?

'He's not the same man!'

'What did you say? Jason held his breath, watdagnan closely.

'He takes risks he would never have taken befdree '‘Chinese again looked beyond
Bourne, sweat breaking out on his hairline. 'He esilmack after two years. Who knows
what happened? Drink, narcotics, disease from véheveo knows?

'What do you mean risks?

‘That is what | mean! He walks into a cabaret anTlsim Sha Tsui — there was a riot, the
police were on their way. Still, he enters andskiive men! He could have been caught,
his clients traced! He would not have done sudfirgyttwo years ago. '

"You may have your sequence backwards,' said Bsome. 'He may have gone in — as
one man — and started the riot. He kills as that exa leaves as another, escaping in the
confusion. '

The Oriental stared briefly into Jason's eyes, enlydmore frightened than before as he
again looked at the shabby, ill-fitting clothedriont of him. 'Yes, | imagine that is
possible," he said tremulously, now whipping hiaddirst to one side, then the other.
'How can this Bourne be reached?

'l don't know, | swear on the spirits. Why do y@k ane these questions?'

'How?' repeated Jason, leaning into the man, thiesheads touching, the gun shoved
into the Oriental's lower abdomen. 'If you wonlig¢h him, you know where he can be
touched, where he can be reached! Now, where?

'Oh, Christian Jesus."

'Goddamn it, not Him! Bourne!'

'Macao! It is whispered he works out of Macao, ikall | know, | swear it!" The man
looked in panic to his right and left.



'If you're trying to find your two men, don't bothéll tell
you,' said Jason. 'One's in a clump over therd aog@e the other can swim. '
Those men are— Who are you?

'l think you know,' Bourne had answered. 'Go tolihek of the ferry and stay there. If
you take one step forward before we dock, youlien¢ake another. '

'Oh, God, you are-'
'l wouldn't finish that, if | were you. '

The second name was accompanied by an unlikelyeaglda restaurant in Causeway Bay
that specialized in classic French food. Accordmlyao Ming's brief notes, the man
acted as the manager but was actually the ownéra amumber of the waiters were as
adept with guns as they were with trays. The ca'staome address was not known; all
his business was done at the restaurant, and isusmected that he had no permanent
residence. Bourne had returned to the Peninsideantied his jacket and hat and walked
rapidly through the crowded lobby to the elevasowell-dressed couple had tried not to
show their shock at his appearance. He had smildarauttered apologetically.

‘A company treasure hunt. It's kind of silly, ish't

In his room, he had permitted himself a few momémtse David Webb again. It was a
mistake; he could not stand the suspension of Baitrain of thought. I'm him again. |
have to be. He knows what to do. | don't! He hamared the filth of the Walled City
and the oppressive humidity of the Star Ferry off,lshaved away the shadow on his
face and dressed for a late French dinner.

Il find him, Marie! | swear to Christ 'I'll findhim! It was David Webb's promise, but it
was Jason Bourne who shouted in fury.

The restaurant looked more like an exquisite ro@bnog palace on Paris's Boulevard
Montaigne than a one-storey structure in Hong Kdnigicate chandeliers hung from the
ceiling, the tiny bulbs dimmed; encased candle&dlied on tables with the purest linen
and the finest silver and crystal.

'I'm afraid we have no tables this evening, mongi¢he maitre said. He was the only
Frenchman in evidence.

'l was told to ask for Jiang Yu and say it was atgdourne had replied, showing a $100
bill, American. 'Do you think he might find sometli if this finds him?



| will find it, monsieur. ' The maitre subtly shodkson's hand, receiving the money.
‘Jiang Yu is a fine member of our small commuriityt it is | who select. Comprenez-
vous? 'Absolument. '

'‘Bien! You have the face of an attractive, sopbagd man. This way, please, monsieur. '

The dinner was not to be had; events occurred tazkly. Within minutes after the
arrival of his drink, a slender Chinese in a blagk had appeared at his table. If there
was anything odd about him, thought David Webltwas in the darker colour of his skin
and the larger slope of his eyes. Malaysian wémssibloodline. Stop it commanded
Bourne. That doesn't do us any good!

'You asked for me? said the manager, his eyestsegrthe face that looked up at him.
'How can | be of service? 'By sitting down firstt is most irregular to sit with guests, sir.
''Not really. ' Not if you own the place. PleaSé.down. ' 'Is this another tiresome
intrusion by the Bureau of Taxation? If so, | hg& enjoy your dinner, which you will
pay for. My records are quite clear and quite aateur

'If you think I'm British, you haven't listened tee. And if by "tiresome"” you mean that a
half a million dollars is boring, then you can gfe¢ hell out of my sight and I'll enjoy my
meal. ' Bourne leaned back in the booth and sippsedrink with his left hand. His right
was hidden.

'Who sent you? asked the Oriental of mixed blostheasat down.

'Move away from the edge. ' | want to talk veryejlyi. ' 'Yes, of course. ' Jiang Yu
inched his way directly opposite Bourne. 'l mu$t. &¥ho sent you?

' must ask,' said Jason, 'do you like American ies Especially our Westerns?'

'Of course. American films are beautiful, and | &@nthe movies of your old West most
of all. So poetic in retribution, so righteouslypknt. Am | saying the correct words?

'Yes, you are. Because right now you're in one. '

'l beg your pardon?

'l have a very special gun under the table. Itigeai between your legs. ' Within the space
of a second, Jason held back the cloth, pulledhepvieapon so the barrel could be seen,

and immediately shoved the gun back into placéatta silencer that reduces the sound

of a forty-five to the pop of a Champagne cork, ot the impact. Liao jie mu?'

‘Liao jie... ' said the Oriental, rigid, breathidgeply in fear. 'You are with Special Branch?

'I'm with no one but myself.4



There is no half million dollars, then?

There's whatever you consider your life is worth. '

'Why me?'

‘You're on a list," Bourne had answered truthfully.

'For execution? whispered the Chinese, gaspindabescontorted.
‘That depends on you. '

'l must pay you not to kill me?

'In a sense, yes. "'

'l don't carry half a million dollars in my pocketdor here on the premises!
‘Then pay me something else.

'What! How much! You confuse me!'

'Information instead of money. '

'What information? asked the Chinese as his feaetlinto panic . 'What information
would | have? Why come to me?

'‘Because you've had dealings with a man | warinth The one for hire who calls
himself Jason Bourne. '

‘No! Never did it happen!

The Oriental's hands began to tremble. The veihssithroat throbbed, and his eyes for
the first time strayed from Jason's face. The nahlied.

‘You're a liar," said Bourne quietly, pushing hght arm farther underneath the table as
he leaned forward. 'You made the connection in Maca

'Macao, yes! But no connection. | swear on the gganf my family for generations!

"You're very close to losing your stomach and ylder You were sent to Macao to reach
him!

'l was sent, but | did not reach him!

'Prove it to me. How were you to make contact?



The Frenchman. | was to stand on the top stegsedfiirned-out Basilica of St Paul on
the Calcada. | was to wear a black kerchief arougicheck and when a man came up to
me — a Frenchman — and remarked about the beathy ofiins, | was to say the
following words: "Cain is for Delta." If he replietlAnd Carlos is for Cain", | was to
accept him as the link to Jason Bourne. But | sw@gou, he never-'

Bourne did not hear the remainder of the man'sptations. Staccato explosions erupted
in his head; his mind was thrown back. Blinding teHight filled his eyes, the crashing
sounds unbearable. Cain is for Delta and Carlés i€ain... Cain is for Delta! Delta One
is Cain! Medusa moves; the snake sheds his skin.i€a Paris and Carlos will be his!
They were the words, the codes, the challengesdhatithe Jackal. | am Cain and | am
superior and | am here! Come find me, Jackal! €dexu to find Cain for he kills better
than you do. You'd better find me before I find y@arlos. You're no match for Cain!

Good God! Who halfway across the world would knbase words — could know them?
They were locked away in the deepest archives\wrt@perations! They were a direct
connection to Medusa!

Bourne had nearly squeezed the trigger of the unaetomatic, so sudden was the shock
of this incredible revelation. He removed his indiegjer, placing it around the trigger
housing; he had come close to killing a man foeedwg extraordinary information. But
how! How could it have happened! Who was the cantduihe new 'Jason Bourne' that
knew such things?

He had to come down, he knew that. His silencelefsying him, betraying his
astonishment. The Chinese was staring at him; #rewas inching his hand beyond the
edge of the booth. 'Pull that back, or your batid gour stomach will be blown away. '

The Oriental's shoulder yanked up and his handaapgeon the table. 'What | have told
you is true, the man said. The Frenchman never ¢ame. If he had, | would tell you
everything. So would you if you were me. | protesty myself. '

'Who sent you to make the contact? Who gave yowthds to use?

That is honestly beyond me, you must believe thihis done by telephone through
second and third parties who know only the infoforathey carry. The proof of integrity
is in the arrival of the funds | am paid. '

How do they arrive? Someone has to give them to‘you

‘Someone who is a no one, who is hired himselfuAfamiliar host of an expensive
dinner party will ask to see the manager. | witegqat his compliments and during our
conversation an envelope will be slipped to meillilvave ten thousand American
dollars for reaching the Frenchman. '



Then what? How do you reach him?

'One goes to Macao, to the Kam Pek casino in tiathwn area. It is mostly for the
Chinese, for the games of Fan Tan and Dai Sui.gdee to Table Five and leaves the
telephone number of a Macao hotel — not a priveephone — and a name — any name —
not one's own, naturally. '

'He calls you at that number?

'He may or he may not. You stay twenty-four hoarMacao. If he has not called you by
then, you have been turned down because the Freamchas no time for you. '

Those are the rules?

'Yes. | was turned down twice, and the single timas accepted he did not appear at the
Calcada steps. '

'Why do you think you were turned down? Why do ylwink he didn't show up?

'l have no idea. Perhaps he has too much busioebssfmaster killer. Perhaps | said the
wrong things to him on the first two occasions.iags on the third he thought he saw
suspicious men on the Calcada, men he believedwidrene and meant him no good.
There were no such people, naturally, but thermiappeal. '

Table Five. The dealers,' said Bourne.

The croupiers change constantly. His arrangemenitiisthe table. A blanket fee, |
imagine. To be divided. And certainly he does rmt@the Kam Pek himself — he
undoubtedly hires a whore from the streets. Heeig ¢autious, very professional.’

‘Do you know anyone else who's tried to reachBloigrne?' asked Bourne. 'I'll know if
you're lying. '

'l think you would. You are obsessed — which ismgtbusiness — and you trapped me in
my first denial. No, | do not, sir. That is thettrufor | do not care to have my intestines
blown away with the sound of a champagne cork;'

"You can't get much more basic than that. In thedwof another man, I think | believe
you. '

'Believe, sir. | am only a courier — an expensine,qerhaps — but a courier, nevertheless.

"Your waiters are something else, I'm told. '

They have not been noticeably observant. '



"You'll still accompany me to the door,' he hadisai
And now there was the third name, a third manhendownpour at Repulse Bay.

The contact had responded to the code: 'Ecoutezsiewr. "Cain is for Delta and Carlos
is for Cain.™

'We were to meet in Macao!' the man had shriekexu the telephone. 'Where were you?'
'‘Busy,’ said Jason.

"You may be too late. My client has very little &rand he is very knowledgeable. He
hears that your man moves elsewhere. He is distuib@u promised him, Frenchman!

'Where does he think my man is going?
'On another assignment, of course. He's heardetteglsl’
'He's wrong. The man is available if the price &t.rh

‘Call me back in several minutes. | will speak tp ctient and see if matters are to be
pursued. '

Bourne had called five minutes later. Consent weasg the rendezvous set. Repulse
Bay. One hour. The statue of the war god halfwayrdthe beach on the left towards the
pier. The contact would wear a black kerchief atbhis neck; the code was to remain
the same.

Jason looked at his watch; it was twelve minutest fhee hour. The contact was late, and
the rain was not a problem; on the contrary, it aasdvantage, a natural cover. Bourne
had scouted every foot of the meeting ground, fie#y in every direction that had a
sight line to the statue of the idol, and he hadedso after the appointed time, using up
minutes as he kept his eyes on the path to theestsibthing so far was irregular. There
was no trap in the making.

The Zhongguo ren came into view, his shoulders hedas he dashed down the steps in
the downpour as if the shape of his body would vedfdhe rain. He ran along the path
towards the statue of the war god, stopping agppeoached the huge snarling idol. He
skirted the wash of the floodlights, but what cooitaefly be seen of his face conveyed
his anger at finding no one in sight.

'Frenchman, Frenchman?'

Bourne raced back through the foliage towards tidess checking once more before
rendezvous, reducing his vulnerability. He edgesaway around the thick stone post that



bordered the steps and peered through the raie atgper path to the hotel. He saw what
he hoped to God he would not see! A man in a ranand hat came out of the run-down
Colonial Hotel and broke into a fast walk. Halfwaythe steps he stopped, pulling
something out of his pocket; he turned; there wslggat glow of light... returned

instantly by a corresponding tiny flash at onehaf windows of the crowded lobby.
Penlights. 'Signals. A scout was on his way toravémd post, as his relay or his back-up
confirmed communications. Jason spun around anacest the path he had made
through the drenched foliage.

'Frenchman, where are you?

'‘Over herel’

'‘Why did you not answer? Where?'

'Straight ahead. The bushes in front of you. Hupy

The contact approached the foliage; he was an &ngsh away. Bourne sprang up and
grabbed him, spinning him around and pushing hiiéa into the wet bushes, as he did
so clamping his left hand over the man's moutlydif want to live, don't make a sound!

Thirty feet into the shoreline woods, Jason slamtheccontact into the trunk of a tree.
'Who's with you? he asked harshly, slowly removirgghand from the man's mouth.

'With me?' ' No one is with me!'

'Don't Her Bourne pulled out his gun and placeabainst the contact's throat. The
Chinese crashed his head back into the tree, bswide, his mouth gaping. 'l don't have
time for traps!' continued Jason. 'l don't havestim

'‘And there is no one with me! My word in these mttis my livelihood! Without it |
have no profession!

Bourne stared at the man. He put the gun backsibdit, gripped the contact's arm and
propelled him to the right . '‘Be quiet. Come witk.r

Ninety seconds later Jason and the contact hadedtdtwrough the soaking wet
underbrush towards an area of the path some twattyfeet to the west of the massive
idol. The downpour covered whatever noises mighehzeen picked up on a dry night.
Suddenly, Bourne grabbed the Oriental's should@ppgng him. Up ahead the scout
could be seen, crouching, hugging the border opttk, a gun in his hand. For a
moment he crossed through a wash of the statoedligjht before he disappeared; it was
only for an instant, but it was enough. Bourne kxblat the contact.



The Chinese was stunned. He could not take his@yése spot in the light where the
scout had crossed. His thoughts were coming torapidly, the terror in him building; it
was in his stare. 'Si',' he whispered. 'Jiagian!

'In short English words,' said Jason, speakinguiindhe rain. That man's an
executioner?'

'S/"7... Yes. '
Tell me, what have you brought me?

'Everything,’ answered the contact, still in shd€ke first money, the instructions...
everything. '

‘A client doesn't send money if he's going to tkit man he's hiring. '

'l know," said the contact softly, nodding his haad closing his eyes. ‘It is me they want
to kill.*

His words to Liang on the harbour walk had beembpetic, thought Bourne. ‘It's not a
trap for me... it's for you. You did your job argby can't allow any traces... They can't
afford you any longer.’

There's another up at the hotel. | saw them siggaach other with flashlights. It's why |
couldn't answer you for several minutes. '

The Oriental turned and looked at Jason; thereneaself-pity in his eyes. The risks of
my profession,' he said simply. 'As my foolish peagay, | will join my ancestors, and |
hope they are not so foolish. Here. ' The contathed into his inside pocket and
withdrew an envelope. 'Here is everything. '

'Have you checked it out?'

'Only the money. ' It's all there. ' | would noteh&vith the Frenchman with less than his
demands, and the rest | do not care to know. ' &ugdhe man looked hard at Bourne,
blinking his eyes in the downpour. 'But you are that Frenchman!'

'Easy,’ said Jason. Things have come pretty fastofo tonight. '

'Who are you?'

‘Someone who just showed you where you stood. ' flowh money did you bring?

Thirty thousand American dollars.

'If that's the first payment, the target must bmaone impressive. '



' assume heis. '

'Keep it. '

"What? What are you saying?

'I'm not the Frenchman, remember?

'l do not understand. '

'l don't even want the instructions. I'm sure someeaf your professional calibre can turn
them to your advantage. A man pays well for infarorathat can help him; he pays a
hell of a lot more for his life.

'‘Why would you do this?

'‘Because none of it concerns me. | have only onearo. | want the man who calls
himself Bourne and | can't waste time. You've gbatl just offered you plus a dividend
— I'll get you out of here alive if | have to leatwa corpses here in the Bay, | don't care.
But you've got to give me what | asked for on therge. You said your client told you
the

Frenchman's assassin was going someplace elseeVYW\étere is Bourne?

"You talk so rapidly-'

'l told you, | haven't time! Tell me! If you refuskleave and your client kills you. Take
your choice. '

'Shenzhen,’ said the contact, as if frightenetieahame.

'‘China? There's a target in Shenzhen?

'One can assume that. My wealthy client has sounc@sieen’'s Road. '

'‘What's that?

The Consulate of the People's Republic. A very ualgisa was granted. Apparently it
was cleared on the highest authority in Beijinge Bource did not know why, and when
he questioned the decision he was promptly reméesd the section. He reported this to

my client. For money, of course. '

'Why was the visa unusual?



'‘Because there was no waiting period and the apglidid not appear at the consulate.
Both are unheard of. '

'Still, it was just a visa. '

'In the People's Republic there is no such thinfuss a visa". Especially not for a white
male travelling alone under a questionable passgsred in Macao. '

‘Macao?

'Yes. '

'What's the entry date?'

Tomorrow. The Lo Wu border. '

Jason studied the contact . '"You said your cliastdources in the consulate. Do you?
'What you are thinking will cost a great deal ofrmayg, for the risk is very great. '

Bourne raised his head and looked through the sloéeain at the floodlit idol beyond.
There was movement; the scout was searching faargset . 'Wait here," he said.

The early morning train from Kowloon to the Lo Warler took barely over an hour.
The realization that he was in China took less tearseconds. Long Live the People's
Republic.

There was no need for the exclamation point, thddroguards lived it. They were rigid,
staring, and abusive, pummelling passports witlr tieber stamps with the fury of
hostile adolescents. There was, however, an araghgrsupport system. Beyond the
guards a phalanx of young women in uniform stoodisgnbehind several long tables
stacked with pamphlets extolling the beauty antligs of their land and its system. If
there was hypocrisy in their postures, it did rHaivs.

Bourne had paid the betrayed, marked contact tmea$i$7,000 for the visa. It was good
for 5 days. The purpose of the visit was listethasiness investments in the Economic
Zone', and was renewable at Shenzhen immigratiinpuoof of investment along with
the corroborating presence of a Chinese bankeugiwashom the money was to be
brokered. In gratitude, and for no additional cleathe contact had given him the name
of a Shenzhen banker who could easily steer 'MetEno investment possibilities, the
said Mr. Cruett being still registered at the Reddwotel in Hong Kong. Finally, there
was a bonus from the man whose life he had savBepulse Bay: the description of the
man travelling under a Macao passport across th&/udorder. He was '6' 1" tall, 185
Ib, white skin, light brown hair. ' Jason had stiaa¢ the information, unconsciously
recalling the data on his own government ID cartiad read: 'HT: 6' 1" WT: 187 Ibs.
White male. Hair: Lt Brn. ' An odd sense of fearesul through him. Not the fear of



confrontation; he wanted that, above all, for heted Marie back above everything.
Instead, it was the horror that he had somehowenleeamonster: a stalker of death that
came from a lethal virus he had perfected in theratory of his mind and body.

It had been the first train out of Kowloon, occupir the main by skilled labour and the
executive personnel permitted — enticed — intoRite® Economic Zone of Shenzhen by
the People's Republic in the hope of attractingifpr investments. At each stop on the
way to the border, as more and more passengerddshdourne had walked through the
cars, his eyes resting for an intense instant och eathe white males of whom there was
a total of only fourteen by the time they reachedllu. None had even vaguely fitted
the description of the man from Macao — the desionpof himself. The new 'Jason
Bourne' would be taking a later train. The origiwaluld wait on the other side of the
border. He waited now.

During the four hours that passed he explainedméstto inquiring border personnel
that he was waiting for a business associate; dehwaiously misunderstood the
schedule and had taken a far too early train. Als people in any foreign country, but
especially in the Orient, the fact that a courtemerican had gone to the trouble of
making himself understood in their language wasddelty beneficial. He was offered
four cups of coffee, seven hot teas, and two olithitormed girls had giggled as they
presented him with an overly sweet Chinese icencreane. He accepted all —to do
otherwise would have been rude, and since mosteoGang of Four had lost not only
their faces but their heads, rudeness was outpekmethe border guards.

It was 11:10. The passengers emerged through tige ienced open-air corridor after
dealing with immigration, mostly tourists, mosthite, mostly bewildered and awed to
be there. The majority were in small tour grouggoapanied by guides — one each from
Hong Kong and the People's Republic — who spokepable English, or German, or
French or, reluctantly, Japanese for those paatilyutlisliked visitors with more money
than Marx or Confucius ever had. Jason studied e&de male. The many that were
over six feet in height were too young or too aldam portly or too slender or too
obvious in their lime-green and lemon-yellow trags® be the man from Macao.

Wai! Over there! An older man in a tan gabardini¢\who appeared to be a medium-
sized tourist with a limp was suddenly taller — &mel limp was gone! He walked rapidly
down the steps through the middle of the crowdrandnto the huge parking lot filled
with buses and tour vans and a few taxis, eachavithan — off-duty — posted in the front
windows. Bourne raced after the man, dodging batvilee bodies in front of him, not
caring whom he pushed aside. | was the man — timefiroan Macao!

'Hey, are you crazy? Ralph, he shoved me!
‘Shove back. What do you want from me?

'Do something!



'He's gone. '

The man in the gabardine suit jumped into the ajmor of a van, a dark green van with

tinted windows that according to the Chinese chiaradelonged to a department called
the Chutang Bird Sanctuary. The door slid shuttaedsehicle instantly broke away from
its parking space and careened around the velhittethe exit lane. Bourne was frantic;

he could not let him go! An old taxi-was on hishtigthe motor idling. He pulled the door
open, to be greeted by a shout.

'Zha!' screamed the driver.

'Shi ma? roared Jason, pulling enough American snémen his pocket to ensure five
years of luxury in the People's Republic.
‘Aiyar'

'Zou!" ordered Bourne, leaping into the front sssad pointing to the van which had
swerved into the semicircle. 'Stay with him and gaun start your own business in the
Zone,' he said in Cantonese. 'l promise you!

Marie, I'm so close! | know it's him! I'll take hirie's mine now! He's our deliverance!
The van sped out of the exit road, heading southeafirst intersection, avoiding the
large square jammed with tour buses and crowdgbfseers cautiously avoiding the
endless stream of bicycles in the streets. Thedtax@r picked up the van on a primitive
highway paved more with hard clay than asphalt. ddr&-windowed vehicle could be
seen ahead entering a long curve in front of am dpek carrying heavy farm machinery.
A tour bus waited at the end of the curve, swingirig the road behind the truck.

Bourne looked beyond the van; there were hillshgad and the road began to rise. Then
another tour bus appeared, this one behind them.

‘Shumchun,’ said the driver.

'Bin do?' asked Jason.

The Shumchun water supply,’ answered the driv@himese. 'A very beautiful reservoir,
one of the finest lakes in all China. It sendsiigter south to Kowloon and Hong Kong.

Very crowded with visitors this time of year. Tha&@amn views are excellent. '

Suddenly the van accelerated, climbing the mountzad, pulling away from the truck
and the tour bus. 'Can't you go faster? Get arthmdus, that truck!

'Many curves ahead. '

Try it!



The driver pressed his foot to the floor and sweraeund the bus, missing its bulging
front by inches as he was forced back in line bgaoroaching army half-track with two
soldiers in the cabin. Both the soldiers and the tuides yelled at them through open
windows. 'Sleep with your ugly mothers!" screantegldriver, filled with his moment of
triumph, only to be faced with the wide truck fdlevith farm machinery blocking the
way.

They were going into a sharp right curve. Bourripggd the window and leaned out as
far as he could for a clearer view. 'There's noamaing!" he yelled at the driver through
the onrushing wind. 'Go ahead! You can get aroMoav?

The driver did so, pushing the old taxi to its kisyithe tyres spinning on a stretch of hard
clay, which made the cab sideslip dangerouslyantfof the truck. Another curve, now
sharply to the left, and rising steeper. Aheadttael was straight, ascending a high hill.
The van was nowhere to be seen; it had disappeasrdhe crest of the hill.

'Kuai!" shouted Bourne. 'Can't you make this dahimgt go faster?”

'It has never been this fast! | think the fuck-fusghrits will explode the motor! Then
what will I do? It took me five years to buy thisholy machine, and many unholy bribes
to drive in the Zone!

Jason threw a handful of bills on the floor of tad by the driver's feet . 'There's ten
times more if we catch that van! Now, go."

The taxi soared over the top of the hill, descegdwiftly into an enormous glen at the
edge of a vast lake that seemed to extend for niidbe distance Bourne could see
snowcapped mountains and green islands dottingltleegreen water as far as the eye
could see. The taxi came to a halt beside a lag@nd gold pagoda reached by a long,
polished concrete staircase. Its open balconiedamieed the lake. Refreshment stands
and curio shops were scattered about on the boofléne parking lot, where four tour
buses were standing with the dual guides shoutisiguctions and pleading with their
charges not to get in the wrong vehicles at theaérndeir walks.

The dark-windowed van was nowhere to be seen. Boshifted his head swiftly,
looking in all directions. Where was it? "What'atthoad over there?' he asked the driver.

'Pump stations. No one is permitted down that rdasl patrolled by the army. Around
the bend is a high fence and a guard house. '

'Wait here. ' Jason climbed out of the cab andestawalking towards the prohibited road,
wishing he had a camera or a guide book — somethintark him as a tourist. As it was,
the best he could do was to assume the hesitaktamdl wide-eyed expression of a
sightseer. No object was too insignificant for inispection. He approached the bend in
the badly paved road; he saw the high fence artbp#re guardhouse — then all of it. A



long metal bar fell across the road; two soldieesentalking, their backs to him, looking
the other way — looking at two vehicles parked $igeide farther down by a square
concrete structure painted brown. One of the vehialas the dark-windowed van, the
other the brown sedan. It began to move. It waslihgaback to the gate!

Bourne's thoughts came rapidly. He had no weapavgs pointless even to consider
carrying one across the border. If he tried to $ihepvan and drag the killer out, the
commotion would bring the guards, their rifle fawift and accurate. Therefore he had to
draw the man from Macao out — of his own volitidhe rest Jason was primed for; he
would take the impostor one way or the other. Trake back to the border and over —
one way or another. No man was a match for hineyes, no throat, no groin safe from
an assault, swift and agonizing. David Webb hadnewme to grips with that reality.
Bourne lived it.

There was a way!

Jason ran back to the beginning of the deserted inethe road, beyond the view of the
gate and the soldiers. He reassumed the pose ofdbmerized sightseer and listened.
The van's engine fell to idle; the creaking mehatdate was being lifted. Only moments
now. Bourne held his position in the brush by tide ®f the road. The van rounded the
turn as he timed his moves.

He was suddenly there, in front of the large vehibls expression terrified as he spun to
the side beneath the driver's window and slammedldh of his hand into the door,
uttering a cry of pain as if he had been struckh@es killed by the van. He lay supine on
the ground as the vehicle came to a stop; the dieagped out, an innocent about to
protest his innocence. He had no chance to daason® arm was extended; he yanked
the man by the ankle, pulling him off his feet, aeeding his head crashing back into the
side of the van. The driver fell unconscious, andiBe dragged him back to the rear of
the van beneath the clouded windows. He saw a it man's jacket; it was a gun,
predictably, considering his cargo. Jason remowadd waited for the man from Macao.

He did not appear. It was not logical.

Bourne scrambled to the front of the van, gripgetrubberized ledge to the driver's seat,
and lunged up, his weapon at the ready, sweepeetr seats from side to side.

No one. It was empty.

He climbed back out and went to the driver, sp&tisnface and slapped him into
consciousness.

'AW?' he whispered harshly. 'Where is the man whe in here?

'‘Back there!" replied the driver, in Cantoneseksttahis head. 'In the official car with a
man nobody knows. Spare my terrible life! | haveesechildren!



'‘Get up in the seat,' said Bourne, pulling the maams feet and pushing him to the open
door. 'Drive out of here as fast as you can. '

No other advice was necessary. The van shot ahedshumchun reservoir, careening
around the curve into the main exit at such speatlXason thought it would go over the
bank. A man nobody knows. What did that mean? Nttemdahe man from Macao was
trapped. He was in a brown sedan inside the gateeoforbidden road. Bourne raced
back to the taxi and climbed into the front sea; $cattered money had been removed
from the floor.

"You are satisfied?' said the cabdriver. 'l wil/aden times what you dropped on my
unworthy feet?

'Cut it, Charlie Chan! A car's going to come outhadt road to the pump station and
you're going to do exactly what I tell you. Do yaoderstand me?

'Do you understand ten times the amount you leftyrancient, undistinguished taxi?

'l understand. It could be fifteen times, if youymur job. Come on, move. Get over to
the edge of the parking lot. | don't know how long/ll have to wait. '

‘Time is money, sir. '
'Oh, shut up!

The wait was roughly twenty minutes. The brown seal@peared, and Bourne saw what
he had not seen before. The windows were tintekkedainan those of the van; whoever
was inside was invisible. Then Jason heard the lastywords he wanted to hear.

‘Take your money back,' said the driver quietlwill return you to Lo Wu. | have never
seen you. '

' Why?'

‘That is a government car — one of our governmeffigal vehicles — and | will not be
the one who follows it.

'Wait a minute! Just... wait a minute. Twenty timésat | gave you, with a bonus if it all
comes out all right! Until | say otherwise you cday way behind him. I'm just a tourist
who wants to look around. No, wait! Here, I'll shgau! My visa says I'm investing
money. Investors are permitted to look around!

‘Twenty times? said the driver, staring at Jaddhat guarantee do | have that you will
fulfill your promise?



'I'll put it on the seat between us. You're drivigigu could do a lot of things with this car
| wouldn't be prepared for. | won't try to takdéck. '

"Good! But | stay far behind. | know these roalisere are only certain places one can
travel. '

Thirty-five minutes later, with the brown sedarl $ti sight but far ahead, the driver
spoke again. 'They go to the airfield. '

'What airfield?'

It is used by government officials and men withney from the south.

'People investing in factories, industry?"

‘This is the Economic Zone. "

'I'm an investor,' said Bourne. 'My visa says soxridup! Close in!

There are five vehicles between us, and we agreéeday far behind.

'Until | said otherwise! It's different now. | hamgoney. I'm investing in China!’

'We will be stopped at the gate. Telephone callsbgimade. '

'I've got the name of a banker in Shenzhen!

'Does he have your name, sir? And a list of then€e firms you are dealing with? If so,
you may do the talking at the gate. But if this kemn Shenzhen does not know you,
you will be detained for giving false informatioviour stay in China would be for as
long as it takes to thoroughly investigate you. Wéeenonths. '

'l have to reach that car!'

"You approach that car, you will be shot.

'‘Goddamn it!" shouted Jason in English, instarglyerting to Chinese. 'Listen to me. |
don't have time to explain, but I've got to see'him

‘This is not my business,' said the driver coldigrily.

'Get in line and drive up to the gate,’ orderedrBeu’l'm a fare you picked up in Lo Wu,
that's all. I'll do the talking. '

"You ask too much! | will not be seen with somebke you. '



‘Just do it," said Jason, pulling the gun fromiak.

The pounding in his chest was unbearable as Batowoel by a large window looking out
on the airfield. The terminal was small and fovpeiged travellers. The incongruous
sight of casual Western businessmen carrying ataakes and tennis rackets unnerved
Jason because of the stark contrast to the unitbguards, standing about rigidly. Oil
and water were apparently compatible.

Speaking English to the interpreter who translaiecurately for the officer of the guard,
he had claimed to be a bewildered executive intduby the consulate on Queen's Road
in Hong Kong to come to the airport to meet ancdfiflying in from Beijing. He had
misplaced the official's name, but they had medflyriat the State Department in
Washington and would recognize each other. He edghat the present meeting was
looked upon with great favour by important menhia Central Committee. He was given
a pass restricting him to the terminal, and lalséyasked if the taxi could be permitted to
remain in case transport was needed later. Theestéguas granted.

'If you want your money, you'll stay,' he had saidhe driver in Cantonese as he picked
up the folded bills between them.

You have a gun and angry eyes. You will kill. '

Jason had stared at the driver. The last thingaaih € want to do is kill the man in that
car. | would only kill to protect his life. '

The brown sedan with the dark, opaque windows wagere in the parking area.
Bourne walked as rapidly as he thought acceptalbbetihe terminal, to the window
where he stood now, his temples exploding with aage frustration, for outside on the
field he saw the government car. It was parkedchertarmac not fifty feet away from him,
but an impenetrable wall of glass separated himmfitc- and deliverance. Suddenly the
sedan shot forward towards a medium-sized jet aéhendred yards north on the
runway. Bourne strained his eyes, wishing to Climéshad binoculars! Then he realized
they would have been useless; the car swung arthentdil of the plane and out of sight.

Goddamn it!

Within seconds the jet began rolling to the foothaf runway as the brown sedan
swerved and raced back towards the parking are#hanekit.

What could he do? | can't be left this way! Hetxé¢th He's me and he's there! He's getting
away! Bourne ran to the first counter and assurhedttitude of a terribly distraught
man.

'The plane that's about to take off! I'm supposelet on it! It's going to Shanghai and the
people in Beijing said | was to be on it! Stop it!



The clerk behind the counter picked up her teleph&he dialled quickly then exhaled
through her tight lips in relief. 'That is not yquiane, sir,' she said. 'It flies to Guangdong.
'‘Where?

The Macao border, sir.’

'‘Never! It must not be Macao! the taipan had soexh 'The order will be swift the
execution swifter! Your wife will die!"

Macao. Table Five. The Kam Pek casino.
'If he heads for Macao,' Mr. Allister had said dlyiehe could be a terrible liability...
' Termination!

'l can't use that word.'

14

"You will not, you cannot tell me this!' shoutedvizatd Newington McAllister, leaping
out of his chair. 'It's unacceptable! | can't handll won't hear of it!"

"You'd better, Edward," said Major Lin. ‘It happéne

'It's my fault," added the English doctor, standm§ont of the desk in Victoria Peak,
facing the American. 'Every symptom she exhibiesditb a prognosis of rapid,
neurological deterioration. Loss of concentratiad &isual focus; no appetite and a
commensurate drop in weight — most significanghgsns when there was a complete
lack of motor controls. | honestly thought the degrative process had reached a
negative crisis'

'What the hell does that mean?

‘That she was dying. Oh, not in a matter of hoursven days or weeks, but that the
course was irreversible. '

'‘Could you have been right?'



'l would like nothing better than to conclude thatas, that my diagnosis was at least
reasonable, but | can't. Simply put, | was dragdohe

"You were hit?'

'Figuratively, yes. Where it hurts the most, Mr @rgkcretary. My professional pride.
That bitch fooled me with a carnival act, and stabpbly doesn't know the difference
between a femur and a fever. Everything she didoab=ulated, from her appeals to the
nurse to clubbing and

disrobing the guard. All her moves were plannedthednly disorder was mine. '
'Christ, I've got to reach Havilland!

'‘Ambassador Havilland? asked Lin, his eyebrowseaich

McAllister looked at him. 'Forget you heard that. '

'l will not repeat it, but | can't forget. Thingeeeclearer, London's clearer. You're talking
General Staff and Overlord and a large part of Qlysn '

'Don't mention that name to anyone, Doctor," satNister.
'I've quite forgotten it. I'm not sure | even knawuo he is. '
'What can | say? What are you doing?

'Everything humanly possible," answered the majde've divided Hong Kong and
Kowloon up into sections. We're questioning evesteh thoroughly examining their
registrations. We've alerted the police and thamegyatrols; all personnel have copies of
her description and have been instructed thatrigptier is the territory's priority

concern-'

'My God, what did you say! How did you explain?

'l was able to help here,' said the doctor. 'Inlitjie of my stupidity it was the least |
could do. | issued a medical alert. By doing sowweee able to enlist the help of
paramedic teams who've been sent out from all dispitals, staying in radio contact for
other emergencies, of course. They're scouringttieets. '

'What kind of medical alert?' asked McAllister gtigr
'Minimum information, but the sort that creategin $he woman was known to have

visited an unnamed island in the Luzon Strait thafff limits to international travellers
for reasons of a rampant disease transmitted bgameating utensils. '



'By categorizing it as such," interrupted Lin, 'gaod doctor prevented any hesitation on
the part of the teams to approach her and takattecustody. Not that there would be,
but every basket has its less than perfect frdtva@ cannot afford any. | honestly
believe we'll find her, Edward. We all know shensts out in a crowd. Tall, attractive,
that hair of hers — and over a thousand peopldargdior her. '

'l hope to God you're right. But | worry. She reweel her first training from a chameleon.

'l beg your pardon?

'It's nothing, Doctor,’ said the major. 'A techmigam in our business. '
'‘Oh?

'I've got to have the entire file, all of it!"

'What, Edward?

They were hunted together in Europe. Now they'setaput still hunted. What did they
do then? What will they do now?

‘A thread? A pattern?

'It's always there," said McAllister, rubbing hight temple. 'Excuse me, gentlemen, |
must ask you to leave. | have a dreadful call tkena

Marie bartered clothes and paid a few dollars tbers. The result was acceptable: With
her hair pulled back under a floppy wide-brimmedtsat, she was a plain-looking
woman in a pleated skirt and a nondescript greydddhat concealed any outline of a
figure. The flat sandals lowered her height andettsatz Gucci purse marked her as a
gullible tourist in Hong Kong, exactly what she wat. She called the Canadian
consulate and was told how to get there by bus.offiees were in the Asian House,
14th Floor, Hong Kong. She took the bus from than€$e University through Kowloon
and the tunnel over to the island; she watchedtifeets carefully and got off at her stop.
She rode up in the elevator, satisfied that norteemMmen riding with her gave her a
second glance; that was not the usual reactionh&tiéearned in Paris — taught by a
chameleon — how to use the simple things to chaegeelf. The lessons were coming
back to her.

'l realize this will sound ridiculous,' she saidaicasual, humorously bewildered voice to
the receptionist, 'but a second cousin of mine gmmather's side is posted here and |
promised to look him up.

That doesn't sound ridiculous to me. '



"It will when | tell you I've forgotten his nameBbth women laughed. 'Of course, we've
never met and he'd probably like to keep it thagvisaut then I'd have to answer to the
family back home. '

'Do you know what section he's in?
'‘Something to do with economics, | believe. '

"That would be the Division of Trade most likelyrHe receptionist opened a drawer and
pulled out a narrow white booklet with the Canadiag embossed on the cover. 'Here's
our directory. Why don't you sit down and look tingh it?

Thanks very much,' said Marie, going to a leatmerchair and sitting down. 'l have this
terrible feeling of inadequacy,' she added, opettiegdirectory. 'l mean | should know
his name. I'm sure you know the name of your secondin on your mother's side of the
family. '

'Honey, | haven't the vaguest. ' The receptionwttane rang; she answered it.

Turning the pages, Marie read quickly, scanningrmtive columns looking for a name
that would evoke a face. She found three but ttegyea were fuzzy, the features not clear.
Then on the twelfth page, a face and a voice leapeat her as she read the name.
Catherine Staples.

'‘Cool' Catherine, 'Ice-cold' Catherine, 'Stick'gia. The nicknames were unfair and did
not give an accurate picture or appraisal of thenauo. Marie had got to know Catherine
Staples during her days with the Treasury Boa@tiawa when she and others in her
section briefed the diplomatic corps prior to thmierseas assignments. Staples had come
through twice, once for a refresher course on t®ean Common Market... the second,
of course, for Hong Kong! It was thirteen or fo@memonths ago, and although their
friendship could not be called deep — four or fiveches, a dinner that Catherine had
prepared and one reciprocated by Marie — she laaiddd quite a bit about the woman

who did her job better than most men.

To begin with, her rapid advancement at the Depamtrof External Affairs had cost her
an early marriage. She had forsworn the marité $ta the rest of her life, she declared,
as the demands of travel and the insane hoursrgblhevere unacceptable to any man
worth having. In her mid-fifties, Staples was angler, energetic woman of medium
height who dressed fashionably but simply. Sheavwas-nonsense professional with a
sardonic wit that conveyed her dislike of cant,ebhshe saw through swiftly, and self-
serving excuses — which she would not tolerate.cedd be kind, even gentle, with men
and women unqualified for the work they were asstgthrough no fault of their own,
but brutal with those who had issued such assigtsneggardless of rank. If there was a
phrase that summed up Senior Foreign Service @ffie¢gherine Staples, it was tough-
but-fair... also, she was frequently very amusing self-deprecating way. Marie hoped
she would be fair in Hong Kong.



There's nothing here that rings a bell,’ said May&ting out of the chair and bringing the
directory back to the receptionist . 'l feel sqosdu’

'Do you have any idea what he looks like?
'l never thought to ask. '
'I'm sorry. '

'I'm sorrier. I'll have to place a very embarragsiall to Vancouver... Oh, | did see one
name. It has nothing to do with my cousin, butimkhshe's a friend of a friend. A woman
named Staples. '

‘Catherine the Great?' She's here, all right, aliha few of the staff wouldn't mind
seeing her promoted to ambassador and sent torE&3teope. She makes them nervous.
She's top flight. '

'Oh, you mean she's here now?"

‘Not thirty feet away. You want to give me youefrd's name and see if she has time to
say hello?

Marie was tempted, but the onus of officialdom fibdkd the shortcut. If things were as
Marie thought they were and alarms had been seribduendly consulates, Staples
might feel compelled to co-operate. She probablyld/oot, but she had the integrity of
her office to uphold. Embassies and consulatestaothg sought favours from one
another. She needed time with Catherine, and ren iofficial setting. That's very nice of
you," Marie said to the receptionist . 'My friendwid get a kick out of it... Wait a minute.
Did you say "Catherine"!"

'Yes. Catherine Staples. Believe me, there's améy 0

'I'm sure there is, but my friend's friend is Ctinis. Oh, Lord, this isn't my day. You've
been very kind, so I'll get out of your hair andve you in peace. '

"You've been a pleasure, hon. You should see teg who come in here thinking they
bought a Cartier watch for a hell of a good prioélut stops and a jeweller tells them the
insides are two rubber bands and a miniature yo-Je receptionist's eyes dropped to
the Gucci purse with the inverted Gs. 'Oh, oh,'sdid softly.

'What?

'Nothing. Good luck with your phone call. "



Marie waited in the lobby of the Asian House fol@sg as she felt comfortable, then
went outside and walked back and forth in fronthef entrance for nearly an hour in the
crowded street. It was shortly past noon and shedesxed if Catherine even bothered to
have lunch — lunch would be a very good idea. Allsete was another possibility, an
impossibility perhaps, but one she could prayifashe still knew how to pray. David
might appear, but it would not be as David, it vebbé as Jason Bourne, and that could
be anyone. Her husband in the guises of Bourneduoeifar more clever; she had seen
his inventiveness in Paris and it was from anottantd, a lethal world where a mis-step
could cost a person his life. Every move was pretatdi in three or four dimensions.
What if I...? What if he...? The intellect playefaa greater role in the violent world than
the non-violent intellectuals would ever admit eittbrains would be blown away in a
world they scorned as barbarian because they cmilthink fast enough or deeply
enough. Cogito ergo-nothing. Why was she thinkirese things? She belonged to the
latter and so did David! And then the answer wag eéear. They had been thrown back;
they had to survive and find each other.

There she was Catherine Staples walked — marcbet ef the Asian House and turned
right. She was roughly forty feet away; Marie stdrtunning, pummelling off bodies in
her path as she tried to catch up. Try never toitumarks you. | don't care! | must talk
to her!

Staples cut across the pavement. There was a etasalr waiting for her at the kerb, the
maple leaf insignia printed on the door. She washihg inside.

'No! Wait? shouted Marie, crashing through the apgrabbing the door as Catherine
was about to close it.

'l beg your pardon?' cried Staples as the chauffpun around in his seat, a gun
appearing out of nowhere.

'Please! It's me! Ottawa. The briefings. '
‘Marie? Is that you?'
'Yes. I'm in trouble and | need your help. '

'Get in," said Catherine Staples, moving over enséiat . 'Put that silly thing away,' she
ordered the driver. This is a friend of mine. '

Cancelling her scheduled lunch on the pretext@aframons from the British delegation —
a common occurrence during the round-robin confazgnvith the People's Republic
over the 1997 Treaty — Foreign Service Officer Esmnstructed the driver to drop them
at the beginning of Food Street in Causeway BagdFtreet encompassed the crushing
spectacle of some 30 restaurants within the sti@ttho blocks. Traffic was prohibited
on the street and even if it were not, there wasap motorized transport could make its
way through the mass of humanity in search of sfamethousand tables. Catherine led



Marie to the service entrance of a restaurant.r&hg the bell and fifteen seconds later
the door opened, followed by the wafting odoura dundred Oriental dishes.

'Miss Staples, how good to see you,' said the Gkideessed in the white apron of a chef
— one of many chefs. 'Please-please. As alway tha table for you. '

As they walked through the chaos of the large kitgtCatherine turned to Marie. Thank
God there are a few perks left in this miserablgilarpaid profession. The owner has
relatives in Quebec — damn fine restaurant on ISt &treet -and | make sure his visa
gets processed, as they say, "damn-damn quické h8dded at one of the few empty
tables in the rear section; it was near the kitathmor. They were seated, literally
concealed by the stream of waiters rushing in artabthe swinging doors, as well as by
the continuous bustle taking place at the scor¢aldés throughout the crowded
restaurant.

‘Thank you for thinking of a place like this," sditérie.

'My dear,' replied Staples in her throaty, adamaide. 'Anyone with your looks who
dresses the way you're dressed now and makes wathgou're made up, doesn't care to
draw attention to herself.

'As they say, that's putting it mildly. Will youurhich date accept the British delegation
story?'

'Without a thought to the contrary. The mother ¢ouis marshalling its most persuasive
forces. Beijing buys enormous quantities of mucbeeel wheat from us — but then you
know that as well as | do, and probably a lot morerms of dollars and cents. '

'I'm not very current these days. '

'Yes, | understand. ' Staples nodded, looking btemet kindly at Marie, her eyes
guestioning. 'l was over here by then, but we h&da@dumours and read the European
papers. To say we were in shock can't describevélyethose of us who knew you felt. In
the weeks that followed we all tried to get answbts we were told to let it alone, drop
it -for your sake. "Don't pursue it," they kept gay "It's in her best interests to stay
away..." Of course, we finally heard that you wexenerated of all charges — Christ,
what an insulting phrase after what you were prdugh! Then you just faded, and no
one heard anything more about you. '

‘They told you the truth, Catherine. It was in mierest -our interests — to stay away. For
months we were kept hidden, and when we took ugiwilized lives again it was in a
fairly remote area and under a name few people ke guards, however, were still in
place.'

‘We?



'l married the man you read about in the papersoDfse, he wasn't the man described
in the papers; he was in deep cover for the Amer@@avernment. He gave up a great
deal of his life for that awfully strange commitnien

'‘And now you're in Hong Kong and you tell me yourré¢rouble. '

'I'm in Hong Kong and I'm in serious trouble. '

'May | assume that the events of the past yearedated to your current difficulties?’

'l believe they are. '

'What can you tell me?’

'Everything | know because | want your help. | haeeright to ask it unless you know
everything | know. '

'l like succinct language. Not only for its clarliyt because it usually defines the person
delivering it. You're also saying that unless | Wreverything | probably can't do
anything. '

'l hadn't thought of it that way, but you're prolyatight. '

'‘Good. | was testing you. In the nouvelle diplomatvert simplicity has become both a
cover and a tool. It's frequently used to obscuigidity, as well as to disarm an
adversary. | refer you to the recent proclamatimfngur new country -new as a wife, of
course. '

'I'm an economist, Catherine, not a diplomat. '

'‘Combine the talents that | know you have, andgauld scale the heights in
Washington as you would have in Ottawa. But themwouldn't have the obscurity you
so desire in your regained civilized life. '

'‘We must have that. It's all that matters. | don't.

Testing again. You were not without ambition. Youd that husband of yours.'

‘Very much. | want to find him. | want him back. '

Staples's head snapped as her eyes blinked. ‘&te’s h

'‘Somewhere. It's part of the story.

'Is it complicated?"



‘Very.'
'‘Can you hold back — and | mean that, Marie — uvgilgo some place where it's quieter?’

'l was taught patience by a man whose life dependattwenty-four hours a day for
three years. '

'‘Good God. Are you hungry?'

'Famished. That's also part of the story. As longau're here and listening to me, may
we order?'

'‘Avoid the dim sum, it's oversteamed and overfridee duck, however, is the best in
Hong Kong... Can you wait, Marie? Would you ratleave?'

'l can wait, Catherine. My whole life's on hold.lHan hour won't make any difference.
And if | don't eat | won't be coherent. '

'l know. It's part of the story. '

They sat opposite each other in Catherine Staglag'sa coffee table between them,
sharing a pot of tea.

'l think," said Catherine, 'that I've just heardatvamounts to the most blatant misuse of
office in thirty years of foreign service — on aide, of course. Unless there's a grave
misinterpretation. '

‘You're saying you don't believe me. '

'On the contrary, my dear, you couldn't have made.i You're quite right. The whole
damn thing's full of illogical logic. '

'l didn't say that. '

"You didn't have to, it's there. Your husband isned, the possibilities implanted, and
then he's shot up like a nuclear rocket. Why?'

'l told you. There's a man killing people who clailre's Jason Bourne — the role David
played for three years. '

‘A killer's a killer, no matter the name he assumdeether it's Genghis Khan or Jack the
Ripper, or, if you will, Carlos the Jackal — evee aassassin, Jason Bourne. Traps for
such men are planned with the consent of the trappe

'l don't understand you, Catherine. '



‘Then listen to me, my dear. This is an old-timadrspeaking. Remember when | went
to you for the Common Market refresher with the bagss on Eastern trade?"

'Yes. We cooked dinners for each other. Yours vediebthan mine. '

'Yes, it was. But | was really there to learn havednvince my contacts in the Eastern
bloc that | could use the fluctuating rates of exule so that purchases made from us
would be infinitely more profitable for them. | did Moscow was furious. '

‘Catherine, what the hell has that got to do wid¥m

Staples looked at Marie, her gentle demeanour agaierlined with firmness. 'Let me be
clearer. If you thought about it at all, you hachassume that I'd come to Ottawa to gain a
firmer grasp of European economics so as to doamygtter. In one sense that was true,
but it wasn't the real reason. | was actually thedearn how to use the fluctuating rates
of the various currencies and offer contracts efgreatest advantage to our potential
clients. When the Deutschmark rose, we sold offirtiree or the guilder or whatever. It
was built into the contracts. '

‘That was hardly self-serving. '

'We weren't looking for profits, we were openingrkeds that had been closed to us. The
profits would come later. You were very clear abexthange rate speculation. You
preached its evils and | had to learn to be somgtbf a devil — for a good cause, of
course. '

‘All right, you picked what brains | have for a pase | didn't know about-'
'It had to be kept totally secret, obviously. '
'‘But what's it got to do with anything I've toldy®

'l smell a bad piece of meat, and this nose ismampeed. Just as | had an ulterior motive
to go to you in Ottawa, whoever is doing this taym@s a deeper reason than the capture
of your husband's impersonator. '

'Why do you say that?'

"Your husband said it first. This is primarily agdite properly a police matter, even an
international police matter for Interpol's highspected intelligence network. They're
far more qualified for this sort of thing than &t&epartments or Foreign Offices, CIAs
or MI6s. Overseas Intelligence branches don't aonteemselves with non-political
criminals — everyday murderers — they can't affordly God, most of those asses
would expose whatever covers they'd managed td utey interfered with police
work. '



'‘McAllister said otherwise. He claimed that theth@sople in US and UK Intelligence
were working on it. He said the reason was thttti& killer who's posing as my husband
-what my husband was in people's eyes — murdehaghgpolitical figure on either side,
or started an underworld war, Hong Kong's statuglavbe in immediate jeopardy.
Peking would move quickly and take over, usingghetext of the ninety-seven treaty.
"The Oriental doesn't tolerate a disobedient childdse were his words. '

'‘Unacceptable and unbelievable?' retorted Cath&taples. 'Either your undersecretary
is a liar or he has the 1Q of a fern! He gave yeerg reason for our Intelligence services
to stay out of it, to stay absolutely clean! Evenirgt of covert action would be disastrous.
That could fire up the wild boys in the Central Goittee. Regardless, | don't believe a
word he said. London would never permit it, notretlee mention of Special Branch's
name. '

‘Catherine, you're wrong. You weren't listeningeThan who flew to Washington for the
Treadstone file was British, and he was MI6. Gooddl,. he was murdered for that file. '

'l heard you before. | simply don't believe it. Aleaall else, the Foreign Office would
insist that this whole mess remain with the podiod only the police. They wouldn't let
MI6 in the same restaurant with a detective thinatlg, even on Food Street. Believe me,
my dear, | know what I'm talking about. These agy\delicate times and no time for
hanky-panky, especially the sort that has an aificitelligence organization messing
around with an assassin. No, you were brought &deyour husband was forced to
follow for quite another reason. '

'For heaven's sake, what? cried Marie, shootingduad in her chair.

'l don't know. There's someone else perhaps. '

'Who?'

'It's quite beyond me. '

Silence. Two highly intelligent minds were pondgrthe words each had spoken.
‘Catherine,’ said Marie finally. 'l accept the logf everything you say, but you also said
everything was rife with illogical logic. SupposmIright, that the men who held me
were not killers or criminals, but bureaucratsdwling orders they didn't understand, that
government was written all over their faces anthéir evasive explanations, even in
their concern for my comfort and well-being. | kngau think that the McAllister |
described to you is a liar or a fool, but suppass h liar and not a fool? Assuming these
things -and | believe them to be true — we're tgjlabout two governments acting in

concert during these very delicate times. What?hen

Then there's a disaster in the making,' said Sémogign Officer Staples quietly.



'‘And it revolves around my husband?’
'If you're right, yes. "
'It's possible, isn't it?'

'l don't even want to think about it. '

15

Forty miles southwest of Hong Kong, beyond theislainds in the South China Sea, is
the peninsula of Macao, a Portuguese colony imeenégal name only. Its historical

origins are in Portugal, but its modern, free-whephppeal to the international set, with
its annual Grand Prix and its gambling and its y®ak based on the luxuries and
lifestyles demanded by the wealthy of Europe. Riigas, make no mistake. It is Chinese.
The controls are in Peking.

Never! It must not be Macao! The order will be $wiie execution swifter! Your wife
will die!

But the assassin was in Macao, and a chameleotoleader another jungle.

Scanning the faces and peering into the shadoweeisoof the small, packed terminal,
Bourne moved with the crowd out onto the pier & khacao hydrofoil, a trip that took
roughly an hour. The passengers were divided hmeetdistinct categories: returning
residents of the Portuguese colony — in the mainé€3e and silent; professional
gamblers — a racial mix talking quietly when thalkéd at all, continually glancing
around to size up their competition; and late nighellers — boisterous tourists,
exclusively white, many of them drunk, in oddly pbd hats and loud tropical shirts.

He had left Shenzhen and taken the three o'cladk trom Lo Wu to Kowloon. The ride
was exhausting, his emotions drained, his reasatingned. The impostor-killer had

been so close! If only he could have isolated the fnom Macao for less than a minute,
he could have got him out! There were ways. Bo#lirthisas were in order; a man
doubled up in pain, his throat damaged to the pafispeechlessness, could be passed off
as a sick man, a diseased man perhaps, an unwelgsitoe whom they would gladly

have let go. But it was not to be, not this tinfarily he could have seen him!

And then there was the startling discovery that tiew assassin, this myth that was no
"myth but a brutal killer, had a connection in #&ople's Republic. It was profoundly
disturbing, for Chinese officials who acknowledgerth a man would do so only to use
him. It was a complication David did not want. &dchnothing to do with Marie and



himself, and the two of them were all he cared dbailihe cared about! Jason Bourne:
Bring in the man from Macao!

He had gone back to the Peninsula, stopping di¢hve World Centre to buy a dark,
waist-length nylon jacket and a pair of navy blneakers with heavy soles. David
Webb's anxiety was overpowering. Jason Bourne pldmnithout consciously having a
plan. He ordered a light meal from room service picled at it as he sat on the bed
staring mindlessly at a television news programhimen David lay back on the pillow,
briefly closing his eyes, wondering where the wardse from. Rest is a weapon. Don't
forget it. Bourne woke up fifteen minutes later.

Jason had purchased a ticket for the 8:30 rurbabth in the Mass Transit concourse in
the Tsim Sha Tsui during the rush hour. To be oeha was not being followed — and he
had to be absolutely certain — he had taken theparate taxis to within a quarter of a
mile of the Macao Ferry pier an hour before departwalking the rest of the way. He
had then begun a ritual he had been trained tomerfThe memory of that training was
clouded, but not the practice. He had melted inéocrowds in front of the terminal,
dodging, weaving, going from one pocket to anottiesn abruptly standing motionless
on the sidelines, concentrating on the pattermaafement behind him, looking for
someone he had seen moments before, a face ara paxious eyes directed at him.
There had been no one. Yet Marie's life dependdati@ertainty, so he had repeated the
ritual twice again, ending up inside the dimlytéitminal filled with benches that fronted
the dock and the open water. He kept looking flvaatic face, for a head that kept
turning, a person spinning in place, intent onifigdsomeone. Again, there had been no
one. He was free to leave for Macao. He was omwhisthere now.

He sat in a rear seat by the window and watchetights of Hong Kong and Kowloon
fade into a glow in the Asian sky. New lights apeesand disappeared as the hydrofoll
gathered speed and passed the out islands, idlefagying to China. He imagined
uniformed men peering through infrared telescopmeskanoculars, not sure what they
were looking for but ordered to observe everythiftge mountains of the New
Territories rose ominously, the moonlight glancofftheir peaks and accentuating their
beauty, but also saying: This is where you stoyoBd here, we are different. It was not
really so. People hawked their goods in the squair&henzhen. Artisans prospered,
farmers butchered their animals and lived as wetha educated classes in Beijing and
Shanghai — usually with better housing. China weshging, not fast enough for the
West, and certainly it was still a paranoid gidmitt, withal, thought David Webb, the
distended stomachs of children, so prevalent irCihima of years ago, were disappearing.
Many at the top of the inscrutable political laddare fat, but few in the fields were
starving. There had been progress, he mused, whatleh of the world approved of the
methods or not.

The hydrofoil decelerated, its hull lowered inte thater. It passed through a space
between the boulders of a man-made reef illuminbyefioodlights. They were in Macao,
and Bourne knew what he had to do. He got up, exthsnself past his seat companion
and walked up the aisle to where a group of Ames¢ca few standing, the rest sitting,



were huddled around their seats, singing an oblyioelearsed rendition of 'Mr
Sandman'.

Boom boom boom boom... Mr Sandman, sing me a saagnBboom boom boom Oh,
Mr Sandman...

They were high, but not drunk, not obstreperoustAer group of tourists, by the sound
of their speech German, encouraged the Americathaiatme end of the song applauded.

'‘Gut!'
'Sehr gut!
'Wunderbar!'

'‘Danke, meine Herren. ' The American standing re¢diason bowed. A brief, friendly
conversation followed, the Germans speaking Englghthe American replying in
German.

"That was a touch of home,' said Bourne to the Asanr

'Hey, a Landsman! That song also dates you, paheSuaf those oldies are goldies, right?
Say, are you with the group?'

"Which group is that?'

'Honeywell-Porter," answered the man, naming a Merk advertising agency Jason
recognized as having branches worldwide.

'‘No, I'm afraid not. '

'l didn't think so. There're only about thirty of,.)counting the Aussies, and | thought |
pretty much knew everybody. Where are you from?ndsne's Ted Mather. I'm from
HP's LA office. '

'My name's Jim Cruett. No office, | teach, but fhom Boston. '

'‘Beanburg! Let me show you your Landsmann, or &adtsmannl Jim, meet "Beantown
Bernie". ' Mather bowed again, this time to a mamged back in the seat by the
window, his mouth open, his eyes closed. He wagooisly drunk and wore a Red Sox
baseball cap. 'Don't bother to speak, he can't Besinard the brain is from our Boston
office. You should have seen him three hours agereks suit, striped tie, pointer in his
hand and a dozen charts only he could understartd:liBsay this for him — he kept us
awake. | think that's why we all had a few... hon many. What the hell, it's our last

night. '



'Heading back tomorrow?’

‘Late evening flight. Gives us time to recover. '
'Why Macao?'

'A mass itch for the tables. You, too?"

'l thought I'd give them a whirl. Christ, that cayakes me homesick! The Red Sox may
take the pennant and until this trip | hadn't missggame!"

'‘And Bernie won't miss his hat!' The advertisingnneughed, leaning over and yanking
the baseball cap off Bernard-the-Brain's head.éH#m, you wear it. You deserve it!'

The hydrofoil docked. Bourne got off and went tlghummigration with the boys from
Honeywell-Porter as one of them. As they descetitedteep cement staircase down
into the poster-lined terminal, Jason with the vi@ibhis Red Sox cap angled down and
his walk unsteady, he spotted a man by the left statlying the new arrivals. In the
man's hand was a photograph, and Bourne knew tleeofathe photograph was his. He
laughed at one of Ted Mather's remarks as he etd the weaving Beantown Bernie's
arm.

Opportunities will present themselves. Recognieenthact on them.

The streets of Macao are almost as garishly lihase of Hong Kong; what is lacking is
the sense of too much humanity in too little spdgel what is different — different and
anachronistic — are the many buildings on whichfiaeal blazing modern signs with
pulsating Chinese characters. The architecturkesfe buildings is very old Spanish -
Portuguese to be accurate — but textbook Spanistit&étranean in character. It is as if
an initial culture had surrendered to the sweepingrsion of another but refused to
yield its first imprimatur, proclaiming the strehgtf its stone over the gaudy
impermanence of coloured tubes of glass. Histopurposely denied; the empty
churches and the ruins of a burnt-out cathedrat @xia strange harmony with
overflowing casinos where the dealers and crougieesik Cantonese and the
descendants of the conquerors were rarely semsmalltfascinating and not a little
ominous. It is Macao.

Jason slipped away from the Honeywell-Porter grangh found a taxi whose driver must
have trained by watching the annual Macao Grarxd Pie was taken to the Kam Pek
casino — over the driver's objections.

‘Lisboa for you, not Kam Pek! Kam Pek for Chineeli Bui! Fan Tan!

'Kam Pek, Cheng net,' said Bourne, adding the @as®please, but saying no more.



The casino was dark. The air was humid and foulthaaturling smoke that spiralled
around the shaded lights above the tables swedtlrahd pungent. There was a bar set
back away from the games; he went to it and sahdmwa stool, lowering his body to
lessen his height. He spoke in Chinese, the bdssmthrowing a shadow across his
face which was probably unnecessary as he couédybaad the labels of the bottles on
the counter. He ordered a drink, and when it caengdve the bartender a generous tip in
Hong Kong money.

'Mgoi,' said the aproned man, thanking him.
'Hou," said Jason, waving his hand.

Establish a benign contact as soon as you canckdigen an unfamiliar place where
there could be hostility. That contact could giwelyhe opportunity or the time you need.
Was it Medusa or was it Treadstone? It did not endkttat he could not remember.

He turned slowly on the stool and looked at théetgthe found the dangling placard with
the Chinese character for 'Five'. He turned badkeédar and took out his notebook and
ballpoint pen. He then tore off a page and wrotetloel telephone number of a Macao
hotel he had memorized from the Voyager magazioeiged to passengers on the
hydrofoil. He printed a name he would recall orilif was necessary and added the
following: No friend of Carlos.

He lowered his glass below the bar counter, sptteddrink and held up his hand for
another. With its appearance, he was more genénansbefore.

'Mgoi saai' said the bartender, bowing.

'Msa,' said Bourne, again waving his hand, themealy holding it steady, a signal for
the bartender to remain where he was. 'Would yomé@ small favour? he continued in
the man's language. 'lt would take you no more tharseconds. '

'What is it, sir?

'Give this note to the dealer at Table Five. He'sld friend and | want him to know I'm
here. ' Jason folded the note and held it uppdyl you for the favour. '

It is my heavenly privilege, sir. "

Bourne watched. The dealer took the note, openaikily as the bartender walked away,
and shoved it beneath the table. The waiting began.

It was interminable, so long that the bartender ngéisved for the night. The dealer was
moved to another table, and two hours later healstsreplaced. And two hours after
that still another dealer took over Table Five. Tlber beneath him now damp with
whisky, Jason logically ordered coffee and setftedea; it was ten minutes past two in



the morning. Another hour and he would go to thiehohose number he had written
down and, if he had to buy shares in its stockagetom. He was fading.

The fading stopped. It was happening! A Chinese ammim the slit-skirted dress of a
prostitute walked up to Table Five. She sidestepmedvay around the players to the
right corner and spoke quickly to the dealer, wémched under the counter and
unobtrusively gave her the folded note. She noddhedleft, heading for the door of the
casino.

He does not appear himself, of course. He usesestoom the street.

Bourne left the bar and followed the woman. Outie dark street, which had a number
of people in it but was deserted by Hong Kong statisl he stayed roughly fifty feet
behind her, stopping every now and then to loo& the lighted store windows, then
hurrying ahead so as not to lose her.

Don't accept the first relay. They think as wellyas do. The first could be an indigent
looking for a few dollars and know nothing. Ever #econd or the third. You'll
recognize the contact. He'll be different.

A stooped old man approached the whore. Their sdatieshed, and she shrieked at him
while passing him the note. Jason feigned drunkenaed turned around, taking up the
second relay.

It happened four blocks away, and the man wasrdifte He was a small, well-dressed
Chinese, his compact body with its broad shouldadsnarrow waist exuding strength.
The quickness of his gestures as he paid the s#ddgan and began walking rapidly
across the street was a warning to any adversaryBéurne it was an irresistible
invitation; this was a contact with authority, alfito the Frenchman.

Jason dashed to the other side; he was closaytyéifds behind the man and losing
ground. There was no point in being subtle anyéonlge broke into a run. Seconds later
he was directly behind the contact, the soles ®6heakers having dulled the sound of
his racing feet. Ahead was an alleyway that cuvbeh what looked like two office
buildings; the windows were dark. He had to moviekjy, but move in a way that

would not cause a commotion, not give the nightlisirs a reason to shout or call for the
police. In this, the odds were with him; most of fheople wandering around were more
drunk or drugged than sober, the rest weary labsiraving finished their working hours,
anxious to get home. The contact approached thamgpef the alley. Now.

Bourne rushed ahead to the man's right side. Téwechman” he said in Chinese. 'l have
news from the Frenchman! Hurry!" He spun into theyaand the contact, stunned, his
eyes bulging, had no choice but to walk like a lbdeved zombie into the mouth of the
alleyway. Now!



Lunging from the shadows, Jason grabbed the mefh'sdr, yanking it, twisting it,
propelling the contact forward, bringing his kngeinto the base of the man's spine, his
other hand on the man's neck. He threw him dowmthet bowels of the dark alley,
racing with him, crashing his sneaker into the baicthe contact's knee; the man fell,
spinning in the fall, and stared up at Bourne.

"You! Itis you!. ' Then the contact winced in ttlien light . 'No,' he said, suddenly calm,
deliberate. "You are not him. '

Without a warning move, the Chinese lashed hig tigghout, shoving his body off the
pavement like a speeding trajectory in reverseciight the muscles of Jason's left thigh,
following the blow with his left foot, pummelling into Bourne's abdomen as he leaped
to his feet, hands extended and rigid, his musdgddy moving fluidly, even gracefully,

in a semicircle and in anticipation.

What followed was a battle of animals, two traieeécutioners, each move made in
intense premeditation, each blow lethal if it latha@@th full impact. One fought for his
life, the other for survival and deliverance... dneé woman he could not live without,
would not live without. Finally, height and weiglntd a motive beyond life itself made
the difference, giving victory to one and defeathte other.

Entwined against the wall, both sweating and bdjibéood trickling from mouths and
eyes, Bourne hammer-locked the contact's neck lreinmd, his left knee jammed into
the small of the man's back, his right leg wrappexind the contact's ankles, clamping
them.

"You know what happens next!" he whispered, breasity spacing the Chinese words for
final emphasis. 'One snap and your spine goesidt'a pleasant way to die. And you
don't have to die. You can live with more moneynttiae Frenchman would ever pay you.
Take my word for it, the Frenchman and his killemi be around much longer. Take
your choice. Now!" Jason strained; the veins inntla@'s throat were distended to the
point of bursting.

' Yes-yes!' cried the contact . 'l live, not die!"

They sat in the dark alleyway, their backs agaimstwall, smoking cigarettes. It was
established that the man spoke English fluentlyciwhe had learned from the nuns in a
Portuguese Catholic school.

‘You're very good, you know," said Bourne, wipihg blood from his lips.

'l am the champion of Macao. It is why the Frenchipays me. But you bested me. | am
dishonoured, no matter what happens. '

'No you're not. It's just that | know a few moretyltricks than you do. They're not taught
where you were trained, and they never should bsid®s, no one will ever know. '



'‘But | am young! You are old. '

'l wouldn't go that far. And | stay in pretty goskape, thanks to a crazy doctor who tells
me what to do. How old do you think I am?'

You are over thirty?
'‘Agreed. '

‘old!

Thanks. '

"You are also very strong, very heavy — but it @enthan that. | am a sane man. You are
not!'

'Perhaps. ' Jason crushed out his cigarette goatbement . 'Let's talk sensibly,’ he said,
pulling money from his pocket . 'l meant what Idsdill pay you well... Where's the
Frenchman?'

'Everything is not in balance. '

'What do you mean?'

'‘Balance is important.

'l know that, but | don't understand you. '

There is a lack of harmony, and the Frenchmangsyatiow much will you pay me?'
'How much can you tell me?'

'Where the Frenchman and his assassin will be tawanight. '

Ten thousand American dollars. '

'‘Aiyal'

'‘But only if you take me there. "’

'It is across the border?

'l have a visa for Shenzhen. It's good for anatiiere days.

'It may help, but it is not legal for the Guangddrayder. '



Then you figure it out. Ten thousand dollars, Aroani. '

'l will figure it out. ' The contact paused, hisegyon the money held out by the American.
'May | have what | believe you call an instalment?'

'Five hundred dollars, that's all.

'‘Negotiations at the border will cost much more. '

‘Call me. I'll bring you the money. '

'Call you where?'

'‘Get me a hotel room here in Macao. I'll put my eom its vault. '
The Lisboa. '

'No, not the Lisboa. | can't go there. Somewhese.éel

‘There is no problem. Help me to my feet... Novduld be better for my dignity if I did
not need help. '

'So be it,' said Jason Bourne.

Catherine Staples sat at her desk, the disconntggzhone still in her hand; absently
she looked at it and hung up. The conversatiorhalgust concluded astonished her. As
there was no Canadian Intelligence Force currapgsrating in Hong Kong, foreign
service officers cultivated their own sources witthie Hong Kong police for those times
when accurate information was needed. These ogagiere invariably in the interests
of Canadian citizens residing in or travelling tigh the colony. The problems ranged
from those arrested to those assaulted, from Canaavho were swindled to those doing
the swindling. Then, too, there were deeper cors;ematters of security and espionage,
the former covering visits of senior governmentaudds, the latter involving means of
protection against electronic surveillance andgi@ing of sensitive information through
acts of blackmail against consulate personnelalt quiet but common knowledge that
agents from the Eastern bloc and fanatically religiMiddle East regimes used drugs
and prostitutes of both sexes for whatever theepeetces of both sexes in a never-ending
pursuit of a hostile government's classified deitang Kong was a needle and meat
market. And it was in this area that Staples hatedsmme of her best work in the
territory. She had saved the careers of two atgichker own consulate, as well as those
of an American and three British. Photographs oé@enel in compromising acts had
been destroyed along with the corresponding negmtihe extortionists banished from
the colony with threats not simply of exposure @uphysical harm. In one instance, an
Iranian consular official, yelling in high dudgedmm his quarters at the Gammon
House, accused her of meddling in affairs far aldearestation. She had listened to the



ass for as long as she could tolerate the nasabtvwhaen terminated the call with a short
statement . 'Didn't you know? Khomeini likes litteys. '

All of this had been made possible through hettiggiahip with a late middle-aged
English widower who after his retirement from Saaotl Yard had opted to become chief
of Crown Colonial Affairs in Hong Kong. At 65, Idallantyne had accepted the fact
that his tenure at the Yard was over, but not #esaf his professional skills. He was
willingly posted to the Far East, where he shookhgpintelligence division of the
colony's police and in his quiet way shaped anesggively efficient organization that
knew more about Hong Kong's shadow world than dida the other agencies in the
territory, including MI6, Special Branch. Catherimed lan had met at one of those
bureaucratically dull dinners demanded by congudatocol, and after prolonged
conversation laced with wit and appraisal of hiddgartner, Ballantyne had leaned over
and said simply: 'Do you think we can still doalg girl?'

‘Let's try," she had replied.

They had. They enjoyed it, and lan became a fixtu@taples's life, no strings or
commitments attached. They liked each other; tlzet @nough.

And lan Ballantyne had just given the lie to evemyy) undersecretary of state Edward
McAllister told Marie Webb and her husband in Maiiibere was no taipan in Hong
Kong named Yao Ming, and his impeccable sourcesad very well paid — in Macao
assured him there had been no double murder imgkitaipan's wife and a drug runner
at the Lisboa Hotel. There had been no such kalsigce the departure of the Japanese
occupation forces in 1945. There had been humestailrdings and gunshot wounds
around the tables in the casino, and quite a fethdan the rooms attributed to
overdoses of narcotics, but no such incident asritesl by Staples's informer.

'It's a fabric of lies, Cathy old girl," lan hadddFor what purpose, | can't fathom. '

'My source is legitimate, old darling. What do youell?'

'Rancid odours, my dear. Someone is taking a gigafor a sizeable objective. He's
covering himself, of course — one can buy anytlower here, including silence — but the
whole damn thing's fiction. Do you want to tell mere?'

'‘Suppose | told you it's Washington-oriented, n&U

'I'd have to contradict you. To go this far Londws to be involved. '

'It doesn't make sense!’

'From your viewpoint, Cathy. You don't know theifgd | can tell you this — that maniac,

Bourne, has us all on a sticky wicket. One of hisims is a man nobody will talk about.
| won't even tell you, my girl. "



'Will you if I bring you more information?'
'Probably not, but do try. '

Staples sat at her desk filtering the words.

One of his victims is a man nobody will talk about.

What did Ballantyne mean? What was happening? Amgwas a former Canadian
economist in the centre of the sudden storm?

Regardless, she was safe.

Ambassador Havilland, attaché case in hand, strddehe office in Victoria Peak as
McAllister bounced out of the chair, prepared toata it for his superior.

'Stay where you are, Edward. What news?"

‘Nothing, I'm afraid. '

'Christ, | don't want to hear that!'

I'm sorry. '

'‘Where's the retarded son of a bitch who let thgpen?'

McAllister blanched as Major Lin Wenzu, unseen awHand, rose from the couch
against the back wall. 'l am the retarded sonhifcn, the Chinaman who let it happen,

Mr Ambassador. '

"Il not apologize,’ said Havilland, turning angesiking harshly. 'It's your necks we're
trying to save, not ours. We'll survive. You woh't.

'I'm not privileged to understand you. '

'It's not his fault,’ protested the undersecretdirstate.

'Is it yours?' shouted the ambassador. 'Were ysporesible for her custody?'
'I'm responsible for everything here. '

‘That's very Christian of you, Mr McAllister, but the moment we're not reading the
scriptures in Sunday school. '



'It was my responsibility,’ broke in Lin. 'l acceptthe assignment and | failed. Simply
put, the woman outsmarted us. '

‘You're Lin, Special Branch?'

‘Yes, Mr Ambassador. '

'I've heard good things about you. '

'I'm sure my performance invalidates them. '

'I'm told she also outsmarted a very able doctor. '

'She did," confirmed McAllister. 'One of the besthe territory.

'‘An Englishman,' added Lin.

‘That wasn't necessary, Major. Any more than ytppsg in the word Chinaman in
reference to yourself. I'm not a racist. The waltesn't know it, but it hasn't time for that
crap. ' Havilland crossed to the desk; he placedttaché case on top, opened it and
removed a thick manila envelope with black bordéfsu asked for the Treadstone file.
Here it is. Needless to say, it cannot leave thisir and when you're not reading it, lock
it in the safe. '

'l want to start as soon as possible. '

"You think you'll find something there?'

'l don't know where else to look. Incidentally gl'moved to an office down the hall. The
safe's in here."’

'Feel free to come and go,’ said the diplomat widaich have you told the major?'

'Only what | was instructed to tell him. ' McAllestlooked at Lin Wenzu. 'He's
complained frequently that he should be told mBexhaps he's right. '

'I'm in no position to press my complaint, Edwdrdndon was firm, Mr Ambassador.
Naturally, | accept the conditions. '

'l don't want you to "accept” anything, Major. Imtgyou more frightened than you've
ever been in your life. We'll leave Mr McAllister his reading and take a stroll. As | was
driven in | saw a large attractive garden. Will yoin me?"

'It would be a privilege, sir. '



That's questionable, but it is necessary. You itiagbughly understand. You've got to
find that woman!'

Marie stood at the window in Catherine Staplegslfioking down at the activity below.
The streets were crowded, as always, and she hadeapowering urge to get out of the
apartment and walk anonymously among those crowdkpse streets, walk around the
Asian House in the hope of finding David. At lesise would be moving, staring, hearing,
hoping — not thinking in silence, half going craByt she could not leave; she had given
her word to Catherine. She had promised to stagenadmit no one and answer the
phone only if a second, immediate call was precéxyeisvo previous rings. It would be
Staples on the line.

Dear Catherine, capable Catherine — frightenedeCiah. She tried to hide her fear, but
it was in her probing questions, asked too quidklg,intensely, her reactions to answers
too astonished, frequently accompanied by a shestatbreath as her eyes strayed, her
thoughts obviously racing. Marie had not understdad she did understand that
Staples's knowledge of the dark world of the Fast Baas extensive and when such a
knowledgeable person tried to conceal her feartaftvghe heard, there was far more to
the tale than the teller knew.

The telephone. Two rings. Silence. Then a thirdri&lean to the table by the couch and
picked up the phone as the third bell began. 'Yes?'

'‘Marie, when this liar, McAllister, spoke to youdaypour husband, he mentioned a
cabaret in the Tsim Sha Tsui, if | recall. Am Ihi@'

'Yes, he did. He said that an Uzi — that's a gun-'

'l know what it is, my dear. The same weapon wapgsedly used to kill the taipan's
wife and her lover in Macao, wasn't that it?'

‘That's it.

'‘But did he say anything about the men who had kékeal in the cabaret over in
Kowloon? Anything at all?'

Marie thought back. 'No, | don't think so. His goivas the weapon. '
‘"You're positive. '

‘Yes, | am. I'd remember. '

'I'm sure you would," agreed Staples.

'l've gone over that conversation a thousand titdase you learned anything?'



'Yes. No such killing as McAllister described touyever took place at the Lisboa Hotel
in Macao. '

'It was covered up. The banker paid. '

'‘Nowhere near what my impeccable source has paidrere than money. In the coveted,
impeccable stamp of his office which can lead tayfaater profits for a very long time.
In exchange for information, of course. '

‘Catherine, what are you saying?'

‘This is either the clumsiest operation I've eweaird of, or a brilliantly conceived plan to
involve your husband in ways he would never havesictered, certainly never agreed to.
| suspect it's the latter. '

'Why do you say that?'

‘A man flew into Kai Tak Airport this afternoonstatesman who's always been far more
than a diplomat. We all know it but the world doegHis arrival was on all our print-
outs. He demurred when the media tried to intenhaw, claiming he was strictly on
vacation in his beloved Hong Kong. '

‘And?’
'He's never taken a vacation in his life. '
McAllister ran out into the walled garden with itsllises and white wrought iron

furniture and rows of roses and rock-filled portds.had put the Treadstone file in the
safe, but the words were indelibly printed on hisanWhere were they? Where was he?'

There they were! Sitting on two concrete benche®eath a cherry tree, Lin leaning
forward, by his expression, mesmerized. McAllisteuld not help it; he broke into a run,
out of breath when he reached the tree, staritigeanajor from Special Branch, MI6.

'Lin! When Webb's wife took the call from her husbathe call you terminated — what
exactly did she say?'

'‘She began talking about a street in Paris whemre tivas a row of trees, her favourite
trees, | think she said,' replied Lin, bewilder&he was obviously trying to tell him
where she was, but she was totally wrong. '

'She was totally right! When | questioned you, wt&o said that she told Webb that
"things had been terrible" on that street in Panisomething like that-'

‘That's what she said,’ interrupted the major.



'‘But that they'd be better over here. "'

That is what she said. '

'In Paris, a man was killed at the embassy, a nfamtried to help them both!

'What are you trying to say, McAllister?' interragtHavilland.

The row of trees is insignificant, Mr Ambassadart bot her favourite tree. The maple
tree, the maple leaf. Canada's symbol! There iSartadian embassy in Hong Kong, but
there is a consulate. That's their meeting groliiscthe pattern! It's Paris all over again!

"You didn't alert friendly embassies — consulates?'

'‘Goddamn it!" exploded the undersecretary of stéthat the hell was | going to say! I'm
under an oath of silence, remember, sir!'

"You're quite right. The rebuke is deserved. '

"You cannot tie all our hands, Mr Ambassador,’ &aid "You are a person | respect
greatly but a few of us, too, must be given a memetirespect if we are to do our jobs.
The same respect you just gave me in your telliegofrthis most frightening thing.
Sheng Chou Yang. Incredible!

'Discretion must be absolute. '

It will be," said the major.

The Canadian consulate,’ said Havilland. 'Get ragdbter of its entire personnel. '

16

The call had come at five o'clock in the afternaod Bourne was ready for it. No names
were exchanged.

It is arranged,’ said the caller. 'We are to bil@tborder shortly before twenty-one
hundred hours when the guard changes shifts. Yeen&en visa will be scrutinized and
rubber stamps will fly, but none will touch it. Gneside you are on your own, but you
did not come through Macao. '

'What about getting back out? If what you told méuie and things go right, there'll be
someone with me. '



‘It will not be me. | will see you over and to tleeation. After that, | leave you. '
That doesn't answer my question. '

It is not so difficult as getting in, unless youe &earched and contraband is found. '
There won't be any. '

Then | would suggest drunkenness. It is not uncomnhbere is an airfield outside
Shenzhen used by special-'

I know it. '

"You were on the wrong aeroplane, perhaps, thaistaot uncommon. The schedules are
very bad in China."'

'How much for tonight?"

'Four thousand, Hong Kong, and a new watch. '

'‘Agreed. '

Some ten miles north of the village of Gongbeitiliks rise, soon becoming a minor
range of densely forested small mountains. Jasdmeformer adversary from the alley
in Macao walked along the dirt road. The Chinesp®td and looked up at the hills

above.

'‘Another five or six kilometres and we will reaclield. We will cross it and head up
into the second level of woods. We must be caréful.

"You're sure they'll be there?'

'l carried the message. If there is a campfirey thid be there. '

'What was the message?'

'A conference was demanded. '

'Why across the border?'

'It could only be across the border. That, too, pas of the message. '
'‘But you don't know why. '

'l am only the messenger. Things are not in baldnce



"You said that last night. Can't you explain whaitl ynean?'

'l cannot explain it to myself. '

'‘Could it be because the conference had to take geer here? In China?'

That is part of it, certainly. '

There's more?’

"Wen fi'," said the guide. 'Questions that ansenffeelings. '

'l think 1 understand. ' And Jason did. He had t@dsame questions, the same feelings,
when it became clear to him that the assassin wahedchimself Bourne was riding in an
official vehicle of the People's Republic.

'You were too generous with the guard. The watch toa expensive. '

' may need him. "'

'He may not be in the same post. '

T'll find him. "

'He'll sell the watch. '

'‘Good. I'll bring him another. '

Crouching, they ran through the tall grass of thkelfone section at a time, Bourne
following the guide, his eyes constantly roving iotheeir flanks and up ahead, finding
shadows in the darkness — and yet not total daskfest, low-flying clouds obscured the
moon, filtering the light, but every now and thérafis streamed down for brief moments
illuminating the landscape. They reached a ristngtch of tall trees and began making
their way up. The Chinese stopped and turned, lmantials raised.

'What is it? whispered Jason.

'We must go slowly, make no noise. '

‘Patrols?'

The guide shrugged. 'l do not know. There is nonloary. '

They crawled up through the tangled forest, stappinevery screech of a disturbed bird
and the subsequent flutter of wings, letting thermaots pass. The hum of the woods was



pervasive; the crickets clicked their incessant@yomy, a lone owl hooted to be
answered by another, and small ferret-like creatscampered through the underbrush.
Bourne and his guide came to the end of the &distrthere was a second sloping field of
high grass in front of them and in the distanceevibe jagged dark outlines of another
climbing forest.

There was also something else. A glow at the tap@hext hill, at the summit of the
woods. It was a campfire, the campfire! Bourne tealdold himself in check, stop
himself from getting up and racing across the faald plunging into the woods,
scrambling up to the fire. Patience was everythiog, and he was in the dark environs
he knew so well; vague memories told him to trustdelf — told him that he was the best
there was. Patience. He would get across the dieddsilently make his way to the top of
the forest; he would find a spot in the woods vaittiear view of the fire, of the meeting
ground. He would wait and watch; he would know wheemake his move. He had done
it so often before — the specifics eluded him,rmitthe pattern. A man would leave, and
like a cat stalking silently through the forestirguld follow that man until the moment
came. Again, he would know that moment, and the wiauld be his.

Marie. | won't fail us this time. | can move witrkimd of terrible purity now — that

sounds crazy, | know, but then it's true... | catetwith purity — that's where | came from,
| think. Three bleeding bodies floating into a rivenk taught me to hate. A bloody
handprint on a door in Maine taught me to reinfdalad hate and never to let it happen
again. | don't often disagree with you, my lovet, ymu were wrong in Geneva, wrong in
Paris. | am a killer.

'What is wrong with you? whispered the guide, ldadclose to Jason's. 'You do not
follow my signal!

'I'm sorry. | was thinking. '

'So am [, thank you For our lives!'

"You don't have to worry; you can leave now. | $exfire up there on the hill. ' Bourne
pulled money from his pocket . 'I'd rather go ald@ae man has less chance of being

spotted than two. '

'Suppose there are other men — patrols? You bestad Macao, but | am not unworthy
in this regard. '

'If there are such men, | intend to find one. "’
'In the name of Jesus, why?'
'l want a gun. | couldn't risk bringing one acrdss border. '

"Aiyal”



Jason handed the guide the money. ‘It's all tiNire thousand five hundred. You want
to go back in the woods and count it? I've got alkflashlight. '

'One does not question the man who has bestedayraty would not permit such
impropriety. '

"Your words are terrific, but don't buy a diamonddimsterdam. Go on, get out of here.
It's my territory. '

'‘And this is my gun,’ said the guide, taking a weafsrom his belt and handing it to
Bourne as he took the money. 'Use it if you muke fagazine is full — nine shells.
There is no registry, no trace. The Frenchman tanongh'

'You took this across the border?

"You brought the watch. | did not. | might have pjved it into a garbage bag but then |
saw the guard's face. | will not need it now. '

Thanks. But | should tell you, if you've lied to mid find you. Count on it.

Then the lies would not be mine and the money wbeldeturned. ' "You're too much. '
"You bested me. | must be honourable in all thihgs.

Bourne crawled slowly, ever so slowly, across thga@se of tall, starched grass filled
with nettles, pulling the needles from his neck &oréhead, grateful for the nylon jacket
that repelled them. He instinctively knew somethigyguide did not know, why he did
not want the Chinese to come with him. A field whiigh grass was the most logical
place to have sentries; the fronds moved when hiddeuders crawled through them.
Therefore one had to observe the swaying grassttierground and go forward with the
prevailing breezes and the sudden mountain winds.

He saw the start of the woods, trees rising attlge of the grass. He began to raise
himself to a crouching position, then suddenly fdyyilowered his body and remained
motionless. Ahead, to his right, a man stood orbtiveler of the field, a rifle in his hands,
watching the grass in the intermittent moonligbgKing for a pattern of reeds that bent
against the breezes. A gust of wind swirled dowmfthe mountains. Bourne moved
with it, coming to within ten feet of the guard.|Ha foot by half a foot he crawled to the
edge of the field; he was now parallel with the mdnmose concentration was focused in
front of him, not on his flanks. Jason inched upeaould see through the reeds. The
guard looked to his left. Now!

Bourne sprang out of the grass and, rushing formangjed at the man. In panic, the
guard instinctively swung the butt of the rifleard off the sudden attack. Jason
grabbed the barrel, twisting it over the man's head crashed it down on the exposed
skull as he rammed his knee into the guard's ric@lge sentry collapsed. Bourne



quickly dragged him into the high grass, out ohsigVith as few movements as possible,
Jason removed the guard's jacket and ripped thiefishm his back, tearing the cloth into
strips. Moments later the man was bound in suchythat with every move he

tightened the improvised straps. His mouth was gdgg torn sleeve wrapped around his
head holding the gag in place.

Normally, as in previous times — Bourne instincipMenew it had been the normal course
of similar events — he would have lost no timemgaut of the field and starting up
through the woods towards the fire. Instead, hdistlthe unconscious figure of the
Oriental below; something disturbed him... somaghiot in harmony. For a start, he had
expected the guard would be in the uniform of then€se army, for he all too vividly
recalled the sight of the government vehicle inrghen and knew who was inside. But it
was not simply the absence of a uniform, it wasctbéhes this man wore. They were
cheap and filthy, rancid with the smell of greaseéein food. He reached down and
twisted the man's face, opening his mouth; theme fieav teeth, black with decay. What
kind of guard was this, what kind of patrol? He wafiug — no doubt experienced — but a
brute criminal, contracted in the skid rows of went where life was cheap and
generally meaningless. Yet the men at this ‘confaxedealt in tens of thousands of
dollars. The price they paid for a life was verghiSomething was not in balance.

Bourne grabbed the rifle and crawled out of thesgr&eeing nothing, hearing nothing
but the murmurs of the forest before him, he gdtisofeet and raced into the woods. He
climbed swiftly, silently, stopping as before watiery screech of a bird, every flutter of
wings, each abrupt cessation of the cricket symphide did not crawl now, he crept on
bent legs, holding the barrel of the rifle, a cilithe need arose. There could be no
gunshots unless his life depended on them, no nauoi his quarry. The trap was
closing, it was simply a matter of patience nowigrace and the final stalk when the
jaws of the trap would snap shut. He reached th@tahe forest, gliding noiselessly
behind a boulder on the edge of the campsite. tBilee lowered the rifle to the ground,
withdrew from his belt the gun that the guide hastg him and peered around the huge
rock.

What he had expected to find below in the fielchber saw. A soldier, standing erect in
his uniform, a sidearm strapped to his waist, veag)hly twenty feet to the left of the fire.
It was as if he wanted to be seen but not identif@ut of balance. The man looked at his
watch; the waiting had begun.

It lasted the better part of an hour. The soldad moked five cigarettes; Jason had
remained still, barely breathing. And then it hapgeh slowly, subtly, no heralding
trumpets, an entrance devoid of drama. A seconadigppeared; he walked casually out
of the shadows, parting the final branches of tinedt as he came into view. And,
without warning, bolts of lightning streaked dowarh the night sky, burning, searing
into David Webb's head, numbing the mind of JasourBe.

For as the man came into the light of the fire, Beugasped, gripping the barrel of the
gun to keep from screaming — or from killing. HesAaoking at a ghost of himself, a



haunting apparition from years ago come back t& &iaen, no matter who was the hunter
now. The face was at once his face yet not hisfgoerhaps the face as it might have
been before the surgeons altered it for Jason Bolike the lean, taut body, the face
was younger — younger than the myth he was imgatiand in that youth was strength,
the strength of a Delta from Medusa. It was indskdiEven the guarded, cat-like walk,
the long arms loose at the sides, that were saabby proficient in the deadly arts. It
was Delta, the Delta he had been told about, theaDdo had become Cain and finally
Jason Bourne. He was looking at himself but notskiin yet withal a killer. An assassin.

A crack in the distance intruded upon the soundb@imountain forest. The assassin
stopped, then spun away from the fire and divdugaight as the soldier dropped to the
ground. A deafening, echoing, staccato burst ofigrerupted from the woods; the killer
rolled over and over on the campsite grass, builpténg up the earth as he reached the
darkness of the trees. The Chinese soldier waserkioee, firing wildly in the assassin's
direction.

Then the ear-shattering battle escalated, not &oenlevel to the next but in three
separate stages. The explosions were immensestAfenade destroyed the campsite,
followed by a second, uprooting trees, the dry,dalitown branches catching fire, and
finally a third, hurled high in the air, detonatimith enormous force in the area of the
woods from which the machine gun had been trigge8eddenly flames were
everywhere and Bourne shielded his eyes, movingnarthe boulder, weapon in hand. A
trap had been set for the killer and he had walktxlit! The Chinese soldier was dead,
his gun blown away, as well as most of his bodyigare suddenly raced from the left
into the inferno that had been the campsite, theipped around and ran through the
flames, turning twice and, seeing Jason, firingiat. The assassin had doubled back in
the woods, hoping to trap and kill those who wddlbdhim. Spinning, Bourne leaped
first to his right, then to his left, then fell e ground, his eyes on the running man. He
got to his feet and sprang forward. He could nohien get away! He raced through the
raging fires; the figure ahead of him was weavimguagh the trees. It was the killer! The
impostor who claimed to be the lethal myth that bachged Asia, using that myth for his
own purposes, destroying the original and the i man loved. Bourne ran as he had
never run before, dodging trees and leaping oweutiderbrush with an agility that
denied the years between Medusa and the presemtagiback in Medusa! He was
Medusa! And with every ten yards he closed thelyafive. He knew the forests, and
every forest was a jungle and every jungle wadrl@ad. He had survived in the jungles;
without thinking — only feeling — he knew their gatures, their vines, the sudden pits
and the abrupt ravines. He was gaining, gainingd fen he was there, the killer only
feet ahead of him!

With what seemed like the last breath in his bdadgon lunged — Bourne against Bourne!
His hands were the claws of a mountain cat asippept the shoulders of the racing
figure in front of him, his fingers digging intodthard flesh and bone as he whipped the
killer back, his heels dug into the earth, his righee crashing up into the man's spine.
His rage was such that he consciously had to retimdelf not to kill. Stay alive! You

are my freedom, our freedom!



The assassin screamed, as the true Jason Bourmeehimcked his neck, wrenching the
head to his right and forcing the pretender dowsthBell to the ground, Bourne's
forearm jammed across the man's throat, his leitl ltdenched, repeatedly pounding the
killer's lower abdomen, forcing the air out of theakening body.

The face? The ore? Where was the face that beldogezhrs ago? To an apparition that
wanted to take him back into a hell that memory bladked out. Where was the face?
This was not it!

'Delta!" screamed the man beneath him.

'What did you call me? shouted Bourne.

'Delta!" shrieked the writhing figure. 'Cain is fGarlos, Delta is for Cain?
'‘Goddamn you! Who-'

'D'Anjou! I am d'Anjou! Medusa! Tam Quan! We hawemames, only symbols! For
God's sake, Paris! The Louvre! You saved my lifeamis — as you saved so many lives
in Medusa! | am d'Anjou! | told you what you hadkimow in Paris! You are Jason
Bourne! The madman who runs from us is but a aseaiMy creation!

Webb stared at the contorted face below, at theg@ér-groomed grey moustache and
the silver hair that swept back over the ageinglh&€ae nightmare had returned... he was
in the steaming infested jungles of Tam Quan withway out and death all around them.
Then suddenly he was in Paris, nearing the stefigedfouvre in the blinding afternoon
sunlight. Gunshots. Cars screeching, crowds screarkie had to save the face beneath
him! Save the face from Medusa who could supplyntiesing pieces of the insane
puzzle!

'D'Anjou?’ whispered Jason. "You're d'Anjou?’

'If you will give me back my throat,' choked theeRchman, 'l will tell you a story. I'm
sure you have one to tell me. '

Philippe d'Anjou surveyed the wreckage of the catepsow a smoking ruin. He crossed
himself as he searched the pockets of the deatiéspremoving whatever valuables he
found. 'We'll free the man below when we leave shid. There's no other access to this
place. It's why | posted him there. '

'And told him to look for what?"

'Like you, I'm from Medusa. Fields of grass — paetd consumers notwithstanding — are
both avenues and traps. Guerrillas know that. \es\kimnat. '



"You couldn't have anticipated me. '

'Hardly. But | could and did anticipate every carmtove my creation might consider.

He was to arrive alone. The instructions were ¢lear who could trust him, least of all
meT

"You're ahead of me."'

'It's part of my story. You'll hear it. '

They walked down through the woods, the elderlyngbd gripping the trunks of trees
and saplings to ease the descent. They reachdiélthehearing the muted screams of the
bound guard as they walked into the tall grassrB®gut the cloth straps with his knife
and the Frenchman paid him.

'Zow ba.r yelled d'Anjou. The man fled into theldeess. 'He is garbage. They are all
garbage, but they kill willingly for a price andsdppear. '

"You tried to kill him tonight, didn't you? It wastrap. '

'Yes. | thought he was wounded in the explosiarswhy | went after him. '

'l thought he'd doubled back to take you at the. fea

‘Yes, we would have done that in Medusa-'

'It's why | thought you were him. ' Jason suddeshiguted in fury. 'What have you done?"'
'It's part of the story. '

'l want to hear it. Now!

‘There's a flat stretch of ground, several hungeeds, over there to the left,’ said the
Frenchman, pointing. 'lt used to be a grazing firltirecently it's been used by
helicopters flying in to meet with an assassin:d.gb to the far end and rest — and talk.
Just in case what remains of the fire draws anyame the village. '

'It's five miles away. '

'Still, this is China. '

The clouds had dispersed, blown away with the nightls; the moon was descending
yet was still high enough for its



light to wash the distant mountains with its lighte two disparate men of Medusa sat
on the ground. Bourne lit a cigarette as d'Anjooksp 'Do you remember back in Paris,
that crowded cafe where we talked after the madaiese Louvre?'

'Sure. Carlos nearly killed us both that afterndon.
"You nearly trapped the Jackal. '
'‘But | didn't. What about Paris, the cafe?

'l told you then | was coming back to Asia. To Sipgre or Hong Kong, perhaps the
Seychelles, I think | said. France was never goodrie — or to' me. After Dien Bien Phu
-everything | had was destroyed, blown up by oun &r@ops — the talk of reparations
was meaningless. Hollow babbling from hollow mdis.Wwhy | joined Medusa. The only
possible way to get back my own was with an Amerizatory. '

'l remember," said Jason. 'What's that got to do tenight?’

'As is obvious, | came back to Asia. Since the dbhlold seen me, my route was
circuitous, which left me time to think. | had t@ake a clear appraisal of my
circumstances and the possibilities before me. ad fleeing for my life my assets were
not extensive but neither were they pathetic. ktibe risk of returning to the shop in St
Honore that afternoon and frankly stole every soand out of sight. | knew the
combination of the safe, and fortunately it waslwabdowed. | could comfortably buy
myself across the world, out of Carlos's reach,lsedfor many weeks without panic.
But what was | to do with myself? The funds would out and my skills — so apparent
in the civilized world — were not such that theyulbpermit me to live out the autumn of
my life over here in the comfort that was stolesnirme. Still, | had not been a snake in
the head of Medusa for nothing. God knows | discede@nd developed talents | never
dreamed were within me — and found, frankly, thatadity was not an issue. | had been
wronged, and | could wrong others. And namelesgléss strangers had tried to kill me
countless times, so | could assume the respongifoli the death of nameless, faceless
other strangers. You see the symmetry, don't yduth& remove, the equations became
abstract. '

'l hear a lot of horseshit,’ replied Bourne.
Then you are not listening, Delta. '

'I'm not Delta.

‘Very well. Bourne. '

'I'm not — go on. Perhaps | am. '

'‘Comment?’



'Rien. Goon."'

It struck me that, regardless of what happeneatoin Paris — whether you won or lost,
whether you were killed or spared — Jason Bourrefimeéshed. And by all the holy
saints, | knew Washington would never utter a wafrdcknowledgement or clarification;
you would simply disappear. "Beyond-salvage" | &adi is the term. '

I'm aware of it,’ said Jason. 'So | was finisHed.

"Naturellement. But there would be no explanatidghsre could not be. Man Dieu, the
assassin they invented had gone mad — he had!kKilledhere would be nothing.
Strategists retreat into the darkest shadows whanplans go... "off the wire", | think is
the phrase. '

'I'm aware of that one, too. '

"Bien. Then you can comprehend the solution | fofordnyself, for the last days of an
older man. "'

'I'm beginning to. '

'‘Bien encore. There was a void here in Asia. J&mrne was no longer, but his legend
was still alive. And there are men who will pay foe services of such an extraordinary
man. Therefore | knew what | had to do. It was $yngpmatter of finding the right
contender-'

'Contender?'

'Very well, pretender, if you wish. And train him the ways of Medusa, in the ways of
the most vaunted member of that so-unofficial, arahfraternity. | went to Singapore
and searched the caves of the outcasts, oftemdetn my life, until | found the man.

And | found him quickly, | might add. He was desyer he had been running for his life
for nearly three years, staying, as they say, stdgs away from those hunting him. He is
an Englishman, a former Royal Commando who gotldane night and killed seven
people in the London streets while in a rage. Beeaui his outstanding service record he
was sent to a psychiatric hospital in Kent, fromalithe escaped and somehow — God
knows how — made his way to Singapore. He hadhalt@ols of the trade; they simply
needed to be refined and guided. '

'He looks like me. Like | used to look. '

'Far more now than he did. The basic features Wee, also the tall frame and the
muscular body; they were assets. It was merelyeatepn of altering a rather prominent
nose and rounding a sharper chin than | remembenethaving — as Delta, of course.
You were different in Paris, but not so radicahlgtt| could not recognize you. '



‘A commando,’ said Jason, quietly. 'It fits. Whe®

'He's a man without a name but not without a macataory,’ replied d'Anjou, gazing at
the mountains in the distance.

'No name...

'‘None he ever gave me that he would not contradlitte next breath — none remotely
authentic. He guards that name as if it were the esctension of his life, its revelation
inevitably leading to his death. Of course, hahtiithe present circumstances are a case
in point. If | had a name, | could forward it thgiua blind to the British authorities in
Hong Kong. Their computers would light up; spesialiwould be flown from London

and a manhunt that | could never mount would bénseiotion. They'd never take him
alive — he wouldn't permit it and they wouldn'te& — and thus my purpose would be
served. '

'‘Why do the British want him terminated?’

'Suffice it to say that Washington had its Mayid.and its Medusa, while London has a
far more recent military unit led by a homicidal/plsotic who left hundreds slaughtered
in his wake — few distinctions were made betweenihocent and the guilty. He holds
too many secrets, which, if exposed, could leaddlent eruptions of revenge
throughout the Mideast and Africa. Practicality @snfirst, you know that. Or you should.

'He led? asked Bourne, bewildered.

'‘No mere foot soldier he, Delta. He was a captatwenty-two and a major at twenty-
four when rank was next to impossible to obtain wué/hitehall's service economies.
No doubt he'd be a brigadier or even a full gengyatow if his luck had held out. '

That's what he told you?

'In periodic drunken rages when ugly truths wouwldace — but never his name. They
usually occurred once or twice a month, severat @y time when he'd block out his
life in a drunken sea of self-loathing. Yet he wwdgays coherent enough before the
outbursts came, telling me to strap him down, eenfiim, protect him from himself...
He would relive horrible events from his past, yagce hoarse, guttural, hollow. As the
drink took over he would describe scenes of tortur@ mutilation, questioning prisoners
with knives puncturing their eyes, and their wridt§ ordering his captives to watch as
their lives flowed out of their veins. So far asoluld piece the fragments together, he
commanded many of the most dangerous and savatyeagainst the fanatical uprisings
of the late seventies and early eighties, from Yred@wvn to the bloodbaths in East
Africa. In one moment of besotted jubilation helgpof how Idi Amin himself would
stop breathing at the mention of his name, so wickesl was his reputation for matching



— even surpassing — Amin's strategy of brutaliB/Anjou paused, nodding his head
slowly and arching his brows in the Gallic acceptaaf the inexplicable. 'He was sub-
human — is subhuman — but for all that a highlgliigent so-called officer and a
gentleman. A complete paradox, a total contradiatibthe civilized man... He'd laugh at
the fact that his troops despised him and calleddn animal, yet none ever dared to
raise an official complaint. '

'‘Why not?' asked Jason, stirred and pained at hatas hearing. 'Why didn't they
report him?'

'‘Because he always brought them out — most of th@mwhen the order of battle
seemed hopeless. '

'l see,’ said Bourne, letting the remark ride wii mountain breezes. 'No, | don't see,' he
cried angrily, as if suddenly, unexpectedly stu@gmmand structure is better than that.
Why did his superiors put up with him? They ha#&ntow!

'As | understood his rantings, he got the jobs dehen others couldn't — or wouldn't. He
learned the secret we in Medusa learned long dgg.y the enemy’s most ruthless
conditions. Change the rules according to the peltdfter all, human life to others is not
what it is to the Judaeo-Christian concept. Howl¢dbe? For so many, death is a.
liberation from intolerable human conditions. '

'‘Breathing is breathing” insisted Jason, harsBling is being and thinking is thinking?
added David Webb . 'He's a Neanderthal. '

'No more than Delta was at certain times. And youus out of how many-'

'Don't say that!" protested the man from Medustinguoff the Frenchman. ‘It wasn't the
same. '

'But certainly a variation,'insisted d'Anjou. 'Uttately the motives do not really matter,
do they? Only the results. Or don't you care teptthe truth? You lived it once. Does
Jason Bourne now live with lies?'

‘At the moment | simply live — from day to day, fmanight to night — until it's over. One
way or another.

'You must be clearer. '

'When | want to or have to,' replied Bourne, icilje's good, then, isn't he? Your
commando — major without a name. Good at what les.do

'‘As good as Delta — perhaps better. You see, hadaenscience, none whatsoever. You,
on the other hand, as violent as you were, sholastids of compassion. Something
inside you demanded it. "Spare this man," you wealgl "He is a husband, a father, a



brother. Incapacitate him, but let him live, lethiunction later"... My creation, your
impostor, would never do that. He wants alwaydfited solution — death in front of his
eyes.'

'What happened to him? Why did he kill those peapleondon? Being drunk’s not a
good enough reason, not where he's been. '

'Itis if it's a way of life you can't resign from.

"You keep your weapon in place unless you're tereat. Otherwise you invite the
threats. '

'He used no weapon. Only his hands that night mdioo. '
"What?'

'He stalked the streets looking for imagined ensrtigat's what | gathered from his
ravings. "It was in their eyes!" he'd scream. "dl\ways in the eyes! They know who | am,
what | am." | tell you, Delta, it was both frightag and tedious, and | never got a name,
never a specific reference other than Idi Amin,chhany drunken soldier of fortune
would use to further himself. To involve the Biitisn Hong Kong would mean involving
myself, and, after all, I certainly could not dathThe whole thing's so frustrating, so |
went back to the ways of Medusa. Do it yourselfuYaught us that, Delta. You
constantly told us — ordered us — to use our in&@in. That's what | did tonight. And |
failed, as an old man might be expected to fail. '

'‘Answer my question,' pressed Bourne. 'Why didili¢hose people in London?’

'For a reason as banal as it was pointless — airélgrioo familiar. He'd been rejected,
and his ego could not tolerate that rejectionnterely doubt that any other emotion was
involved. As with all his indulgences, sexual aityivs simply an animal release; no
affection is involved, for he has no capacity toMan Dieu, he was so right!'

'‘Again. What happened?’

'He had returned, wounded, from some particulamlyab duty in Uganda expecting to
take up where he left off with a woman in Londosomeone, | gather, rather high-born,
as the English say, a throwback to his earlier gagsloubt. But she refused to see him
and hired armed guards to protect her house ins€aeidfter he called her. Two of those
men were among the seven he killed that night. ¥®) she claimed his temper was
uncontrollable and his bouts of drinking made hinrderous, which, of course, they did.
But for me he was the perfect contender. In Singapllowed him outside a
disreputable bar and saw him corner two murderougg in an alleyway —
contrebandiers who had made a great deal of morthyavnarcotics sale in that filthy
waterfront cave — and watched as he backed themsaglae wall, slashing both their
throats with a single sweep of his knife and remg\he proceeds from their pockets. |



knew then that he had it all. I had found my JaBoarne. | approached him slowly,
silently, my hand extended, holding more money thaimad extracted from his victims.
We talked. It was the beginning.’

'So Pygmalion created his Galatea, and the firstraot you accepted became Aphrodite
and gave it life. Bernard Shaw would love you, aoduld kill you. '

To what end? You came to find him tonight. | cameééstroy him. '

'Which is part of your story," said David Webb, kogg away from the Frenchman at the
white-lit mountains, thinking of Maine and the lifeth Marie that had been so violently
disrupted. "You bastard? he suddenly shoutedulddall you! Have you any idea what
you've done?'

‘That is your story, Delta. Let me finish mine. '
'Make it neat... Echo. That was your name, waghEcho?' The memories came back.

'Yes, it was. You once told Saigon that you woudtl tnavel without "old Echo". | had to
be with your team because | could discern troulile the tribes and the village chiefs
that others could not — which had little to do wntly alphabetical symbol. Of course, it
was nothing mystic. | had lived in the coloniestiem years. | knew when the Quan-si
were lying. '

'Finish your story," ordered Bourne.

'‘Betrayal,’ said d'Anjou, palms outstretched. 'assgou were created, | created my own
Jason Bourne. And just as you went mad, my credigithe same. He turned on me; he
became the reality that was my invention. Dismiatata, Delta, he became
Frankenstein's monster with none of that creattwe'sent. He broke away from me and
began to think for himself, do for himself. Once Hesperation left him — with my
inestimable help and a surgeon's knife — his sehaathority came back to him, as well
as his arrogance, his ugliness. He considers miftea That's what he called me, a
"trifle"! An insignificant nonentity who used himvho created him!'

"You mean he makes contracts on his own?'
'Perverted contracts, grotesque and extraordindaihgerous. '

'‘But | traced him through you, through jour arramgats at the Kam Pek casino. Table
Five. The telephone number of a hotel in Macaoandme. '

‘A method of contact he finds convenient to mamtaind why not? It's virtually
security-proof and what can | do? Go to the autlesrand say "See here, gentlemen,
there's this fellow I'm somewhat responsible fopwrsists on using arrangements |
created so he can be paid for killing someone.é¥n uses my conduit. '



The Zhongguo ren with the fast hands and faster fee

D'Anjou looked at Jason. 'So that's how you diflaty you found this place. Delta hasn't
lost his touch, n'est-cepas! Is the man alive?'

'He is, and ten thousand dollars richer. '

'He's a money-hungry cochon. But | can hardlyagé, | used him myself. | paid him
five hundred to pick up and deliver a message. '

‘That brought your creation here tonight so youddil him? What made you so sure
he'd come?’

'A Medusan's instinct, and skeletal knowledge oéxtnaordinary liaison he has made, a
contact so profitable to him and so dangerousutdbave all of Hong Kong at war, the
entire colony paralysed. '

'l heard that theory before," said Jason, recaMnd\llister's words spoken that early
evening in Maine, ‘and I still don't believe it. ¥hkillers kill each other, they're the ones
who usually lose. They blow themselves away anakrmérs come out of the woodwork
thinking they might be next. '

'If the victims are restricted to such a convenpattern, certainly you are right. But not
when they include a powerful political figure fravast and aggressive nation. '

Bourne stared at d'Anjou. 'China?' he asked softly.
The Frenchman nodded. 'Five men were killed inTien Sha Tsui-'
'I know that. '

'Four of those corpses were meaningless. Not ttie fle was the Vice-Premier of the
People's Republic. '

'‘Good God!' Jason frowned, the image of a car ogrto him. A car with its windows
blacked out and an assassin inside. An officiakgoment vehicle of the Chinese
government.

'My sources tell me that the wires burned betweeweBiment House and Beijing,
practicality and face winning out — this time. Afedl, what was the Vice-Premier doing
in Kowloon, to begin with? Was such an august leafiéhe Central Committee also one
of the corrupted? But, as | say, that is this tide, Delta, my creation must be destroyed
before he accepts another contract that could pluiscall into an abyss. '

'Sorry, Echo. Not killed. Taken and brought to soneelse. '



That is your story, then?' asked d'Anjou.
'Part of it, yes. '
Tell me.'

'Only what you have to know. My wife was kidnapged brought to Hong Kong. To

get her back — and I'll get her back, or every goalded one of you will die — | have to
deliver your son-of-a-bitch creation. And now I'meostep closer because you're going to
help me, and | mean really help me. If you don't-'

Threats are unnecessary, Delta,' interrupted ttlmeeioMedusan. 'l know what you can
do. I've seen you do it. You want him for your @@sand | want him for mine. The
order of battle is joined. '

17

Catherine Staples insisted that her dinner guesahather vodka martini, demurring for
herself as her glass was still half full.

'It's also half empty,’ said the thirty-two-yead@dmerican attaché, smiling wanly,
nervously, pushing his dark hair away from his fe@d. That's stupid of me, Catherine,’'
he added. 'I'm sorry, but | can't forget that yaw she photographs -never mind that you
saved my career and probably my life -it's thosgédgonned photographs. '

'No one else saw them except Inspector Ballantyne.

'‘But you saw them. '

'I'm old enough to be your mother. "

‘That compounds it. | look at you and feel so astiirso damned dirty.

'‘My former husband, wherever he is, once said tahagethere was absolutely nothing
that could or should be considered dirty in sexamlounters. | suspect there was a
motive for his making the statement, but | hapmethink he was right. Look, John, put
them out of your mind. | have. "

'l do my best. ' A waiter approached; the drvisks ordered by signal. 'Since your call

this afternoon I've been a basket case. | thouginé inad surfaced. That was a twenty-
four-hour period of pure outer space. '



"You were heavily and insidiously drugged. On te&el you weren't responsible. And
I'm sorry, | should have told you it had nothingdtowith our previous business. '

'If you had | might have earned my salary for tt five hours. '

'It was forgetful and cruel of me. | apologize.'

'‘Accepted. You're a great girl, Catherine. '

'l appeal to your infantile regressions. '

'Don't bet too much money on that. '

‘Then don't you have a fifth martini.

'It's only my second. '

‘A little flattery never hurt anyone. '

They laughed quietly. The waiter returned with Jdlabson's drink; he thanked the man
and turned back to Staples. 'l have an idea tlegbtbspect of flattery didn't get me a free

meal at The Plume. This place is out of my range. '

'Mine, too, but not Ottawa's. You'll be listed agaibly important person. In fact, you

are.
‘That's nice. No one ever told me. I'm in a prgtigd job over here because | learned
Chinese. | figured that with all those Ivy Leageeruits, a boy from Upper lowa College
in old Fayette, Big I, ought to have an edge sonse/H

You have it, Johnny. The consulates like you. Quirposted "Embassy Row" thinks
very highly of you, and they should. '

'If they do, it's thanks to you and Ballantyne. Aordy you two. ' Nelson paused, sipped
his martini, and looked at Staples over the rirthefglass. He lowered his drink and
spoke again. 'What is it, Catherine? Why am | intgoatf?"

'‘Because | need your help. '

‘Anything. Anything | can do.

‘Not so fast, Johnny. It's deep-water time anduldbde drowning myself. '



'If anyone deserves a lifeline from me, it's yopa#& from minor problems, our two
countries live next door to each other and bagidék each other — we're on the same
side. What is it? How can | help youT

'Marie St Jacques... Webb,' said Catherine, stgdyie attache's face.

Nelson blinked, his eyes roving aimlessly in thaughlothing," he said. The name
doesn't mean anything to me. "

‘All right, let's try Raymond Havilland. '

'Oh, now that's another barrel of pickled herrinthe attaché widened his eyes and
cocked his head. 'We've all been scuttle-buttirguahbim. He hasn't come to the
consulate, hasn't even called our head honchowelmbs to get his picture in the papers
with him. After all, Havilland's a class act — kinfimetaphysical in this business. He's
been around since the loaves and the fishes, apmbbably engineered the whole scam. '

‘Then you're aware that over the years your aratmcambassador has been involved
with more than diplomatic negotiations. '

'‘Nobody ever says it, but only the naive acceptabisve-the-fray posture. '
'You are good, Johnny. '

'‘Merely observant. | do earn some of my pay. Whhésconnection between a name | do
know and one that | don't?'

'l wish | knew. Do you have any idea why Havillasdver here? Any rumours you've
picked up?'

'I've no idea why he's here, but | do know you wbnd him at a hotel.
'l assume he has wealthy friends-'

'I'm sure he does, but he's not staying with thether. '

'‘Oh?

‘The consulate quietly leased a house in Victoeak?and a second marine contingent
was flown over from Hawaii for guard duty. Noneusfin the upper-middle ranks knew
about it until a few days ago when one of thoselatimmgs happened. Two marines
were having dinner in the Wanchai and one of thard the bill with a temporary cheque
drawn on a Hong Kong bank. Well, you know servicerard cheques; the manager
gave this corporal a hard time. The kid said neitieenor his buddy had had time to
round up cash and that the cheque was perfectlg. by didn't the manager call the
consulate and talk to a military attachée?'



‘Smart corporal,’ broke in Staples:

'‘Unsmart consulate,’ said Nelson. The military blogd gone for the day, and our hotshot
security personnel in their limitless paranoia dlsmecrecy hadn't rostered the Victoria

Peak contingent. The manager said later that tigocal showed a couple of IDs and
seemed like a nice kid, so he took a chance. '

‘That was reasonable of him. He probably wouldmtehif the corporal had behaved
otherwise. Again, smart marine. '

'He did behave otherwise. The next morning dowth@tonsulate. He read the riot act in
all but barracks language in a voice so loud evegard him, and my office is at the end
of the corridor from the reception room. He warti@#now who the hell we civvies
thought they were up there on that mountain and ¢amwe they weren't rostered, since
they'd been there for a week. He was one angrynedet me tell you. '

'‘And suddenly the whole consulate knew there waterde house in the colony.

"You said that, Catherine, | didn't. But I'll tgthu exactly what the memorandum to all
personnel instructed us to say -the memo arriveduordesks an hour after the corporal
had left, having spent twenty minutes with some/\wmnbarrassed security clowns. '
'‘And what you were instructed to say is not what igelieve. '

'No comment," said Nelson. 'The house in Victorés\eased for the convenience and
security of travelling government personnel as \asltepresentatives of US corporations

doing business in the territory. '

'Hogwash. Especially the latter. Since when doesAtmerican taxpayer pick up tabs like
that for General Motors and ITT.

'Washington is actively encouraging an expansiamaafe in line with our widening open

door policy with respect to the People's Repulttie consistent. We want to make things
easier, more accessible, and this place is croaddxtll. Try getting a decent reservation
at two days' notice. '

'It sounds like you rehearsed that. '

'No comment. I've told you only what | was instedtto tell you should you bring the
matter up — which I'm sure you did. '

'Of course | did. | have friends in the Peak whakfhe



neighbourhood's going to seed, what with all thmeporal types hanging around. '
Staples sipped her drink. 'Havilland's up there@'asked, placing the glass back on the
table.

'‘Almost guaranteed. '

'Almost?"

'Our information officer — her office is next tomai -wanted to get some PR mileage out
of the ambassador. She asked the CG which hotehbat, and she was told that he
wasn't. Then whose residence? Same answer. "Vie# to wait until he calls us, if he

does." said our boss. She cried on my shouldeitheubrder was firm. No tracking him
down. '

'He's up in the Peak,' concluded Staples quiétly/s'built himself a sterile house and he's
mounted an operation. '

'Which has something to do with this Webb, this &t Somebody Webb?'
'St Jacques. Yes. '
'Do you want to tell me about it?"

'‘Not now — for your sake as well as mine. If I'mghti and anyone thought you'd been
given information, you could be transferred to Rayk without a sweater. '

'‘But you said you didn't know what the connectiaswthat you wished you did. '

'In the sense that | can't understand the reasoriss if, indeed, it exists. | only know one
side of the story and it's filled with holes. | tdibe wrong. ' Catherine again drank a
small portion of her whisky. 'Look, Johnny," shetoued. '‘Only you can make the
decision, and if it's negative, I'll understantiave to know if Havilland's being over here
has anything to do with a man named David Webbhesavife, Marie St Jacques. She
was an economist in Ottawa before her marriage. '

'She's Canadian?'

'Yes. Let me tell you why | have to know withouititey you so much you could get into
trouble. If the connection's there, | have to ge wy, if it's not, | can turn a hundred
and eighty degrees and take another route. th#'datter, | can go public. | can use the
newspapers, radio, television, anything that caeapthe word and pull her husband in. '

'Which means he's out in the cold,' broke in thache.

'‘And you know where she is, but others don't. "



'As | said before, you're very quick. '
'‘But if it's the former — if there is a connectimnHavilland, which you believe there is.'
'No comment. If | answered you, I'd be telling yoare than you should know.’

'l see. It's touchy. Let me think. ' Nelson pickgdhis martini, but instead of drinking, he
put it down. 'How about an anonymous phone catl itigat?'

'Such as?'

‘A distraught Canadian woman looking for informatebout her missing American
husband. '

'Why would she have called you? She's experientgdvernment circles. Why not the
consul general himself?'

'He wasn'tin. | was. '
'l don't want to disabuse you, Johnny, but yousenext in line. '
"You're right. And anyone could check the switchidaand find out | never got the call.

Staples frowned, then leaned forward. There isyaifwgou're willing to lie a bit further.
It's based on reality. It happened, and no onedceay that it didn't. '

'What is it?"

‘A woman stopped you in Garden Road when you vesreihg the consulate. She didn't
tell you very much but enough to alarm you, andwbeldn't go inside because she was
frightened. She's the distraught woman lookinghfar missing American husband. You
could even describe her. '

‘Start with her description,’ said Nelson.

Sitting in front of McAllister's desk, Lin Wenzuad from his notebook as the
undersecretary of state listened. 'Although thergson differs, the differences are
minor and easily achieved. Hair pulled back andeced by a hat, no makeup, flat shoes
to reduce her height but not that much — it is she.

'‘And she claimed not to recognize the name of a@yoihe directory who could be her
so-called cousin?

'A second cousin on her mother's side. Just fahést yet specific enough to be credible.
According to the receptionist, she was quite awklvaven flustered. She also carried a



purse that was so obviously a Gucci imitation thatreceptionist took her for a
backwoods hick. Pleasant but gullible.

'She recognized someone's name,' said McAllister.

'If she did, why didn't she ask to see him? Sheldvoiwaste time under the
circumstances. '

'She probably assumed that we'd sent out an tlattshe couldn't take the chance of
being recognized, not on the premises. '

'I don't think that would concern her, Edward. Withat she knows, what she's been
through, she could be extremely convincing. '

'With what she thinks she knows, Lin. She can'$ire of anything. She'll be very
cautious, afraid to make a wrong move. That's bisband out there, and take my word
for it - saw them together — she's extremely pride of him. My God, she stole over
five million dollars for the simple reason that sheught, quite correctly, he'd been
wronged by his own people. By her lights he desgrie they deserved it -and let
Washington go to hell in a basket. '

'She did that?'

'Havilland cleared you for everything. She did taatl got away with it. Who was going
to raise his voice? She had clandestine Washirjgstrthe way she wanted it. Frightened
and embarrassed, both to the teeth.

The more | learn, the more | admire her. '

'‘Admire her all you like, just find her. "

'Speaking of the ambassador, where is he?'

'Having a quiet lunch with the Canadian high consmiser. '

'He's going to tell him everything?'

'No, he's going to ask for blind co-operation vattelephone at his table so he can reach
London. London will instruct the commissioner towlbatever Havilland asks him to do.
It's all been arranged. '

'He moves and shakes, doesn't he?"

‘There's no one like him. He should be back anyteimow, actually he's late. ' The
telephone rang and McAllister picked it up. 'YesNo, he's not here. Who? ... Yes, of



course, I'll talk to him. ' The undersecretary gedethe mouthpiece and spoke to the
major. 'lt's our consul general. '

'‘Something's happened,’ said Lin, nervously getiungof his chair.

'Yes, Mr Lewis, this is McAllister. | want you tonkw how much we appreciate
everything, sir. The consulate's been most co-opera

Suddenly the door opened and Havilland walked tinéoroom.

'It's the American consul general, Mr Ambassadaid Lin. 'l believe he was asking for
you. '

This is no time for one of his damned dinner pattie

‘Just a minute, Mr Lewis. The ambassador just@diVm sure you want to speak with
him. " McAllister extended; the phone to Havillamého walked rapidly to the desk.

'Yes, Jonathan, what is it?' His tall, slender bogyl, his eyes fixed on an unseen spot in
the garden beyond the large bay window, the ambass#ood in silence, listening.
Finally he spoke. Thank you, Jonathan, you diditjat thing. Say absolutely nothing to
anyone and I'll take it from here. ' Havilland hurmand looked alternately at McAllister
and Wenzu. 'Our breakthrough, if it is a breaktlglgyust came from the wrong

direction. Not the Canadian but the American caaisul

'It's not consistent,' said McAllister. 'lt's nar3, not the street with her favourite tree,
the maple tree, the maple leaf. That's the Canaxtiagsulate, not the American. '

'‘And with that analysis are we to disregard it?'
'Of course not. What happened?'

'‘An attaché named Nelson was stopped in Garden RpadCanadian woman trying to
find her American husband. This Nelson offereddtpther, to accompany her to the
police, but she was adamant. She wouldn't go tpdfiee, and neither would she go
back with him to his office. '

'Did she give any reasons?' asked Lin. 'She apfwatelp and then refuses it.'

‘Just that it was personal. Nelson described hbighsstrung, overwrought. She
identified herself as Marie Webb and said that @pshher husband had come to the
consulate looking for her. Could Nelson ask aroand she'd call him back. '

‘That's not what she said before," protested Mstlti 'She was clearly referring to what
had happened to them in Paris, and that meantirgpah official of her own
government, her own country. Canada. '



'Why do you persist?' asked Havilland. That's natitecism | simply want to know why.
'I'm not sure. Something's not right. Among otlinengs, the major here established the
fact that she did go to the Canadian consulate. '

'‘Oh?' The ambassador looked at the man from S&alch.

The receptionist confirmed it. The description wkse enough, especially for someone
trained by a chameleon. Her story was that shephaaised her family she would look
up a distant cousin whose last name she had fergofhe receptionist gave her a
directory and she went through it. '

'She found someone she knew,' interrupted the sadestary of state. 'She made contact.
Then there's your answer," said Havilland firmBhe learned that her husband had not
gone to a street with a row of maple trees, sa@blethe next best course of action. The

American consulate. '

'‘And identified herself when she has to know pe@péelooking for her all over Hong
Kong?'

'Giving a false name would serve no purpose,’ thieagsador replied.

They both speak French. She could have used ahlrvema — toile, for instance. It
means web. '

'l know what it means, but I think you're reaching.

'Her husband would have understood. She would Hame something less obvious. '
'Mr. Ambassador,' interrupted Lin Wenzu, slowlyitakhis eyes off McAllister. 'Hearing
your words to the American consul general, thahmuld say absolutely nothing to
anyone, and now fully understanding your conceonsécrecy, | assume Mr. Lewis has
not been apprised of the situation. '

‘Correct, Major. '

Then why did he call you? People frequently get hese in Hong Kong. A missing
husband or a missing wife is not so uncommon. '

For an instant Havilland's expression was creasgdsslf doubt . 'Jonathan Lewis and |
go back a long time," he said, his voice lackisgugual authority. 'He may be something
of a bon vivani but he's no fool — he wouldn't leeehif he were. And the circumstances



under which the woman stopped his attaché — welki& knows me and he drew certain
conclusions. ' The diplomat turned to McAllistethyen he continued his authority
gradually returned. 'Call Lewis back, Edward. Teth to instruct this Nelson to stand by
for a call from you. I'd prefer a less direct aggmio, but there isn't time. | want you to
guestion him, question him on anything and evengjlyiou can think of. I'll be listening
on the line in your office. '

'You agree, then,' said the undersecretary. 'Songgshwrong.

‘Yes,' answered Havilland, looking at Lin. The nmagaw it and | didn't. I'd phrase it
somewhat differently but it's essentially what alibs him. The question is not why
Lewis called me, it's why an attaché went to hirfieAall, a highly agitated woman says
her husband's missing but she won't go to the @olon't enter the consulate. Normally
such a person would be dismissed as a crank. Glgrta the surface it's not a matter to
bring to the attention of an overworked CG. Calvise '

'Of course. But, first, did things go smoothly witle Canadian commissioner? Will he
co-operate?"'

The answer to your first question is no, thingsmitlgo smoothly. As to the second, he
has no choice. '

'l don't understand. '

Havilland exhaled in weary irritation. Through Qttahe'll provide us with a list of
everyone on his staff who's had any dealings wieatsowith Marie St Jacques —
reluctantly. That's the co-operation he's beemunstd to deliver, but he was damned
testy about it. To begin with, he himself went thgh a two-day seminar with her four
years ago, and he ventured that probably a quafrtee consulate had done the same.
Not that she'd remember them, but they certainlyldvoemember her. She was
"outstanding", that was the way he put it. Shess al Canadian who was thoroughly
messed up by a group of American assholes — mindh@had no compunction at all
using the word — in some kind of mentally deranblkedk operation — yes, that was the
phrase he used, mentally deranged — an idioticatiparmounted by these same assholes
—indeed, he repeated it — that has never beeaiagadtrily explained. ' The ambassador
stopped briefly, smiling briefly as he coughed arskaugh. ‘It was all very refreshing.
He didn't pull a single punch, and | haven't bextked to like that since my dear wife
died. | need more of it. "

'‘But you did tell him it was for her own good, didyou? That we've got to find her
before any harm's done to her.

'l got the distinct impression that our Canadiaenid had serious doubts as to my mental
faculties. Call Lewis. God knows when we'll gettthst. Our maple leaf will probably
have it sent by train from Ottawa to Vancouver #rah on a slow freighter to Hong



Kong where it'll get lost in the mailroom. In theeamtime, we've got an attaché who
behaves very strangely. He leaps over fences whenich jumps are required. '

'I've met John Nelson, sir,’ said Lin. 'He's a rigd and speaks a fair Chinese. He's
guite popular with the consulate crowd. '

'He's also something else, Major. '

Nelson hung up the phone. Beads of perspiratiorbhaken out on his forehead; he
wiped them off with the back of his hand, satisfiledt he had handled himself as well as
he did, all things considered. He was especiatbagtd that he had turned the thrust of
McAllister's questions against the questioner,ialiplomatically.

Why did you feel compelled to go to the consul gelre

Your call would seem to answer that, Mr McAllistesensed that something out of the
ordinary had happened. | thought the consul shioaltbld.

But the woman refused to go to the police; she egrsed to come inside the consulate.

As | said, it was out of the ordinary, sir. She wasvous and tense, but she wasn't a ding
dong.

A what?

She was perfectly lucid, you could even say colddplin spite of her anxiety.

| see.

| wonder if you do, sir. | have no idea what thesu general told you, but | did suggest
to him that what with the house in Victoria Pedile tharine guards, and then the arrival
of Ambassador Havilland, he might consider calkogneone up there.

You suggested it?

Yes, | did.

Why?

| don't think it would serve any purpose for mespeculate on these matters, Mr
McAllister. They don't concern me.

Yes, of course, you're right. | mean -yes, all tiggut we must find that woman, Mr
Nelson. I've been instructed to tell you that itiyean help us it would be greatly to your
advantage.



| want to help in any event, sir. If she reaches Iifiéry to set up a meeting somewhere
and call you. | knew | was right to do what | did,say what | did.

We'll wait for your call.

Catherine was on target, thought John Nelson, tlvaseone hell of a connection. So
much of a connection that he did not dare usednsuate phone to call Staples. But
when he did reach her, he would ask her some \&ng duestions. He trusted Catherine,
but the photographs and their consequences notanittisig, he was not for sale. He got
up from his desk and headed for the door of his@ffA suddenly remembered dental
appointment would suffice. As he walked down theidor towards the reception room
his thoughts returned to Catherine Staples. Cathavas one of the strongest people he
had ever met, but the look in her eyes last nigltdonveyed not strength, but a kind of
desperate fear. It was a Catherine he had neverbsdere.

'He diverted your questions to his own ends,’ Bdilland, coming through the door,
the immense Lin Wenzu behind him. 'Do you agregpi?a

'Yes, and that means he anticipated the questitegias primed for them. '

'Which means someone primed him!'

'We never should have called him," said McAlligtaretly, sitting behind the desk, his
nervous fingers once again massaging his right leeriiyearly everything he brought up
was meant to provoke a response from me. '

'We had to call him," insisted Havilland, 'if oritylearn that.

'He stayed in control. | lost it. '

"You could not have behaved differently, Edwaraid4.in. 'To react other than you did
would have been to question his motives. In essgmmeewould have threatened him. '

'‘And at the moment, we don't want him to feel tteaad," agreed Havilland. 'He's getting
information for someone, and we've got to findwhb it is. '

'‘And that means Webb's wife did reach someone sée lkand told that person
everything. ' McAllister leaned forward, his elbows the desk, his hands tightly clasped.

"You were right, after all,’ said the Ambassadooking down at the undersecretary of
state. 'A street with her favourite maple treesisPahe inevitable repetition. It's quite
clear. Nelson is working for someone in the Canadiansulate — and whoever it is, is in
touch with Webb's wife.

McAllister looked up. Then Nelson's either a daml for a bigger damn fool. By his
own admission he knows — at least he assumes helsatlealing with highly sensitive



information involving an adviser to presidents.missal aside, he could be sent to prison
for conspiring against the government. '

'He's not a fool, | can assure you,' said Lin.

‘Then either someone is forcing him to do this agjanis win — blackmail most likely —
or he's being paid to find out if

there's a connection between Marie St Jacqueshatduse in Victoria Peak. It can't be
anything else. ' Frowning, Havilland sat down ia tthair in front of the desk.

'‘Give me a day,' continued the major from MI6 rtag@s | can find out. If | can, we'll
pick up whoever it is in the consulate. '

'‘No," said the diplomat whose expertise lay in cbgperations. "You have until eight
o'clock tonight. We can't afford that, but if wencavoid a confrontation and any possible
fallout, we must try. Containment is everythingy,Tin. For God's sake, try. "'

'‘And after eight o'clock, Mr Ambassador? What then?

Then, Major, we pull in our clever and evasive@itaand break him. I'd much prefer to
use him without his knowing it, without risking atas, but the woman comes first. Eight
o'clock, Major Lin. '

'l do everything I can. '

‘And if we're wrong,' went on Havilland, as if LWidenzu had not spoken, 'if this Nelson
has been set up as a blind and knows nothing, 1 athtine rules broken. | don't care how
you do it or how much it costs in bribes or thebgayre you have to employ to get it done.
| want cameras, telephone taps, electronic suaveé — whatever you can manage — on
every single person in that consulate. Someone #kreows where she is. Someone there
is hiding her. "

‘Catherine, it's John," said Nelson into the pagnghon Albert Road.

'How good of you to call,’ answered Staples quicktls been a trying afternoon, but do
let's have drinks one of these days. It'll be sodgo see you after all these months, and
you can tell me about Canberra. But do tell metbivegy now. Was | right in what | told
you?'

'l have to see you, Catherine. "'

'Not even a hint?'

'l have to see you. Are you free?'



'l have a meeting in forty-five minutes. '

Then later, around five. There's a place calledMbakey Tree in the Wanchai, on
Gloucester-'

'I know it. I'll be there. '

John Nelson hung up. There was nothing else tautigd back to the office. He could
not stay away for three hours, not after his cosaton with Undersecretary of State
Edward McAllister; appearances precluded such aerate. He had heard about
McAllister; the undersecretary had spent sevensygalong Kong, leaving only months
before Nelson had arrived. Why had he returned? Wég/there a sterile house in
Victoria Peak with Ambassador Havilland suddenlyasidence? Above all, why was
Catherine Staples so frightened? He owed Cathbrineareer, but he had to have a few
answers. He had a decision to make.

Lin Wenzu had all but exhausted his sources. Ong/gave him pause for thought.
Inspector lan Ballantyne, as he usually did, anedguestions with other questions
rather than delivering concise answers himselfalé maddening, for one never knew
whether the man from Scotland Yard knew somethmgob about a given subject, in this
case an American attaché named John Nelson.

'‘Met the chap several times,' Ballantyne had sBright sort. Speaks your lingo, did you
know that?'

'‘My "lingo”, Inspector?'

'Well, damn few of us did, even during the OpiumrgVanteresting period of history,
wasn't it, Major?'

‘The Opium Wars? | was talking about the attacblen Nelson. '

'Oh, is there a connection?'

'With what, Inspector?'

‘The Opium Wars. '

'If there is, he's a hundred and fifty years old his dossier says thirty-two. '

'Really? That young.

But Ballantyne had employed several pauses too nmasatisfy Lin. If the old warhorse
did know something he was not going to revealvergone else, from the Hong Kong

and Kowloon police to the 'specialists’' who workieel American consulate gathering
information for payment gave Nelson as clean adbiliealth as was respectable in the



territory. If Nelson had a vulnerable side, it vil$iis extensive and not too discriminate
search for sex, but insofar as it was heteroseanal he was single, it was to be
applauded, not condemned. One 'specialist’ toldhahhe heard Nelson had been
warned to have himself medically checked on ayfagbular basis. No crime; the attache
was a cocksman. Ask him to dinner.

The telephone rang; Lin grabbed it . 'Yes?'

'‘Our subject walked to the Peak Tram and took ettethe Wanchai. He is in a cafe
called the Monkey Tree. | am with him. | can se®.Hi

'It's out of the way and very crowded," said thgomaHas anyone joined him?'
'No, but he asked for a table for two. '

Il be there as soon as | can. If you have tededlll contact you by radio. You're driving
Vehicle Seven, are you not?'

'Vehicle Seven, sir... Wait! A woman is walking t@nals his table. He's getting up. '
'Do you recognize her?'
'It's too dark here. No. '

'Pay the waiter. Disrupt the service. But not ohgiyg, only for a few minutes. I'll use our
ambulance and the siren until I'm a block away. '

‘Catherine, | owe you so much, and | want to help yn any way | can, but | have to
know more than what you've told me. "'

There's a connection, isn't there? Havilland andé/&t Jacques. '

'l won't confirm that — | can't confirm it — becaushaven't spoken to Havilland. | did,
however, speak to another man, a man I've heartladbbut who used to be stationed
here -one hell of a brain — and he sounded as despas you did last night.

'l seemed that way to you last night?' said Staglesothing her grey-streaked hair. 'l
wasn't aware of it. '

'Hey, come on. Not in your words, maybe, but inwag you talked. The stridency was
just below the surface. You sounded like me whangave me the photographs. Believe
me, | can identify. '

‘Johnny, believe me. We may be dealing with somgthiither of us should get near,
something way up in the clouds on which we — | A'doave the knowledge to make a
proper decision. '



'l have to make a decision, Catherine. ' Nelsokddaup for the waiter. 'Where are those
goddamned drinks?'

I'm not panting. '

'l am. | owe you everything and | like you and blknyou wouldn't use the photographs
against me, which makes it all worse-'

'l gave you all there were, and we burned the mesmtogether.
'So my debt's real, don't you see that? Jesugjdheas what — twelve years old!
"You didn't know that. You were drugged. '

'My passport to oblivion. No secretary of stateniy future, only secretary of kiddie-porn.
One hell of a trip"

'It's over and you're being melodramatic. | jushtmgou to tell me if there's a connection
between Havilland and Marie St Jacques — whiclmktiiou can do. Why is that so
difficult? 1 will know what to do then. "'

'‘Because if | do, | have to tell Havilland thaold you. '
‘Then give me an hour. '
‘Why?'

'‘Because | do have several photographs in my waatite consulate,’ lied Catherine
Staples.

Nelson shot back in his chair, stunned. 'Oh, Galbrl't believe this!'

‘Try to understand, Johnny. We all play hardbaW/ramd then because it's in the best
interests of our employers — our individual cowedriif you like. Marie St Jacques was a
friend of mine — is a friend of mine — and her lokecame nothing in the eyes of self-
important men who ran a covert operation that tigine a holy damn about her and her
husband. They used them both and then tried téhiahh both! Let me tell you something,
Johnny. | detest your Central Intelligence Agenegt gour State Department's so-
grandly named Consular Operations. It's not they tie bastards, it's that they're such
stupid bastards. And if | sense that an operaidieing mounted, again using these two
people who've been through so much pain, | interfchtl out why and act accordingly.
There can be no more blank cheques with their liM@sexperienced and they're not and
I'm angry enough — no, furious enough — to demaussvars. '

'Oh, Christ-



The waiter arrived with their drinks, and as Staptmked up to signify thanks, her eyes
were drawn to a man by a telephone booth in theded outside corridor watching them.
She looked away.

'What's it going to be, Johnny?' she continuednfido or deny?'

'‘Confirmed,’ whispered Nelson, reaching for hisgla

‘The house in Victoria Peak?'

‘Yes. '

'Who was the man you spoke with, the one who had k&ationed here?’

'McAllister. Undersecretary of State McAllister. '

‘Good Lord?

There was excessive movement in the outside corr@therine shielded her eyes and
turned her head slightly, which widened her penipheision. A large man entered and
walked towards the telephone against the wall. @ exs only one man like him in all of
Hong Kong. It was Lin Wenzu, MI6, Special BranchieTAmericans had enlisted the

best, but it could be the worst for Marie and haesldand.

"You've done nothing wrong, Johnny," said Staplsgg from her chair. 'We'll talk
further, but right now I'm going to the ladies' oo

‘Catherine?'

'What?'

‘Hard ball?'

‘Very hard, my darling.

Staples walked past a shrinking Wenzu who turneaya®he went into the ladies' room,
waited several seconds then walked out with twemttomen and broke away,
continuing down the corridor and into the Monkeg&'s kitchen. Without saying a word
to the startled waiters and cooks, she found titeaed went outside. She ran up the alley
into Gloucester Road; she turned left, her strigielkgening until she found a phone booth.

Inserting a coin she dialled.

'Hello?'



'‘Marie, get out of the flat! My car's in a garagelack to your right as you leave the
building. It's called Ming's; the sign's in red.t@®ere as quickly as you can! I'll meet
you. Hurry

Catherine Staples hailed a taxi.

"The woman's name is Staples, Catherine StaplesRisaWenzu sharply into the phone
on the corridor wall of the Monkey Tree, raising kidice to be heard over the din. 'Insert
the consulate disk and search it through the coenpQuickly! | want her address and
make damn-damn sure it's current!" The muscleBeoftajor's jaw worked furiously as

he waited, listening. The answer was delivered,renssued another order. 'If one of our
team's vehicles is in the area, get on the radia@hhim to head over there. If not,
dispatch one immediately. ' Lin paused, againdistg. "The American woman,' he said
quietly into the phone. They're to watch for hésHe's spotted, close in and take her.
We're on our way. '

'Vehicle Five, respond? repeated the radio opergpaaking into a microphone, his hand
on a switch in the lower right-hand corner of tb@sole in front of him. The room was
white and without windows, the hum of the air cdiatiing low but constant, the whir of
the filtering system even quieter. On three wéilks¢ were banks of sophisticated radio
and computer equipment above spotless white caintade of the smoothest Formica.
There was an antiseptic quality about the roomginess was everywhere. It might have
been an electronics laboratory in a well-endowedioat centre, but it was not. It was
another kind of centre. The communications centid|6, Special Branch, Hong Kong.
'Vehicle Five responding? shouted an out-of-brgatbe over the speaker. 'l received
your signal, but | was a street away covering thai.TWe were right. Drugs. '

'‘Go on scrambler!" ordered the operator, throwirggswitch. There was a whistling

sound that stopped as abruptly as it had staied:re off the Thai,' continued the
radioman. 'You're nearest. Get over to Arbuthnadiohe Botanical Gardens entrance is
the quickest way. ' He gave the address of Cath&iaples's building and ended with a
final command. 'The American woman. Watch for Aeke her. '

‘Aiya,’ whispered the breathless agent from Sp&rahch.

Marie tried not to panic, imposing a control overdelf she did not feel. The situation
was ludicrous. It was also deadly serious. Shedsessed in Catherine's ill-fitting robe,
having taken a long hot bath and, far worse, hawiaghed her clothes in Staples's
kitchen sink. They were hanging over the plast@irshon Catherine's small balcony and
were still wet. It had seemed so natural, so ldgicavash away the heat and the dirt of
Hong Kong from herself as well as from the stralsgelothes. And the cheap sandals had
raised blisters on the soles of her feet; she hakeln an ugly one with a needle and
walking was difficult. But she dared not walk, dte to run.

What had happened? Catherine was not the sorredipé¢o issue peremptory commands.
Any more than she herself was, especially with BaRieople like Catherine avoided the



imperative approach because it only clouded analstthinking — and her friend Marie St
Jacques was a victim now, not to the degree that [Pavid was, but a victim
nevertheless. Move! How often had Jason said thAurich and Paris? So frequently she
still tensed at the word.

She dressed, the wet clothes clinging to her badg,rummaged through Catherine's
closet for a pair of slippers. They were uncomfolgebut softer than the sandals. She
could run; she had to run.

Her hair! Oh, Christ, the hair! She ran to the badim, where Catherine kept a porcelain
jar filled with hairpins and clasps. In second® sbcured her hair on the top of her head,
walked rapidly back into the flat's tiny living nog found her foolish hat, and jammed it
on.

The wait for the elevator was interminable! Accaglio the lighted numbers above the
panels, both elevators jogged between floors h@,7a neither venturing above to the
9th floor. Preceding residents going out for thereng had programmed the vertical
monsters, delaying her descent.

Avoid elevators whenever you can. They're trapsod@ourne. Zurich.
Marie looked up and down the hallway. She saw itieeciit staircase door and ran to it.

Out of breath, she lunged into the short lobby, posing herself as best she could to
deflect the glances directed at her by five ortehants, some entering, some leaving. She
did not count; she could barely see; she had togt

My car's in a garage a block to your right as yeave the building. It's called Ming's.
Was it to the right? Or was it left! Out on the paent she hesitated. Right or left!
‘Right" meant so many things, 'left' was more dme@he tried to think. What had
Catherine said! Right! She had to go right; it waes first thing that came to her mind.
She had to trust that.

Your first reflections are the best, the most aatjrbecause the impressions are stored
in your head, like information in a data bank. Thathat your head is. Jason Bourne.
Paris.

She started running. Her left slipper fell off; Stepped, stooping down to retrieve it.
Suddenly a car came careening around the gatbe &dtanical Gardens across the wide
street, and, like an angry heat-searching missitépped to its left and zeroed in on her.
The automobile swerved in a semicircle, screechsi spun in the road. A man leaped
out and raced towards her.
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There was nothing else to do. She was cornerqahdch Marie screamed, and screamed
again, and again, as the Chinese agent approdutielysteria mounting as the man
politely but firmly took her by the arm. She recagpd him -he was one of them, one of
the bureaucrats! Her screams reached a cresceaoiplePstopped and turned in the street.
Women gasped as startled, hesitant men steppédghaforward, others looking around
frantically for the police, several shouting foeth by name.

'Please, Mrs.? cried the Oriental, trying to keispvbice controlled. 'No harm will come
to you. Allow me to escort you to my vehicle. Ifag your own protection. '

'Help me!" shrieked Marie as the astonished twilgjlollers gathered into a crowd. 'This
man's a thief | He stole my purse, my money! Hgiag to take my jewellery!

'See here, chap!" shouted an elderly Englishmashlimg forward, raising his walking
stick. 'l've sent a lad for the police but untgyharrive, by God, I'll thrash you!

'Please, sir," insisted the man from Special Brayusbtly. This is a matter for the
authorities, and | am with the authorities. Pemmgt to show you my identification. '

'Easy, mater roared a voice with an Australian aicae a man rushed forward, gently
pushing the elderly Briton aside and lowering l@ee 'You're a grand fair dinkum, old
man, but don't half bother yourself! These punkkfoaa younger type. ' The strapping
Australian stood in front of the Chinese agent.ela&r hands off the lady, punk-head!
And I'd be goddamned quick about it if | were you.

'Please, sir, this is a serious misunderstandihg.lddy is in danger and she is wanted for
guestioning by the authorities. '

'l don't see you in no uniform!

'Permit me to show you my credentials. '

"That's what he said an hour ago when he attacleshi@arden Road!' shouted Marie
hysterically. 'People tried to help me then! Hel lie everyone! Then he stole my purse!
He's been following me!" Marie knew that none & things she kept screaming made

sense. She could only hope for confusion, sometiagJason had taught her to use.

I'm not saying it agyne, mate!" yelled the Austmlistepping forward. Tyke yer bloody
hands off the lady!"

'Please, sir. | cannot do that. Other officials @meheir way. '



'Oh, they are, are they? You punk-heads traveangg, do you? Well, you'll be a pitiful
sight for their eyes when they get here!" The Aalgtn grabbed the Oriental by the
shoulder, spinning him to his left. But as the rfram Special Branch spun, his right
foot — the toe of his leather shoe extended likaiepoint — whipped around, crashing
up into the Australian's abdomen. The good Sanmafitan down under doubled over,
falling to his knees.

Il ask you again not to interfere, sir!'

‘Do you now? You slope-eyed son of a bitch? Thfisr Australian lunged up, hurling

his body at the Oriental, his fists pounding thearfram Special Branch. The crowd
roared its approval, its collective voice filliniget street — and Marie's arm was free! Then
other sounds joined the melee. Sirens followedhbge racing automobiles, among them
an ambulance. All three swerved in their suddenstass tyres screeched and the vehicles
came to jolting stops.

Marie plunged through the crowd and reached theripavement; she started running
towards the red sign a half block away. The slippexd fallen off her feet; the swollen,
shredded blisters burned, sending shafts of paimeupegs.

She could not allow herself to think about paine 8ad to run, run, get away! Then the
booming voice surged over and through the noiséisarstreet, and she pictured a large
man roaring. It was the huge Chinese they calledvthjor.

'‘Mrs. Web, Mrs. Webb, | beg you! Stop! We mean potharm! You'll be told
everything! For God's sake, stop!

Told everything! thought Marie. Told lies and mdies! Suddenly people were rushing
towards her. What were they doing"! Why... Then theged past, mostly men, but not
all men, and she understood. There was a panieistteet -perhaps an accident,
mutilation, death. Let's go see. Let's watch! Feodistance mind you.

Opportunities will present themselves. Recognieerthact on them.

Marie suddenly whipped around, crouching, lungimgugh the still onrushing crowd to
the kerb, keeping her body as low as possibleramdback to where she had come so
close to recapture. She kept turning her headrntefiewatching, hoping. She saw him
through the racing bodies! The huge major ran ipeibte other direction; with him was
another man, another well-dressed man, anotheabarat.

The crowd was cautious, as the ghoulish are alwaysous, inching forward but not so
far as to get involved. What they saw was notdlatg to the Chinese onlookers or to
those who held the martial arts of the Orient irstival esteem. The lithe, strapping
Australian, his language magnificently obscene, ptaamelling three separate assailants
out of his personal boxing ring. Suddenly, to teeaishment of everyone, the Australian
picked up one of his fallen adversaries and lelaowtar as loud as the immense major's.



'Fer Christ's syke! Will you cryzies cut this ot@r not punk-heads, even | can tell that!
We were both snookered!

Marie ran across the wide street to the entrantleeoBotanical Gardens. She stood
under a tree by the gate with a direct line of sighMing's Parking Palace. The major
had passed the garage, pausing at several alleyhatyimtersected Arbuthnot Road,
sending his subordinate down several of them, eotigtlooking around for his support
troops. They were not to be had; Marie saw thahéself as the crowd dispersed. All
three were breathing hard and leaning againstrtiiiance, led there by the Australian.

A taxi drove up to Ming's. No one, at first, got ailnen the driver emerged. He walked
into the open garage and spoke to someone belglads booth. He bowed in thanks,
returned to the cab, and spoke to his passengetioGaly, his fare opened the door and
stepped onto the kerb. It was Catherine! She watked into the wide opening, far more
rapidly than the driver, and spoke into the glassthy, shaking her head, indicating that
she had been told what she did not want to hear.

Suddenly Wenzu appeared. He was retracing his,stbpously angered by the men
who were meant to be tracing his steps. He wastdabawoss the open garage; he would
see Catherine!

'Carlos!" screamed Marie, assuming the worst, kngutiwould tell her everything.
'Deltal

The major spun around, his eyes wide in shock. &ated into the Botanical Gardens;
it was the key Cain is for Delta and Carlos willkiked by Cain... or whatever the codes
were that had been spread through Paris! They weng David again! It wasn't a
probability any more, it was the reality! They —ithe United States government — was
sending her husband out to play the role that leadlly killed him, killed by his own
people! What kind of bastards were they?... Oryeosely, what kind of ends justified
the means supposedly sane men would use to react? th

Now more than ever she had to find David, find biefiore he took risks others should be
taking! He had given so much and now they askednfanre, demanded more in the
cruellest way possible. But to find him she hadetach Catherine, who was no more than
a hundred yards away. She had to draw out the eaanhget back across the street
without the enemy seeing her. Jason, what can | do!

She hid behind a cluster of bushes, inching fartisde as the major ran through the
Garden's gates. The immense Oriental stopped akddoaround with his squinting,
penetrating gaze, then turned and shouted for arduate, who had apparently emerged
from an alley on Arbuthnot Road. The second mandiffidulty getting across the street;
the traffic was heavier and slower due to the @batly ambulance and two additional
vehicles blocking the normal flow near the entratocthe gardens. The major suddenly
grew furious as he saw and understood the reasotisef growing traffic.



'Get those fools to move the cars!' he roared. 'ger@ them over here... No! Send one to
the gates on Albany Road. The rest of you come hao&! Hurry

The early evening strollers became more numeroes. lbsened the ties they had worn
all day at their offices, while women carried higéeled shoes in casual bags,
supplanting them with sandals. Wives wheeling bedoyiages were joined by husbands;
lovers embraced and walked arm in arm among the ofwexploding flowers. The
laughter of racing children peeled across the gerdend the major held his place by the
entrance gate. Marie swallowed, the panic in hewgrg. The ambulance and the two
cars were being moved; the traffic began to flownmely.

A crash! Near the ambulance an impatient driverfaatimed the car in front of him. The
major could not help himself; the proximity of taecident so close to his official vehicle
forced him to move forward, obviously to ascertaimether or not his men were involved.
Opportunities will present themselves... use thdow!

Marie raced around the far end of the bushes,dashed across the grass to join a
foursome on the gravel path that led out of thed&as. She glanced to her right, afraid
of what she might see but knowing she had to krtsv.worst thoughts were borne out;
the huge major had sensed — or seen — the figlaevoiman running behind him. He
paused for a moment, uncertain, unsure, then bnoé&e rapid stride towards the gate.

A horn blew — four short, quick blasts. It was Gathe, waving at her through the open
window of a small Japanese car as Marie racedhatstreet.

'Get in!" shouted Staples.

'He saw me!'

‘Hurry?

Marie jumped into the front seat, as Catherine gdrthe small car and swerved out of
line, half on the pavement, then swung back witheak in the accelerating traffic. She
turned into a side street and drove swiftly dowto iin intersection where there was a
sign with a red arrow pointing right. Central. Busss District. Staples turned right.
‘Catherine!' shouted Marie. 'He saw me!'

'Worse,' said Staples. 'He saw the car. '

‘A two door green Mitsubishi!" shouted Wenzu inis fandheld radio. 'The licence
number is AOR-five, three, five, zero — the zeralddoe a six, but | don't think so. It

doesn't matter, the first three letters will bewyio | want it flashed on all points,
emergency status using the police telephone bariesdriver and the passenger are to



be taken into custody and there are to be no ceatiens with either party. Itis a
Government House matter and no explanations wifjiben. Get on this! Now!

Staples turned into a parking garage on Ice HousetS The newly-lighted bright red
sign of the Mandarin could be seen barely a blockya 'We'll rent a car,' said Catherine
as she accepted her ticket from the man in thehbdnow several head-boys at the
hotel. '

"We park? You park?' The grinning attendant obsiphoped for the former.

"You park,' replied Staples, withdrawing severahgi&ong dollars from her purse. 'Let's
go," she said, turning to Marie. 'And stay on nghtj in the shadows, close to the
buildings. How are your feet?"

'I'd rather not say. '

‘Then don't. There's no time to do anything ablett now. Bear up, old girl. '
‘Catherine, stop sounding like C. Aubrey Smithragd"

'Who's that?'

'Forget it. | like old movies. Let's go. '

Marie hobbling, the two women walked down the gttee side entrance of the
Mandarin. They climbed the hotel steps and wentl@sThere's a ladies room to the
right, past the line of shops,' said Catherine.

'l see the sign. "

'‘Wait there. I'll be with you as soon as | can makangements. '

'Is there a drug store here?'

'l don't want you walking around. There'll be dgst@nns out everywhere. '

'l understand that, but can you walk around? Jbét a

'Bad time of the month?'

Wo, my feet! Vaseline, skin lotion, sandals — nat, sandals. Rubber thongs, perhaps,
and peroxide. '

'I'l do what | can, but time is everything. '

'It's been that way for the past year. A terriigatimill. Will it stop, Catherine?’



'I'm doing my damnedest to see to it. You're anftiand a countryman, my dear. And I'm
a very angry woman — and speaking of such — howymemen did you encounter in the
hallowed halls of the CIA or its bumbling countentpat the State Department, Consular

Operations?'

Marie blinked, trying to remember. 'None, actually.

There was a woman in Paris-'

‘There's always is, dear. Go to the ladies' room. '

'An automobile is a hindrance in Hong Kong,' saidnau, looking at the clock on the
wall of his office in the headquarters of MI6, Sié8ranch. It read 6:34. Therefore we
must assume she intends driving Webb's wife sostamtie, hiding her, and will not risk
taxi records. Our eight o'clock deadline has bestinded, the chase now takes its place.
We must intercept her. Is there anything we hawemisidered?'

'Putting the Australian in jail,’ suggested thersheell-dressed subordinate firmly. 'We
suffered casualties in the Walled City, but hisevampublic embarrassment. We know
where he's staying. We can pick him up. '

'On what charge?'

'‘Obstruction. '

‘To what end?"

The subordinate shrugged — angrily. 'Satisfactioat's all. '

‘You've just answered your own question. Your pridieconsequential. Stick to the
woman — the women. '

"You're right, of course. '

'Every garage, the car hire agencies here on fdn@disind in Kowloon, they've all been
contacted by the police, correct?"

'Yes, sir. But | must point out that the Staplesnaa could easily call upon one of her
friends — her Canadian friends — and she would hasar we could not track. '

'We operate on what we can control, not what wé.daasides, from what | knew before
and what | have subsequently learned about Fofégwice Officer Staples, | would say
she's acting alone, certainly not with official saon. She won't involve anyone else for
the time being. '



'How can you be sure?'
Wenzu looked at his subordinate; he had to chomsedrds carefully. 'Just a guess. '
"Your guesses have a reputation for accuracy. '

'‘An inflated judgement. Common sense is my alljhe telephone rang. The major's
hand shot out . 'Yes?'

'Police Central Four,' droned a male voice.
'We appreciate your co-operation Central Four. '

‘A Ming's Parking Palace responded to our inquitye Mitsubishi AOR has a space
there leased on a monthly basis. The owner's nai@@aples. Catherine Staples, a
Canadian. The car was taken out roughly thirty-fivautes ago. '

"You've been most helpful, Central Four," said Oihank you. ' He hung up and looked at
his anxious subordinate. 'We now have three newepief information. The first is that
the inquiry we sent out through the police wasrdtdly sent out. The second is that at
least one garage wrote down the information, andlyh Mrs. Staples leases her parking
space by the month. '

'It's a start, sir. '

There are three major, and perhaps a dozen mindiresagencies, not counting the
hotels, which we've covered separately. Those areageable statistics, but, of course,
the garages are not. '

'Why not?' questioned the subordinate. 'At mostetlaee, perhaps, a hundred. Who wants
to build a garage in Hong Kong when he could h@udezen shops — businesses? At

maximum, the police telephone banks have twentlitty operators. They can call them
all.’

'It's not the numbers, old friend. It's the memyadif the employees, for the jobs are not
enviable. Those who can write are too lazy or tostite to bother, and those who can't,
flee from any association with the police. '

'‘One garage responded. '

'A true Cantonese. It was the owner. "'

The owner should be told!" cried the parking boghmill Chinese to the booth attendant
at the garage on Ice House Street.

Why?'



'l explained it to you! | wrote it down for you-'

'‘Because you go to school and write somewhat bibider | do does not make you boss-
boss here. '

"You cannot write at all! You were shit-shit afradbu called for me when the man on
the telephone said it was a police emergency. Yiterates always run from the police.
That was the car, the green Mitsubishi | parkedevel Two! If you won't call the
police, you must call the owner. '

There are things they don't teach you in schoogfviith small organ.

They teach us not to go against the police. lai joss. '

'l will call the police — or better you may be thkeero.

'‘Good!'

‘After the two women return and | have a short taith the driver. '

'‘What?'

'She thought she was giving me — us — two dollassjt was eleven. One of the bills was
a ten-dollar note. She was very nervous, very ujet is frightened. She did not watch
her money. '

'You said it was two dollars!"

'‘And now I'm being honest. Would | be honest witlu yf | did not have both our
interests in my heart?"

'In what way?'

'l will tell this rich, frightened American — shpake American — that you and | have not
called back the police on her behalf. She will reluas on the spot — very, very
generously — for she will understand that she nwyetrieve her car without doing so.
You may watch me from inside the garage by thera#lephone. After she pays | will
send another boy for her car, which he will haweagitrouble finding for | will give him
the wrong location, and you will call the policénél'police will arrive, we will have done
our heavenly duty, and had a night of money like &her nights in this miserable job. '

The parking boy squinted, shaking his head. "Yaugyet,' he said. They don't teach such
things in school. And | suppose | do not have aaho



'Oh, but you do," said the attendant, pulling ayl&nife from his belt . "You can say no,
and | will cut out your talk-talk tongue. '

Catherine approached the concierge's desk in thmelddan lobby, annoyed that she did
not know either of the two clerks behind the courfsne needed a favour quickly, and in
Hong Kong that meant dealing with a person one kigwen to her relief she spotted the
evening shift's Number 1 concierge. He was in tigdha of the lobby trying to mollify

an excited guest. She moved to the right and wgdieping to catch Lee Teng's eye. She
had cultivated Teng, sending numerous Canadiahsritavhen problems of convenience
had seemed insurmountable. He had always beerhpadsomely.

'Yes, may | be of help, Mrs.?" said the young Céenelerk moving in front of Staples.
'I'll wait for Mr Teng, if you please. '

'Mr Teng is very busy, Mrs.. A very bad time for Meng. You are a guest of the
Mandarin, Mrs.?'

'I'm a resident of the territory and an old friesfdMr

Teng. Where possible | bring my business here saésk gets the credit. '

'Ohh... The clerk responded to Catherine's nondbstatus. He leaned forward, speaking
confidentially. 'Lee Teng has terrible joss tonighte lady goes to the grand ball at
Government House but her clothes go to Bangkok.n@lst think Mr Teng has wings
under his jacket and jet engines in his armpits?ye

'An interesting concept. The lady just flew in?’

'Yes, Mrs.. But she had many pieces of luggage.dghaot miss the one she misses now.
She blames first her husband and now Lee Teng. '

‘Where's her husband?'

'In the bar. He offered to take the next planeandkok but his kindness only made his
wife angrier. He will not leave the bar, and hel wdt get to Government House in a way
that will make him pleased with himself in the miogh Bad joss all around... Perhaps |
can be of assistance to you while Mr Teng doebéss to calm everybody. '

'l want to rent a car and | need one as fast acgowget it for me. '

'Aiya," said the clerk. 'It is seven o'clock agimiand the rental offices do little leasing in
the evening hours. Most are closed. '

I'm sure there are exceptions. '



'Perhaps a hotel car with a chauffeur?’

'Only if there's nothing else available. As | men#d, I'm not a guest here and, frankly,
I'm not made of money. '

"Who among us"?' asked the clerk enigmaticallg. the good Christian Book says —
somewhere, I think. '

'Sounds right,’ agreed Staples. 'Please, get gohitvee and do your best. '

The young man reached beneath the counter andipautea plastic bound list of car
rental agencies. He went to a telephone severalddes right, picked it up and started
dialling. Catherine looked over at Lee Teng; he $iaeéred his irate lady to the wall by a
miniature palm in an obvious attempt to keep hemfalarming the other guests who sat
around the ornate lobby greeting friends and ondecocktails. He was speaking rapidly,
softly, and, by God, thought Staples, he was algtgelting her attention. Whatever her
legitimate complaints, mused Catherine, the womas an ass. She wore a chinchilla
stole in just about the worst climate on earthsiach delicate fur. Not that she, Foreign
Service Officer Staples, ever had the problem ohsudecision. She might have if she
had chucked the FSO status and stuck with OwerleStaphe son of a bitch owned at
least four banks in Toronto now. Not a bad so#llyeand to add to her sense of guilt,
Owen had never remarried. Not fair, Owen! She ladacross him three years ago, after
her stint in Europe, while attending a British-arg&d conference in Toronto. They had
had drinks at the Mayfair Club in the King Edwardtel, not so unlike the Mandarin,
actually.

'‘Come on, Owen. Your looks, your money — and yaditha looks before your money —
why not? There are a thousand beautiful girls withfive-block radius who'd grab you. '

'‘Once was enough, Cathy. You taught me that. '

'l don't know, but you make me feel — oh, | donbw -somehow so guilty. | left you,
Owen, but not because | wasn't fond of you. '

"Fond" of me?'

You know what | mean. '

'Yes, | think so. ' Owen had laughed. 'You leftfimeall the right reasons, and | accepted
your leaving without animus for likeminded reasdhyou had waited five minutes
longer, | think | would have thrown you out. I'diggghe rent that month.'

'You bastard!'

‘Not at all, neither of us. You had your ambiti@msl | had mine. They simply weren't
compatible.



'‘But that doesn't explain why you never remarried.
'l just told you. You taught me, my dear. '
Taught you what? That all ambitions were incompatib

'‘Where they existed in our extremes, yes. Youldeayned that | wasn't interested on
any permanent basis in anyone who didn't have Whagipose you'd call a passionate
"drive", or an overriding ambition, but | couldhite with such a person day in and day
out. And those without ambition left something wagtin our relationships. No
permanency there. '

'‘But what about a family? Children?"

'l have two children,” Owen had said quietly. 'Gfamn I'm immensely fond. | love them
very much, and their very ambitious mothers hawnlerribly kind. Even their
subsequent respective husbands have been undangtanthile they were growing up, |
saw my children constantly. So, in a sense, | hegktfamilies. Quite civilized, if
frequently confusing. '

"You! The paragon of the community, the bankeaisiker. ' The man they said took a
shower in a Dickens nightshirt! A deacon of therchil

'l gave that up when you left. At any rate, it veasaply statecraft on my part. You
practise it every day. '

'‘Owen, you never told me. '

"You never asked, Cathy. You had your ambitionsldrat mine. But I will tell you my
one regret, if you want to hear it. '

'do."’

'I'm genuinely sorry that we never had a child tbge Judging by the two | have, he or
she would have been quite marvellous. '

"You bastard, I'm going to cry. '

'Please don't. Let's be honest, neither of us inasegyrets. '

Catherine's reverie was suddenly interrupted. Téwk turched back from the telephone,
his hands triumphantly on the counter. "You havedgoss, Mrs.!" he cried. 'The

dispatcher at the Apex agency on Bonham Strandvizesstill there and he has cars
available but nobody to drive one here. '



"'l take a taxi. Write out the address. ' Staptedked around for the hotel drug store.
There were too many people in the lobby, too musifusion. ‘Where can | buy some -
skin lotion or Vaseline; sandals or thongs?' slke@sturning to the clerk.

There is a newspaper stand down the hallway toghe Mrs.. They have many of the
items you describe. But, may | please have morgeypa must present a receipt to the
dispatcher. It is one thousand dollars, Hong Kavitgatever remains to be returned or

additional monies to be added-'

'I don't have that much on me. I'll have to usaralc
'So much the better. '

Catherine opened her purse and pulled out a araditfrom an inside pocket . 'T'll be
right back,' she said, placing it on the counteshasstarted for the hallway on the right.
For no reason in particular, she glanced over atTeng and his distraught lady. To her
brief amusement, the overdressed woman in thestodlir was nodding appreciatively as
Teng pointed to the line of overpriced shops reddieclimbing a staircase above the
lobby. Lee Teng was a true diplomat. Without questhe had explained to the
overwrought guest that she had an option that woatt serve her needs and her nerves
and hit her errant husband in his financial solarys. This was Hong Kong, and she
could purchase the best and the most glittering fana price everything would be ready
in time for the grand ball at Government Houseplescontinued towards the hallway.

Catherine? The name was so sharply spoken Staples fPlease, Mrs. Catherine?
Rigid, Staples turned. It was Lee Teng, who haddmaaway from his outraged, now
mollified, guest . 'What is it?' she asked, frigieté as the middle-aged Teng approached,
his face lined with concern, sweat evident on hisling skull.

'l saw you only moments ago. | had a problem. '

'l know all about it.

'So do you, Catherine. "'

'l beg your pardon?'

Teng glanced at the counter, oddly enough noteaytlung man who had helped her but
at the other clerk who was at the opposite entdetiesk. The man was by himself, with
no guests in front of him, but he was looking atdssociate. 'Damn bad joss!" exclaimed

Teng under his breath.

'What are you talking about?' asked Staples.



'‘Come over here,' said the Number 1 conciergeeohight shift as he pulled Catherine to
the side, away from the sight of the counter. Helned into his pocket and removed a
perforated half page of paper on which there wesnaputer print-out . 'Four copies of
this were sent down from upstairs. | managed taiolibhree but the fourth is under the
counter. '

Emergency. Government control. A Canadian womathbyhame of Mrs. Catherine
Staples may attempt to lease an automobile folopataise. She is fifty-seven years of
age, with partially grey hair, of medium height andlender figure. Delay all
proceedings and contact Police Central Four.

Wenzu had drawn a conclusion based on an obsemy#tiought Catherine, along with
the knowledge that anyone who willingly drove aicalHong Kong was either crazy or
had a peculiar reason for doing so. He was covéiimtpases quickly and completely.
The young man just got me a car over in Bonhamm8tEzast. He obviously hasn't read
this.

'He found you a rental at this hour?’
'He's writing up the credit charge now. Do you khine'll see this?'

It is not him that | worry about. He is in traigiand | can tell him anything and he will
accept what | say. The other one not so; he wapt®mbadly. Wait here. Stay out of
sight.’

Teng walked to the counter as the clerk was ankidasking around, the layered credit
card slips in his hand. Lee Teng took the chargdspait them in his pocket. That won't
be necessary," he said. 'Our customer has chaegeximd. She found a friend in the
lobby who will drive her.

'Oh? Then | should tell our associate not to botAerthe amount is over the limit, he is
clearing it for me. | am still somewhat unsure aedffered-'

Teng waved him shut as he crossed to the secoridarighe telephone at the other end
of the counter. "You may give me the card and fotlye call. There are too many
distressed ladies tonight for me! This one hasdoather means of transportation. '

‘Certainly, Mr Teng,' said the second clerk obsegsiy. He handed over the credit card,
apologized quickly to the operator on the line hndg up the telephone.

‘A bad night. ' Teng shrugged, turning, and headiagk into the crowded lobby-lounge.
He approached Catherine, pulling out his billfodche did so. 'If you are short of money,
| will cover it. Don't use this. '

'I'm not short at home or at the bank, but | doafty so much with me. It's one of the
unwritten rules. '



'One of the better ones,’' said Teng, nodding.

Staples took the bills in Teng's hand and lookedtiupe Chinese. ‘Do you want an
explanation? she asked.

'It's not required, Catherine. Whatever Centralr/says, | know you are a good person,
and if you are not and you run away and | nevemsgenoney again, | am still many
thousands, Hong Kong, to the better.

'l shan't run anywhere, Teng. '

"You will not walk, either. One of the chauffeunses me a good turn, and he's in the
garage now. He will drive you to your car in Bonh&tmand. Come, I'll take you down
there.'

‘There's someone else with me. I'm taking her bhtomg Kong. She's in the ladies'
room.'

'l wait in the hallway. Do hurry. '

'‘Sometimes | think the time passes more quicklynwiie are flooded with problems;’
said the second, somewhat older clerk to his yauag®ociate-in-training as he removed
the half-page computer print-out from beneath thenter and unobtrusively shoved it
into his pocket.

'If you are right, Mr Teng has barely experienaéiéén minutes since we came on duty
two hours ago. He's very good, isn't he?'

'His lack of head hair helps him. People look upon as having wisdom even when he
has no wise words to offer. '

'Still, he has a way with people. | wish to be venych like him one day. '

'Lose some hair,’ said the "second clerk. 'In teamtime, since there is no one bothering
us, | have to go to the toilet. By the way, justase | ever need to know a rental agency
open at this hour, it was the Apex on Bonham Stiaast, wasn't it?

'Oh, yes. '

That was very diligent of you. '

'l simply went by the list. It was near the end. '

'‘Some of us would have stopped before then. Yotioabe commended. '



You are too kind to an unworthy trainee. '

'l want only the best for you,' said the older kleAlways remember that. '

The older man left the counter. He cautiously weadt the potted palms until he saw Lee
Teng. The night concierge was standing at thedbtte hallway to the right; it was
enough. He was waiting for the woman. The clerkédrquickly and walked up the
staircase to the line of shops with less dignigntivas proper. He was in a— hurry and
entered the first boutique at the top of the steps.

'Hotel business,' he said to the bored saleswom&e grabbed the phone off the wall
behind a glass counter of glistening precious stoHe dialled.

'Police Central Four. '

"Your directive, sir, regarding the Canadian womdrs. Staples-'
'Do you have information?"

'l believe so, sir, but it is somewhat embarrasgangne to relay it.
'Why is that? This is an emergency, a governmetttiema

'Please understand, Officer, | am only a minor exyg, and it is quite possible the night
concierge did not recall your directive. He is aMeusy man. '

'What are you trying to say?'

'‘Well, Officer — sir — the woman | overheard askiogthe concierge bore a striking
resemblance to the description in the governmeattve. But it would be most
embarrassing for me if it was learned that | cajled. '

"You will be protected. You may remain anonymousaiMs the information?'

‘Well, sir, | overheard... ' With cautious, ambafal words the 1st assistant clerk did his
best for himself and consequently the worst forshigerior, Lee Teng. His final
statements, however, were concise and without egation. 'It is the Apex Car Rental
Agency in Bonham Strand East. | suggest you hwsrste is on her way there now. '

The early evening traffic was less dense thanubk hour, but still formidable. It was
the reason why Catherine and Marie looked uneasigach other in the back seat of the
Mandarin's limousine as the chauffeur, rather #aselerating into the sudden wide
space in front of him, swung the enormous autonedbtio an empty section of the kerb
in Bonham Strand East. There was no sign of alragtncy on either side of the street.

'Why are we stopping?' asked Staples sharply.



'Mr Teng's instructions, Mrs.," answered the chawfturning around in the seat . 'l will
lock the car with the alarm on. No one will botgeu as the lights flash beneath all four
door handles.

‘That's very comforting but I'd like to know whyyce not taking us to the car.'

'l will bring the car to you, Mrs.. '

'l beg your pardon?'

'Mr. Teng's instructions. ' He was very firm andisienaking the proper phone call to the
Apex garage. It is in the next block, Mrs.. | shlback presently. ' The chauffeur
removed his hat and his jacket, placed both orsdla¢, switched on the alarm and
climbed out.

'What do you make of it?' asked Marie, raisinglagrover her knee and holding tissues
she had taken from the ladies' room against theflaer right foot . 'Do you trust this
Teng?'

'Yes, | do,' replied Catherine, her expression lwmsed. 'l can't understand it. He's
obviously being extra cautious — but there areaepisks for himself — and | don't know
why. As | told you back at the Mandarin that congpizied missive about me said
"Government control”. Those two words are not taligintly in Hong Kong. What in the
world is he doing? And why?'

'‘Obviously, | can't answer you,' said Marie. 'Beah make an observation. '

'‘What is it?"

'l saw the way he looked at you. I'm not sure yiolu 'd

‘What?

''d say he's very fond of you. '

'Fond... of me?'

'It's one way to put it. There are stronger waysoaoirse. '

Staples turned away and looked out the window. dhGod," she whispered.

'What's the matter?'

‘A little while ago, back at the Mandarin, and feasons too unreasonable to analyse — it
started with a foolish woman in a chinchilla stelethought about Owen.’



'‘Owen?
'‘My former husband. '
'‘Owen Staples? The banker, Owen Staples?

‘That's my name and that's my boy — was my bothdse days one stayed with the
acquired name. '

"You never told me your husband was Owen Staples. '

'"You never asked me, my dear. '

'You're not making sense, Catherine. '

'l suppose not," agreed Staples, shaking her H&aid. was thinking about the time Owen
and | met a couple of years ago in Toronto. Wedratks at the Mayfair Club and |
learned things about him | never would have betidvefore. | was genuinely happy for
him despite the fact that the bastard nearly maglemn '

‘Catherine, for heaven's sake what's that got twittoright now?'

'It's got to do with Teng. We also had drinks onergng, not at the Mandarin, of course,
but at a cafe on the waterfront in Kowloon. He sawlouldn't be good joss for me to be
seen with him here on the island. '

'Why not?

That's what | said. You see, he was protectinglmae just as he's protecting me now.
And I may have misunderstood him. | assumed hesivagly looking after an additional
source of income but | may have been terribly wrong

'In what way?'

'He said a strange thing that night. He said h&edghings were different, that the
differences between people were not so obvioudlargk differences not so disturbing to
other people. Of course, | accepted his banabkitses rather amateurish attempt at... at

statecraft, as my former husband phrased it. Perihams something else. '

Marie laughed quietly, as their eyes locked. 'Ddaar Catherine. The man's in love with
you. '

'Christ in Calgary, | don't need this!



Wenzu sat in the front seat of MI6 Vehicle Two, paient gaze on the entrance of the
Apex agency on Bonham Strand East. Everything wasder; both women would be in
his custody within a matter of minutes. One ofrhen had gone inside and spoken to the
dispatcher. The agent had proffered his governidentification and was shown the
evening's records by the frightened employee. T$@atcher, indeed, had a reservation
for a Mrs. Catherine Staples but it had been céedtdhe car in question assigned to
another name, the name of a chauffeur from thd.hnel since Mrs. Catherine Staples
was no longer leasing a car, the dispatcher samgamon to call Police Control Four.
What was there to say? And no, certainly not, @ @se could pick up the car as it was
reserved by the Mandarin.

Everything was in order, thought Wenzu. Victorial&ould feel an enormous sweep of
relief the moment he reached the sterile house igtimews. The major knew the exact
words he would say. The women are taken — the wasiaken. '

Across the street a man in shirtsleeves enteredgéecy door. He appeared hesitant to
Lin and there was something... A taxi suddenly dropg and the major bolted forward,
reaching for the door handle — the hesitant manfargetten.

'Be alert, lads," said Lin into the microphone @it to the dashboard radio. 'We must be
as quick and as unobtrusive as possible. No ArlmitRoad can be tolerated here. And
no weapons, of course. Ready, now!

But there was nothing to be ready for; the taxvdraway without disgorging anyone.

'Vehicle Three' said the major curtly. '‘Get thaefise number and call the cab company!
| want them in radio contact. Find out exactly wthegir taxi was doing here!

Better yet, follow it and do as | tell you. It cdube the women. '

'l believe there was only a man in the back séatsaid the driver.

They could have ducked below the seat! Damned éyesan, you say?'

‘Yes, sir. '

'l smell a rotten squid. '

'Why, Major?"

'If I knew, the stench would not be so strong. '

The waiting continued and the immense Lin begaperspire. The dying sun cast both a

blinding orange light through the windshield anakets of dark shadows along Bonham
Strand East.



'It's too long,' whispered the major to himself.

Static erupted from the radio. "We have the refsorh the cab company, sir. '

‘Go on!’

The taxi in question is trying to find an importuse on Bonham Strand East, but the

driver told his fare that the address must be onhAam Strand West. Apparently, his
passenger is very angry. He got out and threw morteythe window only moments ago.

'‘Break away and return here,’ ordered Lin, as hehea the garage doors opening across
the street at the Apex agency. A car emerged,rgnreift, driven by the shirtsleeved man.

The sweat now rolled down the major's face. Somgthias not in order; another order
was being superimposed. What was it that bothera@ hat was it?

'Him' shouted Lin to his startled driver.
'Sir?'

‘A wrinkled white shirt, but trousers creased lgteel. A uniform! A chauffeur! Swing
around! Follow him!

The driver held his hand on the horn, breakinditieeof traffic as he made a U-turn
while the major issued instructions to the back:apdering one to stay at the Apex
agency, the others to take up the new chase.

‘Aiya!' screamed the driver, jamming on his bralseseeching to a stop as a huge brown
limousine roared out of a side street blockingrtiagy. Only the slightest contact had
been made, the government car barely touchingefhedar door of the large automobile.

'Feng zi!" yelled the limousine's chauffeur, callinin's driver a crazy dog as he jumped
out of his sedan to see if any damage had been done

'La/7 Lair shrieked the major's driver, leaping,saady for combat.

'Stop it!" roared Wenzu. 'Just get him out of here!

It is he who does not move, sir!

Tell him he must do so! Show him your identificatio

All traffic came to a stop; horns blared, peopleans and in the streets yelled angrily.

The major closed his eyes and shook his head str&tion. There was nothing he could
do but get out of the car.



As another did from the limousine. A middle-agedr@éke with a balding head. 'l gather
we have a problem,' said Lee Teng.

'l know you!" shouted Lin. The Mandarin!

'Many who have the taste to frequent our fine hik@lw me, sir. I'm afraid | cannot
reciprocate. Have you been a guest, sir?'

'What are you doing here?'

It is a confidential errand for a gentleman atMendarin, and | have no intention of
saying anything further. '

'‘Damn-damn! A government directive was sent ou€axadian woman named Staples!
One of your people called us!

'l have no idea what you're talking about. Forlést hour | have been trying to solve a
problem for a guest who's attending the ball at€toment House tonight. I'd be happy
to furnish you with her name — if your position waants it. '

'My position warrants it! | repeat! Why have yoogbed us?'

'l believe it was your man who sped across the gingright. '

‘Not sol' screamed Wenzu's driver.

Then it is a matter for the courts,’ said Lee Tédgy we proceed?’

‘Not yet?' replied the major, approaching the Mam&anight concierge. 'l repeat again.

A government directive was received at your hadtedtated clearly that a woman named
Staples might try to lease a car and you weregortéhe attempt to Police Central Four.

Then | repeat, sir. | have not been near my deswéil over an hour, nor have | seen

any such directive as you describe. However, iogeration with your unseen
credentials, | will tell you that all car rentafrangements would have to be made through
my First Assistant, a man, quite frankly, | havarfd quite compromising in many areas.

'‘But you are here?

'How many guests at the Mandarin have late busineBenham Strand East, sir? Accept
the coincidence. '

Your eyes smile at me, Zhongguo ren. '



'Without laughter, sir. | will proceed. The damageninor. '

'l don't give a damn if you and your people havst&y there all night,’ said Ambassador
Havilland. 'It's the only crack we've got. The wapu've described it she'll return the car
and then pick up her own. Goddamn it, there's a@ian-American strategy conference
at four o'clock tomorrow afternoon. She has to &ekbStay with it! Stay with all the
posts! Just bring her in to me!'

'She will claim harassment. We will be breaking ldnes of international diplomacy. '

Then break them! Just get her here, in Cleopataajset, if you have to! | haven't any
time to waste — not a minute!

Held firmly in check by two agents, a furious Cathe Staples was led into the room in
the house on Victoria Peak.

Wenzu had opened the door; he now closed it aseStéared Ambassador Raymond
Havilland and Undersecretary of State Edward Mc#gli. It was 11:35 in the morning,
the sun streaming through the large bay windowloekmg the garden.

"You've gone too far, Havilland,' said Catheringy, throaty voice ice-like in its flat
delivery.

'l haven't gone far enough where you're conceriesl, Staples. You actively
compromised a member of the American legation. &ogaged in extortion to the grave
disservice of my government. '

"You can't prove that because there's no evidencphotographs-'

'l don't have to prove it. At precisely seven akltast night the young man drove up
here and told us everything. A sordid little chapign't it?'

'Damn fool! He's blameless, but you're not! Ancteigou bring up the word "sordid",
there's nothing he's done that could match the diltyour own actions. * Without missing
a verbal beat, Catherine looked at the undersegretatate. 'l presume this is the liar
called McAllister. '

‘"You're very trying,' said the undersecretary.

'‘And you're an unprincipled lackey who does anothan's dirty work. | heard it all and
it's all disgusting! But every thread was wovertdftes snapped her head towards
Havilland, 'by an expert. Who gave you the righplay God! Any of you? Do you know
what you've done to those two people out thereyddoknow what you've asked of
them?'



'We know,' said the ambassador simply. 'l know. '

'She knows, too, in spite of the fact that | didir@ve the heart to give her the final
confirmation. You, McAllister! When | learned it wgou up here, | wasn't sure she
could handle it. Not at the moment. But | intendeib her. You and your lies! A taipan's
wife murdered in Macao — oh, the symmetry of it @that an excuse to take another
man's wife! Lies. | have my sources and it nev@peaed. Well, get this straight. I'm
bringing her in to the consulate under the fulltpation of my government. And if | were
you, Havilland,

I'd be damned careful about throwing around allaljegalities. You and your
goddamned people have lied to and manipulated adiam citizen into a life-threatening
operation — whatever the hell it is this time. Yaumrogance is simply beyond belief | But
| assure you it's coming to a stop. Whether my guwent likes it or not I'm going to
expose you, all of you! You're no better than taeblarians in the KGB. Well, the
American juggernaut of covert operations is gomfge¢ handed a bloody setback! I'm
sick of you, the world is sick of you!'

'My dear woman!' shouted-the ambassador, losintptesestiges of control in his
sudden anger. '‘Make all the threats you like, loutwill hear me out! And if after you've
heard what | have to say you wish to declare wauw,go right ahead. As the song says,
my days are dwindling down, but not millions of ets! I'd like to do what I can to
prolong those other lives. But you may disagreajesdare your war, dear lady! And, by
Christ, you live with the consequences!

19

Leaning forward in the chair, Bourne snapped tiggér housing out of its recess and
checked the weapon's bore under the light of ttmrflamp above him. It was a repetitive,
pointless exercise; the bore was spotless. Dunheagast four hours he had cleaned
d'Anjou's gun three times, dismantling it threeginand each time oiling each
mechanism until each part of the dark metal glisteThe process occupied his time. He
had studied d'Anjou’s arsenal of weapons and exgi®sbut since most of the equipment
was in sealed boxes, conceivably tripped agaimst, the let them be and concentrated on
the single gun. There was only so much pacing on&alo in the Frenchman's flat on
the Rua das Lorchas overlooking Macao's Portoibreer or Inner Harbour — and they
had agreed he was not to go outside in dayligbtdén he was as safe as he could be
anywhere in Macao. D'Anjou, who changed resideate&sll and whim, had rented the
waterfront apartment less than two weeks befoiagusfalse name and a lawyer he had
never met, who in turn employed a'rentor' to signlease which the attorney sent by
messenger to his unknown client by way of the ctwank at the crowded Floating
Casino. Such were the ways of Philippe d'Anjouyiery Echo of Medusa.



Jason reassembled the weapon, depressed theishi#snagazine and cracked it up
through the handle. He got out of the chair andkealo the window, the gun in his hand.

Across the expanse of water was the People's Repsblaccessible for anyone who
knew the procedures arising from simple human grékdre was nothing new under the
sun since the time of the pharaohs where bordems egncerned. They were erected to
be crossed one way or another.

He looked at his watch. It was close to five o'kldbe afternoon sun was descending.
D'Anjou had called him from Hong Kong at noon. Hrenchman had gone to the
Peninsula with Bourne's room key, packed his sséagithout checking out, and was
taking the one o'clock jetfoil back to Macao. Whesas he? The trip took barely an hour,
and from the Macao pier to the Rua das Lorchasnwasore than ten minutes by cab.
But then predictability was not Echo's strong suit.

Fragments of the Medusa memories came back to Jagmered by the presence of
d'Anjou. Although painful and frightening, certampressions provided a certain
comfort, again thanks to the Frenchman. Not onlg @/Anjou a consummate liar when
it counted most and an opportunist of the firskrdout he was extraordinarily
resourceful. Above all, the Frenchman was a pragim&te had proved that in Paris and
those memories were clear. If he was delayed, thasea good reason. If he did not
appear, he was dead. And this last was unacceftaBleurne. D'Anjou was in a
position to do something Jason wanted above albtbimself but dared not risk Marie's
life in doing it. It was risk enough that the traflthe impostor assassin had brought him
to Macao in the first place, but as long as heestaway from the Lisboa Hotel he
trusted his instincts. He would remain hidden fibiose looking for him — looking for
someone who even vaguely resembled him in heighoyiéd or colouring. Someone
asking questions in the Lisboa Hotel.

One call from the Lisboa to the taipan in Hong Kamgl Marie was dead. The taipan had
not merely threatened -threats were too often anmgkess ploy — he had used a far more
lethal expedient. After shouting and crashing argé hand on the arm of the fragile
chair, he had quietly given his word: Marie would.dt was a promise made by a man
who kept his promises, kept his word.

Yet for all that, David Webb sensed something hddcaot define. There was about the
huge taipan something a bit larger than life, tperatic, that had nothing to do with his
size. It was as if he had used his immense girtdt@ntage in a way that large men
rarely do, preferring to let only their sheer sizethe impressing. Who was the taipan?
The answer was at the Lisboa Hotel, and since redd#ot go there himself, d'’Anjou’s
skills could serve him. He had told the Frenchmeary Vittle; he would tell him more
now. He would describe a brutal double killing, theapon an Uzi, and say that one of
the victims was a powerful taipan's wife. D'Anjoowld ask the questions he could not
ask, and if there were answers he would take anethp towards Marie.



Play the scenario. Alexander Conklin.
Whose scenario! David Webb.
You're wasting time Jason Bourne. Find the impoStake him!

Quiet footsteps in the outside hallway. Jason sy from the window and raced
silently to the wall, pressing his back againsthig gun levelled at the door where the
swinging panel would conceal him. A key was caldipuquietly inserted. The door
swung slowly open.

Bourne crashed it back into the intruder, spinr@ngund and grabbing the stunned figure
in the frame. He yanked him inside and kicked therdghut, the weapon aimed at the
head of the fallen man, who had dropped a suitaadea very large package. It was
d'Anjou.

That's one way to get your head blown off, Echo!

'Sacre bleu! It is also the last time | will ever ¢onsiderate of you! You don't see
yourself, Delta. You look as you did in Tarn Queatthout sleep for days. | thought you
might be resting. '

Another memory briefly flashed. 'In Tarn Quan,ds3ason, 'you told me | had to sleep,
didn't you? We hid in the brush and you formedreleiaround me and damn near gave
me an order to get some rest. '

'It was purely a self-enlightened request. We aotilget ourselves out of there, only you
could. '

"You said something to me then. What was it? éfisd. '

'l explained that rest was as much a weapon aglanyinstrument or firing mechanism
man had ever devised. '

'l used a variation later. It became an axiom fer m

'I'm so glad you had the intelligence to listeryooir elders. May | please rise? Will you
please lower that damned gun?'

'Oh, sorry. '

'We have no time," said d'Anjou, getting up andilegithe suitcase on the floor. He tore
the brown paper off his package. Inside were prekbaki clothes, two belted holsters
and two visored hats; he threw them all on a cliEnese are uniforms. | have the proper
identifications in my pocket. | am afraid | outraydu, Delta, but then age has its
privileges. '



‘They're uniforms of the Hong Kong police. '

'Kowloon, to be precise. We may have our chancéiaDie's why | was so long getting
back. Kai Tak Airport! The security is enormousstjwhat the impostor wants in order to
show he's better than you ever were! There's ncagtee, of course, but I'd stake my life
on it —it's the classic challenge for an obsessadiac. "Mount your forces, I'll break
through them!" With one Kill like that he re-estahks the legend of his utter
invincibility. 1t's him, I'm sure of it!"

‘Start from the beginning,' ordered Bourne.

'‘As we dress, yes,' agreed the Frenchman, remngnghirt and unbuckling his trousers.
'Hurry! I have a motor launch across the road. Faunrdred horsepower. We can be in
Kowloon in forty-five minutes. Here! This is yourslan Dieu, the money I've spent
makes me want to vomit!'

‘The PRC patrols,' said Jason, peeling off hisheletand reaching for the uniform.
‘They'll shoot us out of the water!

'Idiot, certain known boats are negotiated withrdgio in code. There is, after all, honour
among us. How do you think we run our merchandi$@® do you think we survive?
We meet in coves at the Chinese islands of Teh 8aaWd payments are made. Hurry?

'What about the airport? Why are you so sure iitte’h
"The Crown Governor. Assassination. '
'What?' shouted Bourne, stunned.

'l walked from the Peninsula to the Star Ferry wiblir suitcase. It's only a short distance
and the ferry is far quicker than a taxi through tihnnel. As | passed the Kowloon Police
Hill on Salisbury Road, | saw seven patrol carselnut at emergency speed, one behind
the other, all turning left, which is not to thedgovn. It struck me as odd — yes, two or
three for a local eruption, but seven! It was gmss$, as these people say. | called my
contact on the Hill and he was cooperative — it alas not much of an internal secret
any longer. He said if | stayed around I'd seelasaraen cars, twenty vans, all heading
out to Kai Tak within the next two hours. ThoseaWwswere the advance search teams.
They had received word through their undergroungcas that an attempt was to be
made on the Governor's life. '

‘Specifics!" commanded Bourne harshly, bucklingtfosisers and reaching for the long
khaki shirt that served as a jacket under the bldlen holster belt.

‘The Governor is flying in from Beijing tonight withis own entourage from the Foreign
Office, as well as another Chinese negotiatinggiglen. There will be newspaper



people, television crews, everyone. Both governmesaint full coverage. There is to be
a joint meeting tomorrow between all the negotmtnd leaders of the financial sector. '

The ninety-seven treaty?

"Yet another round in the endless verbosity abdoaitccords. But for all our sakes just
pray they keep talking pleasantly. '

‘The scenario? said Jason softly, stopping all mrd . 'What scenario?'

The one you yourself brought up, the scenariotliadtthe wires burning between Peking
and Government House. Kill a Governor for the muafea Vice-Premier? Then perhaps
a Foreign Secretary for a ranking member of thetit@eGommittee — a Prime Minister
for a Chairman? How far does it go? How many setékillings before the breaking
point is reached. How long before the parent reftigdolerate a disobedient child and
marches into Hong Kong? Christ it could happen. &mme wants it to happen!

D'Anjou stood motionless, holding the wide beltteé holster with its ominous strand of
brass-capped shells. 'What | suggested was no tmamespeculation based on the
random violence caused by an obsessed killer wbepds his contracts without
discrimination. There's enough greed and politcatuption on both sides to justify that
speculation. But what you're suggesting, Deltauisecdifferent. You're saying it's a plan,
an organized plan to disrupt Hong Kong to the pthat the Mainland takes over. '

The scenario,' repeated Jason Bourne. The morelicategl it gets, the simpler it
appears. '

The rooftops of Kai Tak Airport were swarming whblice, as were the gates and the
tunnels, the immigration counters and the luggagasa Outside, on the immense field of
black tarmac, powerful floodlights were joined loying, sharper searchlights probing
every moving vehicle, every inch of visible grouf@levision crews uncoiled cables
under watching eyes, while interviewers standingre sound trucks practised
pronunciation in a dozen languages. Reporters hatbgraphers were kept beyond the
gates as airport personnel shouted through theifsanpkhat roped-off sections on the
field would soon be available for all legitimatesjoalists with proper passes issued by
the Kai Tak management. It was madness. And thetotally unexpected happened as a
sudden rainstorm swept over the colony from th&mizss of the western horizon. It was
yet another autumn deluge.

The impostor has good luck — good joss — as thgydsesn't he?' said d'Anjou as he and
Bourne in their uniforms marched with a phalanyolice through a covered walkway
made of corrugated tin to one of the huge repaighes. The hammering of the rain was
deafening.



'Luck had nothing to do with it,' replied Jasore 'studied the weather reports from as far
away as Szechwan. Every airport has them. He spibtyesterday, if not two days ago.
Weather's a weapon, too, Echo.

'Still, he could not dictate the arrival of the GroGovernor on a Chinese aircraft. They
are often hours late, usually hours late. '

'‘But not days, not usually. When did the Kowlootigeget word of the attempt?’
'l asked specifically,” said the Frenchman. 'Aroateben-thirty this morning. '
'‘And the plane from Peking was scheduled to asometime this evening?'

'Yes, | told you that. The newspaper and the tsiemipeople were ordered to be here by
nine o'clock. '

'He studied the weather reports. Opportunitiesgiethemselves. You grab them. '
'‘And this is what you must do, Delta! Think likenhibe him! It is our chance!

'What do you think I'm doing?... When we get to ltla@gar | want to break away. Can
your ersatz identification make it possible?’

'l am a British Sector Commander from the Mongkakiglonal Police. '
'‘What does that mean?'

'l really don't know but it was the best | could to

"You don't sound British. '

'Who would know that out here at Kai Tak, old cHap?

The British. '

'l avoid them. My Chinese is better than yourse Zhongguo ren will respect it. You'll
be free to roam.

'l have to," said Jason Bourne. 'If it's your comdm | want him before anyone else
spots him! Here. Now!

Roped stanchions were moved out of the high-doraeddr by maintenance personnel
in glossy yellow rain slickers. Then a truckloadlod yellow coats arrived for the police
contingents; men caught them as they were throwofahe rear of the van. Putting
them on, the police then formed several groupsdeive instructions from their
superiors. Order was rapidly emerging from the gsioin compounded by the newly



arrived bewildered troops and the problems caugdtdsudden downpour. It was the
sort of order Bourne distrusted. It was too smotuib,conventional for the job they faced.
Ranks of brightly dressed soldiers marching forwaede in the wrong place with the
wrong tactics when seeking out guerrillas — evesm mian trained in guerrilla warfare.
Each policeman in his yellow slicker was both amirag and a target — and he was also
something else. A pawn. Each could be replacedbthar dressed the same way, by a
killer who knew how to assume the look of his enemy

Yet the strategy of infiltration for the purposeaokill was suicidal, and Jason knew there
was no such commitment on the part of his imposiatess... unless the weapon to be
used had a sound level so low the rain would ebwairit... but even then the target's
reaction could not be instantaneous. A cordon woultdediately be erected around the
killing ground at the first sign of the Governatdlapse, every exit blocked, everyone in
the vicinity ordered under guns to remain in placeelayed reaction? A tiny air dart
whose impact was no greater than a pinprick, a manaoyance to be swatted away like
a bothersome fly as the lethal drop of poison eudlt¢éne bloodstream to cause death
slowly but inevitably, time not a considerationwis a possibility, but again there were
too many obstacles to surmount, too much accuranyadded beyond the limits of an
air-compressed weapon. The Governor would undolybbedwearing a protective vest,
and targeting the face was out. Facial nerves extatgd pain and any foreign object
making contact so close to the eyes produced arediate and dramatic reaction. That
left the hands and the throat; the first were tmalsand conceivably could be moving
too fast, the second was simply too limited an .a#elaigh-powered rifle on a rooftop? A
rifle of unquestioned accuracy with an infra-rel@seopic sight? Another possibility — an
all too familiar yellow slicker replaced by one wdry an assassin. But again, it was
suicidal, for such a weapon would produce an isdl&xplosion, and to mount a silencer
would reduce the accuracy of the rifle to the paihere it could not be trusted. The odds
were against a killer on a rooftop. The kill woldel too obvious.

And the kill was everything. Bourne understood tleapecially under the circumstances.
D'Anjou was right. All the factors were in place Bospectacular assassination.

Carlos the Jackal could not ask for more — nora&dakon Bourne, reflected David Webb.
To pull it off in spite of the extraordinary sedyrivould crown the new 'Bourne' king of
his sickening profession. Then how! Which optionndohe use"? And after the decision
was made what avenue of escape was most effectos, possible?

One of the television trucks with its complicatepiigpment was too obvious a target for
an escape. The incoming aircraft's maintenancescveave checked and double and triple
checked; an outsider would be spotted instantliy/thA journalists would pass through
electronic gates which picked up anything in exaggen milligrams of metal. And the
rooftops were out. How then?

‘"You're cleared!" said d'Anjou, suddenly appeasanfis side, holding a piece of paper in
his hand. This is signed by the prefect of the Kak police. '



'What did you tell him?'

That you were a Jew trained by the Mossad in antetist activities and posted to us in
an exchange programme. The word will be spread. '

'‘Good God, | don't speak Hebrew!

'Who here does? Shrug and continue in your tolerBl#nch — which is spoken here but
very badly. You'll get away with it. '

'You're impossible, you know that, don't you?'

'l know that Delta, when he was our leader in Megltsld Command Saigon that he
would not go out in the field without "old Echo"."’

' must have been out of my mind. '

"You were less in command of it then, I'll grantuytbat. '

Thanks a lot, Echo. Wish me luck. '

"You don't need luck,' said the Frenchman. "Youlseka. You will always be Delta. '

Removing the bright yellow rain slicker and theored hat, Bourne walked outside and
showed his clearance to the guards by the hangas.dm the distance, the press was
being herded through the electronic gates towdrelsdped stanchions. Microphones had
been placed on the edge of the runway, while petices were joined by motorcycle
patrols forming a tight semicircle around the pressference area. The preparations
were almost complete, all the security forces ace| the media equipment in working
order. The plane from Peking had obviously begsiai@&scent in the downpour. It would
land in a matter of minutes, minutes Jason wisloeddcbe extended. There were so
many things to look for and so little time to sdmard/here! What! Everything was both
possible and impossible. Which option would théekilise? What vantage point would
he zero in on for the perfect kill? And how woulel imost logically escape from the
killing ground alive?

Bourne had considered every option he could thfrdnd ruled each out. Think again!
And again. Only minutes left. Walk around and sttthe beginning... the beginning.
The premise: the assassination of the Governordi@ons: seemingly airtight, with
security police training guns from rooftops, bloukievery entrance, every exit, every
staircase and escalator, all in radio contact.ddus were overwhelmingly against.
Suicide... Yet it was these same heavily negatddsdhat the impostor-killer found
irresistible. D'Anjou had been right again: witheagpectacular kill under these
conditions an assassin's supremacy would be estall- or re-established. What had
the Frenchman said? With one Kkill like that he s&ablishes the legend to its full
invincibility.



'Who? Where? How? Think! Look!

The downpour drenched his Kowloon police uniforne. ¢dntinuously wiped the water
from his face as he moved about peering at evergodesverything. Nothing! And then
the muted roar of the jet engines could be heatdardistance. The jet from Peking was
making its final approach at the far end of thewray. It was landing.

Jason studied the crowd standing inside the rogeuatisions. An accommodating Hong
Kong government, in deference to Peking and irddsare for 'full coverage', had
supplied ponchos and squares of canvas and che&ptpaincoats for all who wanted
them. The Kai Tak personnel countered the medatsathds for an inside conference by
stating simply — and wisely without explanatiorhattit was not in the interests of
security. The statements would be short, an agtgefano more than five or six minutes.
Certainly the fine members of the journalistic bBsfment could tolerate a little rain for
such an important event.

The photographers? Metal Cameras were passed thtbegates but not all ‘cameras’
took pictures. A relatively simple device couldibserted and locked into a mount, a
powerful firing mechanism that released a bullet a dart -with the assistance of a
telescopic viewfinder. Was that the way? Had tlsassin taken that option, expecting to
smash the ‘camera’ under his feet and take arnfotimehis pocket as he moved swiftly to
the outskirts of the crowd, his credentials as entils as d'Anjou’s and the 'anti-terrorist’
from the Mossad? It was possible.

The huge jet dropped onto the runway and Bourn&esdadjuickly into the roped-off area,
approaching every photographer he could see, Igokilwoking for a man who looked
like himself. There must have been two dozen meh eameras; he became frantic as
the plane from Peking taxied towards the crowd flthed— and searchlights now centred
on the space around the microphones and the tele\iseews. He went from one
photographer to the next, rapidly ascertaining thatman could not be the Killer, then
looking again to see if postures were erect, faosmeticized. Again nothing! No one!
He had to find him, take him! Before anyone elaenfib him. The assassination was
beside the point, it was irrelevant to him! Nothimgttered except Marie!

Go back to the beginning! Target — the Governondiimons — highly negative for a Kill,
the target under maximum security, undoubtedlyqutetd by personal armour, the whole
security corps orderly, disciplined, the officemgight command... The beginning!
Something was missing. Go over it again. The Gawesthe target, a single Kill.

Method of the kill: suicide ruled out everythingtlaudelayed-reaction device — an air
dart, a pellet — yet the demands of accuracy made & weapon illogical, and the loud
report of a conventional gun would instantly adiévthe entire security force. Delay!
Delayed action, not reaction! The beginning, thst fissumption was wrong! The target
was not just the Governor. Not a single kill butltiple killings, indiscriminate killings!
How much more spectacular! How much more effediivea maniac who wanted to



throw Hong Kong into chaos! And the chaos wouldibégstantly with the security
forces. Disorder, escape!

Bourne's mind was racing as he roamed throughrthvedcin the downpour, his eyes
darting everywhere. He tried to recall every weabpernad ever known. A weapon that
could be fired or released silently, unobtrusivietyn a restricted, densely populated area,
its effect delayed long enough for the killer tpasition himself and make a clean escape.
The only device that came to mind were grenaddshdimmediately dismissed them.
Then the thought of time-fused dynamite or plagigtruck him. These last were far
more manageable in terms of delays and concealatplastic explosives could be set
in time spans of minutes and fractions of minusther than a few seconds only; they
could be hidden in small boxes or in wrapped paekagven narrow briefcases... or
thicker cases supposedly filled with photograplojaipment, not necessarily carried by a
photographer. He started again, going back intactberd of reporters and photographers,
his eyes scanning the black tarmac below trousetshkirts, looking for an isolated
container that remained stationary on the hardasgdlogic made him concentrate on

the rows of men and women nearest the roped-offaynin his mind the ‘package’

would be no more than twelve inches in lengthvais thick, twenty if it was an attaché
case. A smaller charge would not kill the negotstaf both governments. The airfield
lights were strong, but they created myriad shadoasker pockets within the darkness.
He wished he had had the sense to carry a flashlipk had always carried one, if only a
penlight, for it, too, was a weapon! Why had hey@dten! Then to his astonishment he
saw flashlight beams crisscrossing the black ftddhe airfield, darting between the

same trousers and skirts he had been peering beybadecurity police had arrived at
the same theory, and why shouldn't they? La Guakugort, 1972; Lod Airport, Tel

Aviv, 1974; Rue de Bac, Paris, 1975; Harrods, Lond®82. And half a dozen
embassies from Teheran to Beirut, why shouldnit2hiehey were current, he was not.

His thinking was slow — and he could not allow that

What! Wherel!

The enormous 747 starship of the People's Repadiiee into view like a great silver
bird, its jet engines roaring through the delugkiriing down as it was manoeuvred into
position on alien ground. The doors opened andtigdish and Chinese guards rushed
down the steps and into position. Then the paradam The two leaders of the British
and the Chinese delegations emerged together.waegd and walked in unison down
the metal staircase, one in the tailored clothe&/loitehall, the other in the drab, rankless
uniform of the People's army. They were followedwy lines of aides and adjutants,
Occidentals and Orientals doing their best to appeagenial with one another for the
cameras. The leaders approached the microphoregeasahe voices droned over the
loudspeakers and through the rain the next minuége a blur for Jason. A part of his
mind was on the ceremony that was taking place ru@efloodlights, the larger part on
the final search — for it would be final. If the pstor was there, he had to find him —
before the kill, before the chaos! But, goddamwiiere! Bourne moved out beyond the
ropes on the far right to get a better view ofgheceedings. A guard objected; Jason
showed the man his clearance and remained motgrdeslying the television crews,



their looks, their eyes, their equipment. If theassin was among them, which one was
he?

'We are jointly pleased to announce that furthegpess has been made with regard to
the Accords. We of the United Kingdom...'

'‘We of the People's Republic of China — the onlg t€hina on the face of the earth —
express a desire to find a mutual communion witiséhwho wish...

The speeches were interspersed, each leader guppprt to his counterpart, yet letting
the world know there was still much to negotiateerle was tension beneath the civility,
the verbal placebos, and the plastic smiles. Asdrdéound nothing he could focus on,
nothing, so he wiped the rain from his face anddealto the guard as he ducked under
the rope and moved once again back through thedcb®ind the stanchions. He
threaded his way to the left side of the pressearanice.

Suddenly, Bourne's eyes were drawn to a seriesadlights in the downpour that curved
into the runway at the far end of the field andadbpaccelerated towards the stationary
aircraft. Then, as if on cue, there was a sweltihgpplause. The brief ceremony was
over, signified by the arrival of the official limsines, each with a motorcycle escort
driving up between the delegations and the ropédrofvd of journalists and
photographers. Police surrounded the televisiazkiuordering all but two preselected
cameramen to get inside their vehicles.

It was the moment. If anything was going to happenpuld happen now. If an
instrument of death was about to be placed, itsgeh be exploded within the timespan
of a minute or less, it would have to be placed!now

Several feet to his left, he saw an officer of gaeocontingent, a tall man whose eyes
were moving as rapidly as his own. Jason leanedrids\the man and spoke in Chinese
while holding out his clearance, shielding it fréme rain with his hand. 'I'm the man
from the Mossad!" he yelled, trying to be hearatigh the applause.

'Yes, | know about you!' shouted the officer. 'Istald. We're grateful you're here!’

'Do you have a flashlight — a torch?'

‘Yes, of course. Do you want it?'

'Very much. '

'Here. '

'Clear me!' ordered Bourne, lifting the rope, gasgifor the officer to follow. 'l haven't
time to show papers!'



'Certainly!" The Chinese followed, reaching out amércepting a guard who was about
to stop Jason — by shooting him if necessary.hHiratbe! He's one of us! He's trained in
this sort of thing!

The Jew from the Mossad?'

'Itis he.'

'We were told. Thank you, sir... But, of coursecha't understand me. '

'‘Oddly enough, he does. He speaks Guangzhou hua.

'In Food Street there is what they call a Kosutagsnt that serves our dishes.’

Bourne was now between the row of limousines ardaped stanchions. As he walked
down the line, his flashlight directed below on biack tarmac, he gave orders in
Chinese and English — shouting yet not shoutingictimmands of a reasonable man
looking, perhaps, for a lost object. One by onentle® and women of the press moved
back, explaining to those behind them. He apprahthe leading limousine; the flags of
Great Britain and the People's Republic were dysgalaespectively on the right and left,
indicating that England was the host, China thesguihe representatives rode together.
Jason concentrated on the ground; the exalted mgssewere about to enter the
elongated vehicle with their most trusted aidesdasnistained applause.

It happened, but Bourne was not sure what it was!lédt shoulder touched another
shoulder and the contact was electric. The marakdeghazed first lurched forward and
then had swung back with such ferocity that Jasas sthoved off-balance. He turned and
looked at the man on the police escort motorcyhlken raised his flashlight to see
through the dark plastic oval of the helmet.

Lightning struck, sharp, jagged bolts crashing imtoskull, his eyes riveted as he tried to
adjust to the incredible. He was staring at himsdtbm only years ago! The dark
features beyond the opaque bubble were his! Itthmsommando! The impostor! The
assassin!

The eyes that stared back at him also showed pautichey were quicker than Webb's.

A flattened, rigid hand lashed out, crashing irasah's throat, cutting off all speech and
thought. Bourne fell back, unable to scream, gradpbis neck as the assassin lurched off
his motorcycle. He rushed past Jason and duckeer tine rope.

Get him! Take him... Marie! The words were absenty hysterical thoughts screaming

silently through Bourne's mind. He retched, expigdihe chop in his throat, and leaped
over the rope, plunging into the crowd, followirgtpath of fallen-away bodies that had
been pummelled by the killer in his race to escape.



'Stop... him Only the last word emerged from Jasthmbat; it was a hoarse whisper. 'Let
me through? Two words were formed but no one v&sring. From somewhere near
the terminal a band was playing in the downpour.

The path was closed! There were only people, pepplaple! Find him! Take him!
Marie! He's gone! He's disappeared! 'Let me thréughscreamed, the words now clear
but heeded by no one. He yanked and pulled andeloucis way to the edge of the crowd,
another crowd facing him behind the glass dooth®terminal.

Nothing! No one! The killer was gone!

Killer? The kill!

It was the limousine, the lead limousine with tlag$ of both countries! That was the
target! Somewhere in that car or beneath that earthe timed mechanism that would
blow it to the skies, killing the leaders of bottlehations. Result -the scenario... chaos.
Take-over!

Bourne spun around, frantically looking for someanauthority. Twenty yards beyond
the rope, standing at attention as the Britishemtiwas being played, was an officer of
the Kowloon police. Clipped to his belt was a radiachance! The limousines had
started their stately procession towards an ungatmin the airfield.

Jason yanked the rope, pulling it up, topplingamshion, and started running towards the
short, erect, Chinese officer. "Xun su!' he roared.

'Shemma?' replied the startled man, instinctiveiching for his bolstered gun.
'Stop them! The cars, the limousines! The oneanttt

'What are you talking about? Who are you?'

Bourne nearly struck the man in frustration. '"Ma§she screamed.

You are the one from Israel? I've heard-'

"Listen to me! Get on that radio and tell themttmps$ Get everyone out of that car! It's
going to blow! Now!"

Through the rain the officer looked up into Jasewss, then nodded once and pulled the
radio from his belt. This is an emergency! Clear ¢thannel and patch me to Red Star
One. Immediately. '

"All the cars!" interrupted Bourne. Tell them tegbaway!



'‘Change!" cried the police officer. 'Alert all velds. Put me through!" And with his voice
tense but controlled, the Chinese spoke clearlphasizing each word. This is Colony
Five and we have an emergency. With me is the mman the Mossad and | relay his
instructions. They are to be complied with at orRed Star One is to stop instantly and
order everyone out of the vehicle, instructing thermun for cover. All other cars are to
turn to the left towards the centre of the fiellag from Red Star One. Execute
immediately?

Stunned, the crowds watched as in the distancenbmes roared in unison. Five
limousines swung out of position, racing into theew darkness of the airport. The first
car screeched to a stop; the doors opened andeaped out, running in all directions.

Eight seconds later it happened. The limousineeddled Star One exploded forty feet
from an open gate. Flaming metal and shattered glaisalled up into the downpour as
the band music halted in midbreath.

Peking. 11:25 p.m.

Above the northern suburbs of Peking is a vast @amg rarely spoken of, and certainly
not for public inspection. The major reason is s@gubut there is also an element of
embarrassment in this egalitarian society. Fodmshis sprawling, forested enclave in
the hills are the villas of China's most powerigufes. The compound is enclosed by a
high wall of grey stone, the entrances to the cemplarded by seasoned army veterans,
the dense woods within continuously patrolled ligck dogs. And if one were to
speculate on the social or political relationstaplivated there, it should be noted that
no villa can be seen from another, for each streagisurrounded by its own inner wall,
and all personal guards are personally selecten years of obedience and trust. The
name, when it is spoken, is Jade Tower Mountainghviefers not to a geological
mountain but to an immense hill that rises aboeedtiners. At one time or another, with
the ebb and flow of political fortunes, such memva Zedong, Lin Shaoqi, Lin Biao,
and Zhou Enlai resided here. Among the residentswas a man shaping the economic
destiny of the People's Republic. The world pre$srred to him simply as Sheng, and
the name was immediately recognizable. His full eams Sheng Chou Yang.

A brown sedan sped down the road fronting the inmgpgrey wall. It approached Gate
Number Six, and as though preoccupied, the drivedenly applied the brakes and the
car sideslipped into the entrance, stopping in@toes the bright orange barrier that
reflected the beams of the headlights. A guardaggred.

'Who is it you come to see and what is your nameill heed your official identification.

'‘Minister Sheng,' said the driver. 'And my namaasimportant, nor are my papers
required. Please inform the minister's residenathts emissary from Kowloon is here. '



The soldier shrugged. Such replies were standatdds Tower Mountain and to press
further might result in a transfer from this hedyeguty where the leftover food was
beyond one's imagination and even foreign beerginesn for obedient and co-operative
service. Still the guard used the telephone. Thitorihad to be admitted properly. To do
otherwise could bring one to kneel in a field aedshot in the back of the head. The
guard returned to the gatehouse and dialled theafilSheng Chou Yang.

'‘Admit him. Quickly?

Without going back to the sedan, the guard preadaatton and the orange bar was
raised. The car raced in, far too quickly overdhavel, thought the guard. The emissary
was in a great hurry.

'‘Minister Sheng is in the garden,’ said the arnficerf at the door, looking beyond the
visitor, his eyes darting about, peering into thekdess. 'Go to him. '

The emissary rushed through the front room fillethwed lacquered furniture to an
archway beyond which was a walled garden complétefaur connecting lily ponds
subtly lit with yellow lights beneath the water. d\wtersecting paths of white gravel
formed an X between the ponds, and low, black wickairs and tables were placed at
the far end of each path within an oval settingt&e alone at the end of the eastern leg
by the brick wall was a slender man of medium hieigfith close-cropped, prematurely
grey hair and gaunt features. If there was anythlmut him that might startle someone
meeting him for the first time it was his eyes, tloey were the dark eyes of a dead man,
the lids never blinking even for an instant. Conlyathey were also the eyes of a zealot
whose blind dedication was the core of his strengthte heat was in the pupils,
lightning in the orbs. These were the eyes of Si&mgu Yang, and at the moment they
were on fire.

"7TW me!" he roared, both hands gripping the blaokseof the wicker chair. 'Who does
this?'

'It's all a lie, Minister! We have checked with qagople in Tel Aviv. There is no such
man as was described. There is no agent from thesatbin Kowloon!

'What action did you take?'

It is most confusing-'

'What action?'

'We are tracing an Englishman in the Mongkok whanone seems to know about. '

'Fools and idiots! Idiots and fools! Whom have wmoken with?'



'Our key man in the Kowloon police. He is bewild&rand I'm sorry to say | think he is
frightened. He made several references to Macad ditdnot like his voice. '

'He is dead. '
'l will transmit your instructions. '

'I'm afraid you cannot. ' Shang gestured with &fshand, his right in shadows, reaching
beneath the low table. 'Come pay your obedientleetéKuomintang,’ he commanded.

The emissary approached the minister. He bowedilmdweached for the great man's left
hand. Sheng lifted his right hand. In it was a gun.

An explosion followed, blowing the emissary's haady. Fragments of skull and tissue
seared into the lily ponds. The army officer appdan the archway as the corpse sprang
back under the impact into the white gravel.

'Dispose of him," ordered Sheng. 'He heard too meahned too much... presumed too
much. '

‘Certainly, Minister. '

'‘And reach the man in Macao. | have instructiomshfon and they are to be implemented
immediately, while the fires in Kowloon still lighip the sky. | want him here. '

As the officer approached the dead courier, Shaddenly rose from the chair, then
walked slowly to the edge of the nearest pondfdus illuminated by the lights beneath
the water. He spoke once again,-his voice flafiibet! with purpose.

'Soon all of Hong Kong and the territories,’ halsataring at a lily pad. 'Soon thereatfter,
all of China."'

'You lead, Minister,' said the officer, watchinge®ly, his eyes glowing with devotion.
'We follow. The march you promised has begun. Werneto our Mother and the land
will be ours again. '

'Yes, it will," agreed Sheng Chou Yang. 'We carbetenied. | cannot be denied.’

20

By noon of that paralysing day when Kai Tak wasetean airport and not an
assassination field, Ambassador Havilland had de=ttto a stunned Catherine Staples



the broad outlines of the Sheng conspiracy withatgs in the Kuomintang. Objective: a
consortium of taipans with a central leader, whaxs® Sheng was taking over Hong
Kong and turning the colony into the conspiratorgh financial empire. Inevitable result:
the conspiracy would fail, and the raging giant thas the People's Republic would
strike out, marching into Hong Kong, destroying Aezords and throwing the Far East
into chaos. In utter disbelief Catherine had deredralibstantiation and by 2:15 had
twice read the State Department's lengthy and eéapes dossier on Sheng Chou Yang,
but she continued to strenuously object as theracgwcould not be verified. At 3:30 she
had been taken to the radio room and by sateltitersbler transmission was presented
with an array of 'facts' by a man named Reillyhaf National Security Council in
Washington.

"You're only a voice, Mr Reilly," Staples had saitbw do | know you're not down at the
bottom of the Peak in the Wanchai?'

There was at that moment a pronounced click ofirieeand a voice Catherine and the
world knew very well was speaking to her. 'Thithis President of the United States,
Mrs. Staples. If you doubt that, | suggest you galir consulate. Ask them to reach the
White House by diplomatic phone and request a ooation of our transmission. I'll
hang on. You'll receive it. At the moment | havehiiog better to do — nothing more vital.

Shaking her head and briefly closing her eyes, &ath had answered quietly. 'l believe
you, Mr President. '

'Forget about me, believe what you've heard.Hégtuth.

'It's just so unbelievable — inconceivable. '

'I'm no expert, Mrs. Staples, and | never claintedd, but then neither was the Trojan
Horse very believable. Now, that may be legendMedelaus' wife may have been a
figment of a campfire storyteller's imaginationt te concept is valid — it's become a
symbol of an enemy destroying his adversary frothiwi '

'‘Menelaus...?'

'‘Don't believe the media, I've read a book or Bt do believe our people, Mrs. Staples.
We need you. I'll call your Prime Minister if it Whelp, but in all honesty, I'd rather not.

He might feel it necessary to confer with others. '

'‘No, Mr President. Containment is everything. l'egimning to understand Ambassador
Havilland. '

"You're one up on me. | don't always understand him

'Perhaps it's better that way, sir. '



At 3:58 there was an emergency call — highest iyierto the sterile house in Victoria
Peak, but it was not for either the Ambassadormidysecretary of State McAllister. It
was for Major Lin Wenzu, and when it came a frigig vigil began that lasted four
hours. The scant information was so electrifyirgf @l concentration was riveted on the
crisis, and Catherine Staples telephoned her catestdlling the High Commissioner that
she was not well and would not attend the strategyerence with the Americans that
afternoon. Her presence in the sterile house wésowe. Ambassador Havilland wanted
the foreign service officer to see and understandhérself how close the Far East was to
upheaval. How an inevitable error on either Shenighis assassin's part could bring
about an explosion so drastic that troops fronP&eple's Republic could move into
Hong Kong within hours, bringing not only the cojsworld trade to a halt, but with it
widespread human suffering -savage rioting everyejhdeath squads from the left and
the right exploiting resentments going back foryass, racial and provincial factions
pitted against one another and the military for8sod would flow in the streets and the
harbour, and as nations everywhere must be affeghkelolal war was a very real
possibility. He said these things to her as Linkeadrfuriously on the telephone, giving
commands, coordinating his people with the colopglice and the airport's security.

It all had started with the major from MI6 cuppitige phone and speaking in a quiet
voice in that Victorian room in Victoria Peak.

'Kai Tak tonight. The Sino-British delegations. Assination. The target is the Governor.
They believe it's Jason Bourne. '

'l can't understand it!" protested McAllister, leapfrom the couch. 'It's premature. Sheng
isn't ready! We'd have got an inkling of it if h@sw— an official statement from his
ministry alluding to a proposed commission of s@od. It's wrong!

'Miscalculation?' asked the ambassador coldly.

'Possibly. Or something else. A strategy we hawamisidered. '

'‘Go to work, Major," said Havilland.

After issuing his last orders Lin received a finadler himself from Havilland before
heading to the airport . 'Stay out of sight, Majsajd the ambassador. 'l mean that. '

'Impossible,’ replied Lin. 'With respect, sir, | stbbe with my men on the scene. These
are experienced eyes. '

'With equal respect,’ continued Havilland. 'l menstke it a condition of your getting
through the outside gate. '

"Why, Mr. Ambassador?



'With your perspicacity, I'm surprised you ask. '
'l have to! | don't understand. '

Then perhaps it's my fault, Major. | thought I'ddeat clear why we went to such
extremes to bring our Jason Bourne over here. Adbeffact that he's extraordinary, his
record proves it. He has his ears not only to tieeirgd, but they're also locked into the
four winds. We must presume, if the medical proggissaccurate and portions of his
memory continue to come back to him, that he hasacts all over this part of the world
in nooks and crannies we know nothing about. Suppgsst suppose, Major — that one
of those contacts inform him that an emergencytalas been sent out for Kai Tak
Airport tonight, that a large security force hagmgathered to protect the Governor.
What do you think he'd do?'

'‘Be there," answered Lin -Wenzu softly, reluctari®pmewhere. '

'And suppose again that our Bourne saw you! Forgigebut you are not easily
overlooked. The discipline of his logical mind -gio, discipline and imagination were
always his means of survival — would force himitalfout precisely who you are. Need |
say more?'

'l don't think so,’ said the major.

The connection is made,’ said Havilland, overridiignzu's words. There is no taipan
with a murdered young wife in Macao. Instead thet@ highly regarded field officer of
British Intelligence posing as a fictitious taip&ayving fed him yet another lie that
echoes a previous lie. He will know that once adpmas been manipulated by
government forces, manipulated in the most bratstion possible — the abduction of his
wife. The mind, Major, is a delicate instrument hiore delicate than most. It can only
take so much stress. | don't even want to thinkiatwbat he might do — what we might
be forced to do. '

'It was always the weakest aspect of the sceramibyet it was the core,’ said Wenzu.

"An ingenious device",' interrupted McAllister,wibusly quoting. ' "Few acts of
vengeance are as readily understood as an eya &yea" Your words, Lin. '

'If so, you should not have chosen me to play yagan!' insisted the major. There's a
crisis here in Hong Kong and you've crippled me!'

'It's the same crisis facing all of us,’ said Hawidl gently. 'Only this time we have a
warning. Also, Lin, who else could we have chos@fitat other Chinese but the proven
chief of Special Branch would have been clearetddrndon for what you were initially
told, to say nothing of what you know now? Set oprycommand post inside the
airport's tower. The glass is dark. '



In silence, the huge major turned angrily andtlegtroom. 'ls it wise to let him go!
asked McAllister, as he, the ambassador and Cath&tiaples watched Lin leave.

‘Certainly," answered the diplomat of covert operet.

'l spent several weeks here with MI6,' continuetdluhdersecretary rapidly. 'He's been
known to disobey in the past. '

'Only when the orders were given by posturing Bhitbfficers with less experience than
himself. He was never reprimanded; he was riglst dsi he knows I'm right. *

'How can you be sure?'

'Why do you think he said we've crippled him? Heglot like it but he accepts it. '
Havilland walked behind the desk and turned to &atle. 'Please sit down, Mrs. Staples.
And Edward, | should like to ask a favour of youlainhas nothing to do with
confidentiality. You know as much as | do and yegrobably more current, and I'll no
doubt call for you if I need information. Howevéd like to talk with Mrs. Staples alone.

'By all means,' said the undersecretary, gathenmgapers on the desk, as Catherine sat
down in a chair facing the diplomat . 'I've a gréeal of thinking to do. If this Kai Tak
thing isn't a hoax — if it's a direct order frome8ly — then he's conceived of a strategy we
really haven't considered, and that's dangerowsn levery avenue, every direction I've
explored, he has to offer up his clearinghousedamned economic commission, under
stable conditions, not unstable. He could blow gVeng apart — but he's not stupid, he's
brilliant. What's he doing?

‘Consider, if you will," broke in the ambassadoowining as he sat down, 'the reverse of
our approach, Edward. Instead of implanting hiarficial clearing house of assorted
taipans during a period of stability, he does sm#tability — but with sympathy, the
point being to restore order quickly. No ragingngibut rather a protective father, caring
for his emotionally disturbed offspring, wantingdalm it down. '

‘'To what advantage?'

'It takes place rapidly, that's all. Who would $msely examine a group of respected
financiers from the colony put in place during eisf? After all, they represent stability.
It's something to think about.

McAllister held the papers in his hands and loo&eHavilland. 'It's too much of a
gamble for him," he said. 'Sheng risks losing adrdf the expansionists in the Central
Committee, the old military revolutionaries who &reking for any excuse to move into
the colony. A crisis based on violence would plgytinto their hands. That's the
scenario we gave Webb, and it's a realistic one. '



'‘Unless Sheng's own position is now strong enoagluppress them. As you said
yourself, Sheng Chou Yang has made China a greabfienoney, and if there was ever
a basically capitalistic people it's the Chinedaeyrhave more than a healthy respect for
money, it's an obsession. '

They also have respect for the old men of the Ldagch and it, too, is obsessive.
Without those early Maoists most of China's yourlgadership would be illiterate
peasants breaking their backs in the field. Thegnethose old soldiers. Sheng wouldn't
risk a confrontation. '

Then there's an alternative theory that could bemabination of what we're both saying.
We did not tell Webb that a number of the more Véeaders of Peking's old guard
haven't been heard from in months. And in sevesthinces, when the word was
officially released, this one or that had died afural causes, or a tragic accident, and in
one case was removed in disgrace. Now if our assamis right, that at least some of
these silenced men are victims of Sheng's hired gun

Then he's solidified his position by eliminatidoroke in McAllister. "Westerners are all
over Peking; the hotels are filled to capacity. Whane more — especially an assassin
who could be anyone — an attaché, a business éxecua Chameleon. '

'‘And who better than the manipulative Sheng taipetecret meetings between his Jason
Bourne and selected victims. Any number of pretesdsald do, but primarily military
high-tech espionage. The targets would leap at it.

'If any of this is near the truth, Sheng's muclhfer along than we thought. '

Take your papers. Request anything you need franmeelligence people and MI6.
Study everything, but find us a pattern, Edwardvéflose a Governor tonight we may be
on our way to losing Hong Kong in a matter of ddys: all the wrong reasons. '

'He'll be protected,” muttered McAllister, headfongthe door, his face troubled.

'I'm counting on it," said the ambassador as tliersecretary left the room. Havilland
turned to Catherine Staples. 'Are you really beigijmo understand me? he asked.

The words and their implications, yes, but notaiarspecifics,' replied Catherine;
looking oddly at the door the undersecretary diestead just closed. 'He's a strange man,
isn't he?'

‘McAllister?'

'Yes. '

'Does he bother you?



'On the contrary. He lends a certain credibilitygt@rything that's been said to me. By
you, by that man Reilly — even by your Presidént,dfraid. ' Staples turned back to the

ambassador. 'I'm being honest. '

'l want you to be. And | understand the wavelengtirre on. McAllister's one of the best
analytical minds in the State Department, a britllaureaucrat who will never rise to the

level of his own worth. '
'Why not?'

'l think you know, but if you don't you sense ie'Bla thoroughly moral man and that
morality has stood in the way of his advancemeat Hbeen cursed with his sense of
moral outrage | never would have become the mam+and in my defense | never
would have accomplished what | have. But | think ¥mow that, too. You said as much
when you came in here. "'

'‘Now you're the one being honest. | appreciate it.

'I'm glad. | want the air cleared between us bez&ugant your help. '
‘Marie?'

'‘And beyond,' said Havilland. 'What specifics dibtyou? What can | clarify?'

This clearing house, this commission of bankerstamhns Sheng will propose to
oversee the colony's financial policies-'

'Let me anticipate,’ interrupted the diplomat . @& surface they will be disparate in
character and position and eminently acceptabld.sagd to McAllister when we first
met, if we thought the whole insane scheme hacyepy we'd look the other way and
wish them great success, but it doesn't have acehddl powerful men have enemies;
there'll be skeptics here in Hong Kong and in Pgkjealous factions who've been
excluded — and they'll dig deeper than Sheng expktiink you know what they'll find.

That all roads, above and below ground, lead to®&ddme here being this taipan,
Sheng's father, whose name your highly selectiveigh@nts never mention. He's the
spider whose webs reach out to every member oftthating house. He controls them.
For God's sake, who the hell is he?'

'l wish we knew,' said Havilland, his voice flat.
"You really don't?" asked Catherine Staples, asheui.
'If we did, life would be far simpler and | woul@ve told you. I'm not playing games

with you; we've never learned who he is. How maaigans are there in Hong Kong?
How many zealots wanting to strike back at Pekingriy way they can in the cause of



the Kuomintang? By their lights China was stolemirthem. Their Motherland, the
graves of their ancestors, their possessions -yttwmeg. Many were decent people, Mrs.
Staples, but many others were not. The politicadiées, the warlords, the landlords, the
immensely rich — they were a privileged societyt farged themselves on the sweat and
suppression of millions. And if that sounds likerack of today's Communist
propaganda, it was a classic case of yesterdayw®gation that gave rise to such bilge.
We're dealing with a handful of obsessed expatwéis want their own back. They
forget the corruption that led to their own collep's

'Have you thought of confronting Sheng himself¥&ely!

'Of course, and his reaction is all too predictable would feign outrage and tell us
bluntly that if we pursue such despicable fantasies attempt to discredit him, he'll
void the China Accords, claiming duplicity, and neddong Kong into Peking's
economic orbit immediately. He'd claim that manyha old line Marxists in the Central
Committee would applaud such a move, and he'dgb. iThen he would look at us and
probably say, "Gentlemen, you have your choice.d3tay."

'‘And if you made Sheng's conspiracy public the sdmmg would happen and he knows
you know it, said Staples, frowning. 'Peking wopldl out of the Accords, blaming
Taiwan and the West for messing around. The Wiesttsis beet red with internal
capitalistic corruption, so the territory marcheatMarxist drum — actually they
wouldn't have a choice. And what follows is econopullapse. '

That's the way we read it," agreed Havilland.

‘The solution?'

There's only one. Sheng. '

Staples nodded her head. 'Hardball, she said.

The most extreme act, if that's what you mean. '

That's obviously what | mean,' said Catherine. 'Matie's husband, this Webb, is
intrinsic to the solution?'

‘Jason Bourne is intrinsic to it, yes. '

'‘Because this impostor, this assassin who callsélinBourne, can be trapped by the
extraordinary man he emulates — as McAllister guiut not in that context. He takes his
place and pulls out Sheng where he can implemergdhution, the extreme solution...
Hell, he kills him.

'Yes. Somewhere in China, of course. '



'In China ... of course?"

'Yes, making it appear internal fratricide with external connections. Peking can't
blame anyone but unknown enemies of Sheng witkiovtn hierarchy. In any case, at
that juncture, if it happens, it's probably goindoe irrelevant. The world won't officially
hear of Sheng's death for weeks, and when the aoement is made, his "sudden
demise" will undoubtedly be attributed to a massiwsnary or a cerebral haemorrhage,
certainly not to murder. The giant does not paitgdaberrations, its conceals them. '

'‘Which is precisely what you want. '

‘Naturally. The world goes on, the taipans areofutrom their source, Sheng's clearing-
house collapses like a house of cards, and realsomesm go forward honoring the
Accords to everyone's benefit... But we're a lory fvom there, Mrs. Staples. To begin
with, there's today, tonight. Kai Tak. It could the beginning of the end, for we have no
immediate countermeasures to put in place. If eapgalm it's an illusion born of years
of concealing tension. My two consolations at thmment are that the colony's security
forces are among the best on earth, and secoratratiedy of death notwithstanding —
is that Peking has been alerted to the situatiemgHKong's concealing nothing, nor does
it care to. So, in a sense, it becomes both a j@kiand a joint venture to protect the
Governor. '

'How does that help if the worst happens?’

'For what it's worth, psychologically. It may avére appearance if not the fact of
instability, for the emergency has been labeleddeéiand as an isolated act of
premeditated violence, not symptomatic of the cganrest. Above all, it's been shared.
Both delegations have their own military escoifigytll be put to use. '

'So by such subtle points of protocol a crisis loartontained?’

'From what I've been told, you don't need any lesso containing crises, or
precipitating them either. Besides, everything garff the wire with one development
that throws subtleties on to the garbage heap.i@esperything I've said, I'm frightened
to death. There's so much room for error and nistation — they're our enemies, Mrs.
Staples. All we can do is wait, and waiting is lia@dest part, the most draining. '

'l have other questions,' said Catherine.

'By all means, as many as you like. Make me thimike me sweat, if you can. It may
help us both to take our minds off the waiting. '

"You just referred to my questionable abilitiecontaining crises. But you added — |
think more confidently — that | could also precpé them.

'I'm sorry, | couldn't resist. It's a bad habit. '



'l assume you meant the attacheé, John Nelson. '

'Who? ... Oh, yes, the young man from the consw\teat he lacks in judgement he
makes up in courage. '

‘You're wrong. '

'‘About the judgement?' asked Havilland, his thigkleows arched in mild astonishment .
'‘Really?’

'I'm not excusing his weaknesses, but he's oneediitest people you've got. His
professional judgement is superior to that of nodstour more experienced personnel.
Ask anyone in the consulates who's been in confesewith him. He's also one of the
few who speak a damn good Cantonese. '

'He also compromised what he knew was a highlysiflad operation,’ said the diplomat
curtly.

'If he hadn't, you wouldn't have found me. You vami have come within arm's reach of
Marie St Jacques, which is where you are now. Amsareach. '

'‘An "arm's reach"...?" Havilland leaned forward; &yes angry, questioning. 'Surely, you
won't continue to hide her. "

'Probably not. | haven't decided. '

'My God, woman, after everything you've been t@de's got to be here! Without her
we've lost, we've all lost! If Webb found out shasn't with us, that she'd disappeared,
he'd go mad! You've got to deliver her!

‘That's the point. | can deliver her any time.dedn't have to be when you say.’

'No!" thundered the ambassador. 'When and if Olsdbd&8ourne completes his
assignment, a series of telephone calls will begalgutting him in direct contact with

his wife!'

'l won't give you a telephone number,’ said Staplatier-of-factly. 'l might as well give
you an address. '

"You don't know what you're doing! What do | hagesay to convince you?'
'Simple. Reprimand John Nelson verbally. Suggeshseling, if you wish, but keep

everything off the record and keep him here in HEogg, where his chances for
recognition are the best. '



‘Jesus Christ!" exploded Havilland. 'He's a drugjct

‘That's ludicrous, but typical of the primitive o&ian of an American "moralist” given a
few key words. '

'Please, Mrs. Staples-'

'He was drugged; he doesn't take drugs. His lgritiee vodka martinis, and he likes
girls. Of course, a few of your male attaches prb&g/s, and their limit is nearer six
martinis, but who's counting? Frankly, | personaibn't give a damn what adults do
within the four walls of a bedroom — | don't redtiglieve that whatever it is affects what
they do outside the bedroom — but Washington hagttuliar preoccupation with-'

‘All right, Mrs. Staples! Nelson is reprimandedy-rbe -and the Consul General will not
be informed and nothing goes into his record. Are gatisfied?

'We're getting there. Call him this afternoon aglthim that. Also tell him to get his
extracurricular act together for his own benefit. '

That will be a pleasure. Is there anything else?

'Yes, and I'm afraid | don't know how to put it mout insulting you. '
‘That hasn't fazed you. '

'It fazes me now because | know far more than tlaide hours ago.
‘Then insult me, dear lady. '

Catherine paused, and when she spoke her voica w@gsfor understanding. It was
hollow yet vibrant and filled the room. ' Why! Wilyd you do it? Wasn't there another
way?'

'l presume you mean Mrs. Webb. '

'Of course | mean Mrs. Webb, and no less her husbasked you before, have you any
idea what you've done to them? It's barbaric amddn that in the full ugliness of the
word. You've put both of them on some kind of medieack, literally pulling their

minds and their bodies apart, making them live wh#hnknowledge that they may never
see each other again, each believing that withomgvdecision one can cause the other's
death. An American lawyer once asked a questi@nsenate hearing, and I'm afraid |
must ask it of you... Have you no sense of decedcyAmbassador?’

Havilland looked wearily at Staples. 'l have a sewisduty,’ he said, his voice tired, his
face drawn. 'l had to develop a situation rapitigt twould provoke an immediate
response, a total commitment to act instantly.dsWwased on an incident in Webb's past,



a terrible thing that turned a civilized young sielnanto — the phrase used to describe
him was the "supreme guerrilla”. | needed that ntfzet, hunter, for all the reasons you've
heard. He's here, he's hunting, and | assume fessvinharmed and we obviously never
intended anything else for her. "

The incident in Webb's past. That was his firse®ifn Cambodia?
"You know, then?

‘Marie told me. His wife and two children were &dl by a lone jet fighter sweeping
down along a river, strafing the water where theyenplaying. '

'He became another man,’ said Havilland, noddthg.rind snapped and it became his
war despite the fact that he had little or no rddar Saigon. He was venting his outrage
in the only way he knew how, fighting an enemy viaal stolen his life from him. He
would usually take on only the most complex andggaous assignments where the
objectives were major, the targets within the fraumek of command personnel. One
doctor said that in his mental warp Webb was Idllihe killers who sent out other
mindless killers. | suppose it makes sense. '

'‘And by taking his second wife in Maine you raisled spectre of his first loss. The
incident that turned him first into this "supremeegilla’, then later as Jason Bourne, the
hunter of Carlos the Jackal. '

'Yes, Mrs. Staples, hunter,' interjected the di@oquietly. 'l wanted that hunter on the
scene immediately. | couldn't waste any time —anotinute — and | didn't know any other
way to get immediate results.

'He's an Oriental scholar? cried Catherine. 'Heetstends the dynamics of the Orient a
hell of a lot better than any of us, the so-caéiggderts. Couldn't you have appealed to
him, appealed to his sense of history, pointingtbetconsequences of what could
happen?

'He may be a scholar but he's first a man who bediewith certain justification — that he
was betrayed by his government. He asked for hadpaatrap was set to kill him. No
appeals of mine would have broken through thatdyarr

'You could have tried'

'‘And risk delay when every hour counted? In a way sorry you've never been put in
my position. Then, perhaps, you might really unterd me. '

'‘Question,’ said Catherine, holding up her handdty. 'What makes you think that
David Webb will go into China after Sheng if he ddmd and take the impostor? As |
understand it, the agreement is for him to delitierman who calls himself Jason Bourne
and Marie is returned to him. '



‘At that point, if it occurs, it doesn't really next That's when we'll tell him why we did
what we did. That's when we'll appeal to his FastEeapertise and the global
consequences of Sheng's and the taipans' macimsalidne walks away, we have
several experienced field agents who can takelaepThey're not men who you'd care
to bring home to meet your mother but they're addd and they can do it.'

'How?

'‘Codes, Mrs. Staples. The original Jason Bournethoas always included codes
between himself and his clients. That was the &trad myth and the impostor has
studied every aspect of the original. Once this Bewrne is in our hands we'll get the
information we need one way or another -confirmgdahemicals, of course. We'll know
how to reach Sheng, and that's all we have to k@ve. meeting in the countryside
outside Jade Tower Mountain. One kill and the wgdés on. I'm not capable of coming
up with any other solution. Are you?'

'No," said Catherine softly, slowly shaking herdel's hardball. '
'Give us Mrs. Webb. '

'Yes, of course, but not tonight. She can't go drgye, and you've got enough to worry
about with Kai Tak. | took her to a flat in Tuen NMin the New Territories. It belongs to
a friend of mine. | also took her to a doctor wiamtbaged her feet — she bruised them
badly running from Lin — and he gave her a sedaMyeGod, she's a wreck; she hasn't
slept in days, and the pills didn't do much for last night; she was too tense, still too
frightened. | stayed with her and she talked w#ivn. Let her rest. I'll pick her up in the
morning. '

'How will you manage it? What will you say?'

'I'm not sure. I'll call her later and try to kelegr calm. I'll tell her I'm making progress —
more, perhaps, than | thought | would. | just wangive her hope, to ease the tension. I'll
tell her to stay near the phone, get as much seshha can, and I'll drive up in the
morning, | think with good news. '

'I'd like to send a back-up with you,' said Havilla'Including McAllister. He knows her
and | honestly believe his moral suasion will benowunicated. It will bolster your case. '

'It might," agreed Catherine, nodding. 'As you sh&knsed it. All right, but they're to
stay away until I've talked to her and that coakkta couple of hours. She has a finely
honed distrust of Washington and I've got a latarfvincing to do. That's her husband
out there and she loves him very much. | can'tlamon't tell her that | approve of what
you did, but | can say that in light of the ext@dioary circumstances — not excluding the
conceivable economic collapse of Hong Kong — | usided why you did it. What she
has to understand — if nothing else — is that sthe&er to her husband being with you



than away from you. Of course, she may try toyoli but that's your problem. She's a
very feminine, good-looking woman, more than attv&g quite striking actually, but
remember she's a ranch girl from Calgary. | wotlddvise being alone with her in a
room. I'm sure she's wrestled calves to the grdanstronger than you. '

Il bring in a squad of marines. '

'Don't. She'd turn them against you. She's onbeofrtost persuasive people I've ever met.

'She has to be,' replied the ambassador, leantigibaiis chair. 'She forced a man with
no identity, with overwhelming feelings of guilg took into himself and walk out of the
tunnels of his own confusion. No easy task... relabout her — not the dry facts of a
dossier, but the person. "

Catherine did, telling what she knew from obsenratind instinct, and as one aspect
arose, it gave rise to other angles of questioninge passed; the minutes and the half
hours punctuated with repeated phone calls apgridavilland of the conditions at Kai
Tak Airport. The sun descended beyond the walte@garden outside. A light supper
was provided by the staff.

'Would you ask Mr McAllister to join us? said Hdsihd to a steward.

'l asked Mr McAllister if | could fetch him sometty, sir, and he was pretty firm about it.
He told me to get out and leave him alone. '

Then never mind, thank you. '

The phone calls kept coming; the subject of Matidagques was exhausted, and the
conversation now turned exclusively on the develepi: at Kai Tak. Staples watched
the diplomat in amazement, for the more intensetisés became, the slower and more
controlled was his speech.

Tell me about yourself, Mrs. Staples. Only what gave to professionally, of course. '

Catherine studied Raymond Havilland and began lguiesprang from an ear of Ontario
corn..."'

'Yes, of course,’ said the ambassador in utteesigcglancing at the phone.

Staples now understood. This celebrated statesraarcarrying on an innocuous
conversation while his mind was riveted on an etidifferent subject. Kai Tak. His
eyes kept straying to the telephone; his wristddroonstantly so that he could look at his
watch, and yet he never missed the breaks in dmiwmgue where he was expected to
voice a response.



'My former husband sells shoes-'

Havilland's head snapped up from his watch. He dvaot have been thought capable of
an embarrassed smile, but he showed one at thaenortYou've caught me,' he said.

‘A long time ago,' said Catherine.
There's a reason. | know Owen Staples quite well.
It figures. | imagine you move in the same circles

'l saw him last year at the Queen's Plate raceiorio. | think one of his horses ran
respectably well. He looked quite grand in his waty, but then he was one of the Queen
Mother's escorts. '

'When we were married, he couldn't afford a stitlod rack.

"You know," said Havilland, 'when | read up on yaoud learned about Owen, | had a
fleeting temptation to call him. Not to say anythimbviously, but to ask him about you.
Then | thought, my God, in this age of post-maigiaility, suppose they still talk to each
other. I'd be tipping my hand. '

'‘We're still talking, and you tipped your hand wiyen flew into Hong Kong. '

'For you, perhaps. But only after Webb's wife reatchou. Tell me, what did you think
when you first heard | was here?’

‘That the UK had called you in for consultationtba Accords. '
"You flatter me-'

The telephone rang and Havilland's hand flew ouitfd he caller was Wenzu, reporting
the progress being made at Kai Tak, or more suthetdyy as was apparent, the lack of
progress.

'Why don't they simply call the whole damn thindgroaisked the ambassador angrily.
'Pile them into their cars and get the hell outhefre!" Whatever reply the major offered
only served to further exasperate Havilland. Thadisulous! This isn't a show of
gamesmanship, it's a potential assassination! & dmage or honour is involved under
the circumstances, and believe me, the world emiging by its collective teeth waiting
for that damned press conference. Most of it'sepslfor God's sake!" Again the diplomat
listened. Lin's remarks not only astonished hiraytimfuriated him. "The Chinese said
that? It's preposterous! Peking has no right toerslch a demand! It's-' Havilland
glanced at Staples. 'lt's barbaric Someone shellithem it's not their Asian faces that
are being saved, it's the British Governor's asddte is attached to his head which
could be blown off!" Silence; the ambassador's &jieked in angry resignation. 'l know,



| know. The heavenly red star must continue toesimra heavenly blackout. There's
nothing you can do, so do your best, Major. Kedjinga As one of my grandchildren
puts it, I'm "eating bananas"”, whatever the helt theans. ' Havilland hung up and
looked over at Catherine. '‘Orders from Peking. délegations are not to run in the face
of Western terrorism. Protect all concerned butycan. '

'‘London would probably approve. The "carry on" bdamiliar ring. '

'Orders from Peking... ' said the diplomat softigt hearing Staples. 'Orders from Sheng?
'‘Are you quite sure of that?"

'It's his ballgame! He calls the shots. My Godisheeady!"

The tension grew geometrically with each quarterhontil the air was filled with
electricity. The rains came, pounding the bay wimaath a relentless tattoo. A

television set was rolled in and turned on, the Acam ambassador-at-large and the
Canadian Foreign Service Officer watching in feaat & silence. The huge jet taxied in
the downpour to its appointed rendezvous with tiegvds of reporters and camera crews.
The English and the Chinese honour guards emengedsimultaneously from both

sides of the open door. Their appearance wasistartbr instead of the stately

procession expected of such military escorts, tegeads moved rapidly into flanking
positions down the metal steps, elbows bent skywadeéarms gripped, guns at the ready.
The leaders then filed out waving to the onlook#rsy started down the staircase
followed by two lines of awkwardly grinning subondtes. The strange 'press conference’
began and Undersecretary of State Edward McAllistest into the room, the heavy

door crashing into the wall as he flung it open.

'l have it!" he cried, a page of paper in his halfrd.sure | have it!
‘Calm down, Edward! Speak sensibly. '

‘The Chinese delegation!" shouted McAllister oubiath, racing to the diplomat and
thrusting the paper at him. 'It's headed by a nzanad Lao Sing! The second in
command is a general named Yunshen! They're polantiithey've opposed Sheng
Chou Yang for years, objecting to his policies dpemthe Central Committee! Their
inclusion in the negotiating teams was seen aga@meng's willingness to accept a
balance — making him look fair in the eyes of tleeguard. '

'For God's sake, what are you trying to say? htitsshe Governor! Not just him! It's all
of them! With one action he removes his two strang@ponents in Peking and clears
the path for himself. -Then, as you put it, he iampé his clearing house — his taipans —
during a period of instability shared by both goweents!

Havilland yanked the telephone out of its cradk&t'me Lin at Kai Tak,' he ordered the
switchboard. 'Quickly!... Major Lin, please. At anc What do you mean, he's not there?



Where is he? ... Who's this? ... Yes, | know who gce. Listen to me and listen carefully!
The target is not the Governor alone, it's worsmcludes two members of the Chinese
delegation. Separate all parties— You know tha!man from the Mossad! What the
hell...? There's no such arrangement, there caudddh:.. Yes, of course, I'll get off the
line. ' Breathing rapidly, his lined face pale, thplomat looked at the wall and spoke in
a barely audible voice. 'They found out, from Godwks where, and are taking
immediate countermeasures... Who! For Christ's,sake was it?' 'Our Jason Bourne,'
said McAllister quietly. 'He's there. ' On the te$gon screen a distant limousine jolted to
a stop while others peeled away into the darkrigégsres fled from the stationary car in
panic, and seconds later the screen was filled avithnding explosion. 'He's there,’
repeated McAllister, whispering. 'He's there!'

21

The motor launch pitched violently in the darknasd the torrential rains. The crew of
two bailed out the water that continuously swemikbaver the gunwales as the grizzled
Chinese-Portuguese captain, squinting throughdbes large windows, inched his way
forward towards the black outlines of the islanduBie and d'Anjou flanked the boat's
owner; the Frenchman spoke, raising his voice theedownpour. 'How far do you judge
it to the beach?'

Two hundred metres, plus or minus ten or twerggjd the captain.

'It's time for the light. Where is it?

'In the locker beneath you. On the right. Anotrerenity-five metres and | hold. Any
farther, the rocks can be dangerous in this weather

'We have to get in to the beach!' cried the Frerashriit's imperative, | told you that!"

'Yes, but you forgot to tell me there would be ttaim, these swells. Ninety metres, and
you can use the little boat. The engine is strgog;ll get there. '

'Merde!" spat out d'Anjou, opening the locker antipg out a signal light. That could
leave a hundred metres or more!'

'In any event it would not be less than fifty, ldgou that. '
'‘And between the two is deep water!"

'‘Shall I turn around and head for Macao?



'‘And get us blown up by the patrols? You make paytmaaen it is due or you do not
make your destination! You know that!"

'One hundred metres, no more. '

D'Anjou nodded testily while holding the signaliigup to his chest. He pressed a button,
immediately releasing it, and for a brief momeneane, dark blue flash illuminated the
pilot's window. Seconds later a corresponding kigaal was seen through the mottled
glass from the island's shoreline. 'You see, m@itaae, had we not come in for the
rendezvous this miserable scow would have beenrbtaw of the water. '

"You were fond enough of her this afternoon!" sh&lhelmsman, working furiously at
the wheel.

That was yesterday afternoon. It is now one-thiligynext morning and | have come to
know your thieving ways. ' D'Anjou replaced thehlign the locker and glanced at
Bourne who was looking at him. Each was doing wigahad done many times in the
days of Medusa — checking out a partner's appateéguipment. Both men wore
trousers, sweaters and thin rubber skull capslatk. Their normal clothing was rolled
up in canvas bags. Their only other equipment,tdpan Jason's automatic and the
Frenchman's small 22-calibre pistol, were scablohkdéses — all unseen. 'Get in as close
as you can," said d'Anjou to the captain. 'And maitver, you won't receive the final
payment if you're not here when we return. '

'Suppose they take your money and kill you?' citredpilot, spinning the wheel. Then
I'm our!

'I'm touched," said Bourne.

'Have no fear of that," answered the Frenchmaninglat the Chinese-Portuguese. 'I've
dealt with this man many times over many monthkelyiou, he is the pilot of a fast boat
and every bit the thief you are. | line his Manpsickets so that his mistresses live like
concubines of the Central Committee. Also, he sttspgekeep records. We are in God's
hands, perhaps better. '

Then take the light," muttered the captain grudginyou may need it, and you're no
good to me stranded or ripped up on the rocks. '

"Your concern overwhelms me,' said d'Anjou, 'reirig the light and nodding at Jason.
'We'll familiarize ourselves with the skiff and rnsotor. '

The motor's under thick canvas. Don't start itly@u're in the water!
'How do we know it will start?' asked Bourne.

'‘Because | want my money, Silent One. "'



The ride into the beach drenched them both, batbihg themselves against the panels
of the small boat, Jason gripping the sides andjdAthe rudder and the stern so as to
keep from pitching overboard. They grazed a shdatal ground against the rocks as the
Frenchman swerved the rudder to starboard, pushenthrottle to maximum.

The strange, dark blue flash came once again fnenbéach. They had strayed in the wet
darkness; d'Anjou angled the boat towards the saymawithin minutes the bow struck
sand. The Frenchman swung the stick down, elevétegnotor as Bourne leaped
overboard, grabbing the rope and pulling the spralit up on the beach.

He gasped, startled by the figure of a man suddeety to him, gripping the line in front
of him. 'Four hands are better than two,' shoutedstranger, an Oriental, in perfectly
fluent English — English with an American accent.

"You're the contact? yelled Jason, bewildered, wand if the rain and the waves had
distorted his hearing.

That's such a foolish term!" replied the man, simgupack. 'I'm simply a friend!

Five minutes later, having beached the small ibatthree men walked through the thick
shorefront foliage, suddenly replaced by scrubbgdr The 'friend' had constructed a
primitive lean-to out of a ship's tarpaulin; a shfia¢ faced the dense woods in front,
unseen from the sides and the rear, concealedeltatp. The warmth was welcome; the
winds and the drenching rain had chilled Bourne @Aajou. They sat cross-legged
around the fire and the Frenchman spoke to th@uméd Chinese.

This was hardly necessary, Gamma-'
'‘Gamma?' erupted Jason.

'I've implemented certain traditions of our past/tB. Actually, | could have used Tango
or Fox Trot — it wasn't all Greek, you know. Thee€k was reserved for the leaders. '

‘This is a bullshit conversation. | want to knowywhke're here. Why you haven't paid
him so we can get the hell out?'

'Man...!" said the Chinese, drawing out the wosing the particular American idiom.
This cat's uptight! What's his beef?"

'My beef, man, is that | want to get back to thaatb| really don't have time for tea!"
'How about Scotch?' said the officer of the Pespgk&public, reaching behind him,

pulling his arm forward and displaying a bottlepeifectly acceptable whisky. 'We'll
have to share the cork, as it were, but | dorrtkte're infectious people. We bathe, we



brush our teeth, we sleep with clean whores —aat ley heavenly government makes
sure they're clean. '

'Who the hell are you?' asked Jason Bourne.

‘Gamma will do, Echo's convinced me of that. Asvkat | am, | leave that to your
imagination. You might try USC -that's the Univéyssf Southern California — with
graduate studies in Berkeley — all those protestke sixties, surely you remember them.
'You were a part of that crowd?"

‘Certainly not! | was a staunch conservative, a bemof the John Birch Society who
wanted them all shot! Screeching freaks with narddor their nation's moral
commitments. '

‘This is a bullshit conversation. '

'My friend Gamma,' interrupted d'Anjou, 'is thefpet intermediary. He is an educated
double or triple or conceivably quadruple agentkiray all sides for the benefit of his
own interests. He is the totally amoral man anespect him for that. '

"You came back to China? To the People's Republic?’

'It's where the money was," admitted the offigkny' repressive society offers vast
opportunities for those willing to take minor riskss behalf of the repressed. Ask the
commissars in Moscow and the Eastern bloc. Of éyunse must have contacts in the
West and possess certain talents that can alse gervegimental leaders. Fortunately,
I'm an exceptional sailor, courtesy of friendsha Bay Area who owned yachts and
small motor craft. I'll return one day. | really tike San Francisco. '

'Don't try to fathom his Swiss accounts,’ said bAn'Instead, let's concentrate on why
Gamma has made us such a pleasant retreat iniiséoran. ' The Frenchman took the
bottle and drank.

It will cost you, Echo,’ said the Chinese.

'With you what doesn't? What is it?' D'Anjou pasteibottle to Jason.

' may speak in front of your companion?'

‘Anything. '

You'll want the information. | guarantee it. Thece is one thousand American. '

That's it?'



It should be enough,’ said the Chinese officeintakhe bottle of Scotch from Bourne.
There are two of you and my patrol boat is halfile @way in the south cove. My crew
thinks I'm holding a secret meeting with our undeer people in the colony. '

'l want the information, and you'll guaranteg' ffor those words I'm to produce a
thousand dollars without a struggle when it's ettipossible you have a dozen
Zhongguo ren outside in the bush. '

‘Some things must be taken on faith.

‘Not my money,' countered the Frenchman. 'You dmt'a sou until | have an idea what
you're selling. '

'You are Gallic to the core,' said Gamma, shakisdibad. 'Very well. It concerns your
disciple, the one who no longer follows his masigrinstead picks up his thirty pieces
of silver and a great deal more. '

The assassin!'
'Pay him!" ordered Bourne, rigid, staring at then€ke officer.

D'Anjou looked at Jason and the man called Gaminea, pulled up his sweater and
unbuckled his soaking wet trousers. He reachedibis waist and forced up an oilcloth
money belt; he unzipped the centre pocket, slippadhe bills one after another with his
fingers and held them out for the Chinese offidiree thousand for tonight and one for
this new information. The rest is counterfeit.ways carry an extra thousand for
contingencies, but only a thousand-' 'The inforor@ibroke in Jason Bourne. 'He paid
for it,' replied Gamma . 'l shall address him.ddéess whomever the hell you like, just
talk. ' 'Our mutual friend in Guangzhou — Cantdegan the officer, speaking to d'Anjou.
The radioman at Headquarters One. '

'‘We've done business,' said the Frenchman guardedly

'Knowing I'd be meeting you here at this hour Lidled at the pumps in Zhuhai Shi
shortly after ten-thirty. There was a message fertoreach him — we have a safe relay.
He told me a call was rerouted through Beijing veithunidentified Jade Tower priority
code. It was for Soo Jiang-'

D'Anjou bolted forward, both hands on the grounide Pig!

'Who is he?' asked Bourne quickly.

'Supposedly Chief of Intelligence for Macao openasi,' replied the Frenchman, 'but he

would sell his mother to a brothel if the price weight. At the moment he is the conduit
to my once and former disciple. My Judas!'



'Who's suddenly been summoned to Beijing," inteediphe man called Gamma.
‘You're sure of that?' said Jason.

'‘Our mutual friend is sure,’ answered the Chinstdélooking at d'Anjou. 'An aide to Soo
came to Headquarters One and checked all tomorflig¥itss from Kai Tak to Beijing.
Under his department's authorization he reservadesp a single space — on every one.
In several cases it meant that an original passemge reduced to stand-by status. When
an officer at Headquarters One asked for Soo'©pat€onfirmation, the aide said he
had left for Macao on urgent business. Who hasiegsiin Macao at midnight?
Everything's closed. '

'Except the casinos,’ volunteered Bourne. Table.Hihe Kam Pek. Totally controlled
circumstances. '

'Which, in view of the reserved spaces,' said the

Frenchman, 'means that Soo isn't sure when heaaith the assassin. '

'‘But he is sure he'll reach him. Whatever messatgedarrying is nothing short of an
order that has to be complied with. * Jason loaketie Chinese officer. 'Get us into
Beijing,' he said. The airport, the earliest fligliou'll be rich, | guarantee it. "

'Delta, you're mad? cried d'Anjou. 'Peking is duhe question!

'Why? No one's looking for us and there are FreRkalglish, Italians, Americans — God
knows who else — all over the city. We've bothmgdsports that'll get us through. '

'‘Be reasonable!’ pleaded Echo. 'We'll be in theis (Knowing what we know, if we're
spotted in the vaguest questionable circumstanedkhe killed on the spot! He'll show
up again down here, most likely in a matter of days

'l don't have days,' said Bourne coldly. 'I've pstir creation twice. I'm not going to lose
him a third time. '

"You think you can possibly take him in China?

'Where else would he least expect a trap?"

'Madness! You are mad!

'‘Make the arrangements,' Jason ordered the Chifiigser. The first flight out of Kai

Tak. When I've got the tickets I'll hand over fiftyousand dollars American to
whomever gives them to me. Send someone you csin ‘tru



'Fifty thousand...?' The man called Gamma star&batne.

The skies over Peking were hazy, the dust traygtimthe winds from the North China
Plains creating pockets of vapid yellows and duMms in the sunlight. The airport, like
all internationals, was immense, the runways aanessing patchwork of black avenues,
several over two miles in length. If there wasféedence between Peking airport and its
Western counterparts, it was in the huge dome-shigpeinal with its adjacent hotel and
various freeways leading into the complex. Althoeghtemporary in design there was
an underlying sense of function and an absencgespkeasing touches. It was an airport
to be used and admired for its efficiency, notifebeauty.

Bourne and d'Anjou went through customs with a mimn of effort, the way eased for
them by their fluent Chinese. The guards were #gtpleasant, barely glancing at their
minimal luggage, more curious about their lingwistbility than their possessions. The
chief official accepted without question the stofytwo Oriental scholars on a holiday
from which pleasant tales of travel would no ddird their way into the lecture halls.
They converted a thousand dollars each into reniylitdrally the People's Money, and
were given nearly two thousand Yuan apiece in retdnd Bourne took off the glasses
he had purchased in Washington from his friend @act

'One thing bewilders me,' said the Frenchman asdtwod in front of an electronic sign
showing the next three hours of arrivals and depest 'Why would he be flown in on a
commercial plane? Certainly, whoever is paying ham government or military aircraft
at his disposal. '

‘Like ours, those aircraft have to be signed odtasctounted for," answered Jason. 'And
whoever it is has to keep his distance from yosassin. He comes in as a tourist or a
businessman and then the convoluted process ohgakntact begins. At least that's
what I'm counting on. '

'Madness! Tell me, Delta, if you do take him — &adld that it's a significant "if because
he's extraordinarily capable — have you any idem tooget him out?

'I've got money, American money, large bills, mdran you can imagine. It's in the
lining of my jacket. "

‘That's why we stopped at the Peninsula, isnWity you told me not to check you out
yesterday. Your money's there. '

'It was. In the hotel safe. I'll get him out. '
'On the wings of, Pegasus?'

'No, probably a Pan Am flight with the two of udgieg a very sick friend. Actually,
somewhere along the line | think you gave me tlea.id



Then | am a mental case!'

'Stay by the window,' said Bourne. There's andtivelve minutes before the next plane
is due from Kai Tak, but then that could mean twoutes or twelve hours. I'm going to

buy us both a present.
'Madness,' mumbled the Frenchman, too tired to dierithan shake his head.

When Jason returned he directed d'Anjou into aeromithin sight of the immigration
doors, which were kept closed except when passengge emerging from customs.
Bourne reached into his inside jacket pocket arigégwut a long, thin brightly covered
box with the sort of gaudy wrapping found in souvehops the world over. He removed
the top; inside on ersatz felt was a narrow brattsrlopener with Chinese characters
along the handle. The point was obviously honedsdvadp. Take it,’ said Jason. 'Put it in
your belt. '

'How's the balance?' asked Medusa's Echo as hihsllwlade under his trousers.

‘Not bad. It's about halfway to the base of thedl@and the brass gives it weight. The
thrust should be decent. '

'Yes, | recall,’ said d'Anjou. 'One of the firstasiwas never to throw a knife, but one
evening at dusk you watched a Gurkha take out @t $en feet away without firing a

shot or risking hand-to-hand combat. His carbingbat spun through the air like a
whirling missile, right into the scout's chest. Tiext morning you ordered the Gurkha to
teach us — some did better than others. '

'How did you do?"

'Reasonably well. | was older than all of you aeltl drawn to whatever defences | could
learn that did not take great physical exertiorsoAl kept practising. You saw me; you
commented on it frequently.

Jason looked at the Frenchman. 'It's funny, banltdemember any of that.

'l just naturally thought ... I'm sorry, Delta. '

'Forget it. I'm learning to trust things | don'tdemstand. '

The vigil continued, reminding Bourne of his waitlio Wu as one trainload after
another crossed the border, no one revealed ustib#, elderly man with a limp became
someone else in the distance. The 11:30 plane wvaswo hours late. Customs would

take an additional fifty minutes...

‘That one!' cried d'Anjou, pointing to a figure Wialg out of the immigration doors.



'With a cane?' asked Jason. 'With a limp?"

'His shabby clothes cannot conceal his shouldexslaimed Echo. The grey hair is too
new; he hasn't brushed it sufficiently, and the&kddasses too wide. Like us, he is tired.
You were right. The summons to Beijing had to beglbied with and he is careless. '

'‘Because "rest is a weapon" and he disregarded it?'

'Yes. Last night Kai Tak must have taken its tolllom, but more important he had to
obey. Merde! His fees must be in the hundredsaighnds!

'He's heading for the hotel,’ said Bourne. 'Stagklheere, I'll follow him — at a distance. If
he spotted you, he'd run and we could lose him. '

'He could spot you'

‘Not likely. I invented the game. Also, I'll be et him. Stay here. I'll come back for
you. '

Carrying his canvas bag, his gait showing the weas of jet lag, Jason fell in line with

the disembarked passengers heading into the hatedyes on the grey-haired man ahead.
Twice the former British commando stopped and tdm®und, and twice, with each

brief movement of the shoulders, Bourne also tuaredtibent down, as if brushing an
insect from his leg or adjusting the strap of hag khis body and face out of sight. The
crowd at the registration counter grew and Jasaeight people behind the killer in the
second line, making himself as inconspicuous asiples continually stooping to kick

his bag ahead. The commando reached the femalke ksteshowed his papers, signed the
register, and limped with his cane towards a bdrk@vn elevators on the right. Six
minutes later Bourne faced the same clerk. He spoké&andarin.

'Ni neng bang-zhu wo ma?' he began, asking for. Helpas a sudden trip and I've no
place to stay. Just for the night. '

"You speak our language very well," said the cleét,almond eyes wide in appreciation.
"You do us honour,' she added politely.

'l hope to do much better during my stay here.dfma scholarly trip. '

It is the best kind. There are many treasureseifirg), and elsewhere, of course, but this
is the heavenly city. You have no reservation?'

'I'm afraid not. Everything was last minute, if yikmow what | mean. '

'As | speak both languages, | can tell you thatsaid it correctly in ours. Everything is
rush-rush. I'll see what I can do. It will not leertbly grand, of course. '



'l can't afford terribly grand,’ said Jason, shyBut | have a roommate — we can share the
same bed, if necessary. '

'I'm certain it will be a case of sharing, at sgbbrt notice. ' The clerk's fingers leafed
through the file cards. 'Here," she said. 'A sifiglek room on the second floor. | think it
may fit your economics-'

'We'll take it,' agreed Bourne. 'By the way, a femutes ago | saw a man in this line
who I'm sure | know. He's getting on now but | thive was an old professor of mine
when | studied in England. Grey-haired, with a caen certain it's he. I'd like to call
him. '

'Oh, yes, | remember. ' The clerk now separatednibst recent registration cards in front
of her. The name is Wadsworth, Joseph Wadswortls. iH¢hree twenty-five. But you
may be wrong. His occupation is listed as an offstwdl consultant from Great Britain. '

"You're right, wrong man,' said Jason, shakinghbad in embarrassment. He took the
key to the room.

'We can take him! Now!" Bourne gripped d'Anjou'siapulling the Frenchman away
from the deserted corner of the terminal.

'‘Now? So easily? So quickly? It is incredible!" Tomposite,’ said Jason, leading d'Anjou
towards the crowded row of glass doors that wagtitence to the hotel. 'It's completely
credible. Your man's mind is on a dozen differéirds right now. He's got to stay out of
sight. He can't place a call through a switchbosodhe'll remain in his room waiting for
a call to -him giving him his instructions. ' Theslked through a glass door, looked
around and headed to the left of the long couBteurne continued, speaking rapidly.
'Kai Tak didn't work last night so he has to coasidnother possibility. His own
elimination on the basis that whoever discoveredetkplosives under the car saw him
and identified him — which is the truth. He hasnsist that his client is alone at the
arranged rendezvous so that he can reach him oaereorit's his ultimate protection. '
They found a staircase and started climbing. 'Asctlothes,’ went on Medusa's Delta .
'He'll change them. He can't appear as he wasagdHit appear as he is. He has to be
someone else. ' They reached the third floor asdn]ais hand on the knob, turned to
d'Anjou. 'Take my word for it, Echo, your boy's atved. He's got exercises going on in
his head that would challenge a Russian chessrplaye

'Is this the academic speaking or the man they oalted Jason Bourne?'
'‘Bourne,’ said David Webb, his eyes cold, his vazee'lf it ever was, it's now.’
The canvas bag slung over his shoulder, Jasonyslgvened the door at the head of the

stairs, inching his body past the frame. Two medairk pinstriped suits walked up the
hallway towards him complaining at the apparenk lasicroom service; their speech was



British. They opened the door to their room andtweside. Bourne pushed the staircase
door back and shoved d'Anjou through; they walkegrdthe corridor. The room
numbers were in Chinese and English.

Three forty-one, 339, 337 — they were in the rigddtway, the room was along the left
wall. Three Indian couples suddenly emerged frdmoavn elevator, the women in their
saris, the men in tight-fitting cloth trousers;thEassed Jason and d'Anjou, chattering,
looking for their rooms, the husbands obviously@amd to be carrying their own

luggage.
Three thirty-five, 333, 331-

‘This is the end!" screamed a female voice, adbaseowoman in curlers strode martially
out of a door on the right wearing a bathrobe. flightgown underneath trailed below,
twice snarling her feet. She yanked it up, revegdimpair of legs worthy of a rhinoceros.
‘The toilet doesn't work and you can forget thengio

'Isabel, | told you!" shouted a man in red pyjampesring through the open door. 'It's the
jet lag. Get some sleep and remember this isnitt $hibs! Don't nit-pick. Expand
yourself!’

'Since | can't use the bathroom, | have no chditéhd some slant-eyed bastard and
yell like hell! Where are the stairs? | wouldn'tlkvanto one of those goddamned
elevators. If they move at all, it's probably si@gw and right through the walls into a
Seven-Four-Seven!

The distraught woman swept by on her way to thiecstse exit. Two of the three Indian
couples had difficulty with their keys, finally maging to negotiate the locks with loud,
well-placed kicks, and the man in the red pyjaniassed the door of his room after
shouting to his wife in high dudgeon. 'It's likatltlass reunion at the club! You're so
embarrassing, Isabel!

Three twenty-nine, 327... 325. The room. The hallwas deserted.

They could hear the strains of Oriental music ftmehind the door. The radio was turned
up, the volume loud, to be made louder with th&t fing of a telephone bell. Jason
pulled d'Anjou back and spoke quietly against tladl. Wl don't remember any Gurkhas or
any scouts-'

‘A part of you did, Delta," interrupted Echo.

'Maybe, but that's beside the point. This is thgito@ng of the end of the road. We'll
leave our bags out here. I'll go for the door aod fpllow hard. Keep your blade ready.
But | want you to understand something and thend ba a mistake — don't throw it
unless you absolutely have to. If you do, go ferlbgs. Nothing above the waist.



"You put more faith in an older man's accuracy thao. '

'I'm hoping | won't have to call on it. These doars made of hollow plywood and your
assassin's got a lot on his mind. He's thinkinguabtyategy, not about us. How could we
know he's here, and even if we did how could weagebss the border on such short
notice? And | want him! I'm taking him! Ready?

‘As | ever will be," said the Frenchman, lowering ¢anvas bag and pulling the brass
letter-opener from his belt. He held the bladeignitand, his fingers spread, seeking the
balance.

Bourne slipped the flight bag off his shoulderhe floor and quietly positioned himself
in front of room 325. He looked at d'Anjou. Echalded, and Jason sprang towards the
door, his left foot a battering ram, crashing itite space below the lock. The door
plunged inward as though blown apart; wood shattdreges were torn from their bolts.
Bourne lunged inside rolling over and over on tberf, his eyes spinning in all directions.

‘Arretez? roared d'Anjou.

A figure came through an inner doorway — the graydd man, the assassin Jason sprang
to his feet, hurling himself at his quarry, gralibthe man's hair, yanking him to the left,
then to the right, crashing him back into the daorfe. Suddenly the Frenchman
screamed as the brass blade of the letter-opexsdreftl through the air, embedding itself
in the wall, the handle quivering. It was off thank, a warning.

'Delta! No!"
Bourne stopped all movement, his quarry pinnedgless under his weight and grip.
'Look? cried d'Anjou.

Jason slowly moved back, his arms rigid, cagindithee in front of him. He stared into
the gaunt, wrinkled face of a very old man witmtting grey hair.

22

Marie lay on the narrow bed staring up at the egiliThe rays of the noonday sun
streamed through the shadeless windows fillingsthall room with blinding light and
too much heat. Sweat clogged her face, and hebtouse clung to her moist skin. Her
feet ached from the midmorning madness that hadrbag a walk down an unfinished
coastal road to a rocky beach below — a stupidyttordo, but at the time the only thing
she could do; she had been going out of her mind.



The sounds of the street floated up, a strangeptaecry of high-pitched voices, sudden
shrieks and bicycle bells and the blaring hornswfks and public buses. It was as if a
crowded, bustling, hustling section of Hong Kongl l@en ripped out of the island and
set down in some far away place where a wide anerendless fields and distant
mountains replaced Victoria Harbour and the cosstlews of ascending tall buildings
made of glass and stone. In a sense the transgadritappened, she reflected. The
miniature city of Tuen Mun was one of those spaterted phenomena that had sprung
up north of Kowloon in the New Territories. One yé&dad been an arid river plain, the
next a rapidly developing metropolis of paved roand factories, shopping districts, and
spreading apartment buildings, all beckoning tHos® the south with the promise of
housing and jobs in the thousands, and those wkdelakethe call brought with them the
unmistakable hysteria of Hong Kong's commerce. Witht they would be filled with
innocuous anxieties too placid to contend withstherere the descendants of Guangzhou
— the province of Canton — not world-weary Shanghai

Marie had awakened with the first light, what slebp had managed wracked with
nightmares — and knew that she faced another ssigmeof time until Catherine called
her. She had telephoned late last night, draggengtit of a sleep induced by total
exhaustion only to tell her cryptically that sevenausual things had happened that could
lead to favorable news. She was meeting a man wtiddken an interest, a remarkable
man who could help. Marie was to stay in the flatte telephone in case there were
new developments. Since Catherine had instructeddtéo use names or specifics on
the phone, Marie had not questioned the brevithefcall. 'I'll phone you first thing in

the morning my dear. ' Staples had abruptly hung up

She had not called by 8:30 or by 9:00, and by 8aée could stand it no longer. She
reasoned that names were unnecessary, each knethéns voice, and Catherine had to
understand that David Webb's wife was entitledotoething 'first thing in the morning'.
Marie had dialled Staples's flat in Hong Kong; ¢heras no answer, so she dialled again
to make sure she had spun the correct numbersingoth frustration and without caring,
she had called the consulate.

'Foreign Service Officer Staples, please. I'mentlifrom the Treasury Board in Ottawa.
I'd like to surprise her. "

The connection's very good, honey. '

'I'm not in Ottawa, I'm here,' said Marie picturiting face of the talkative receptionist
only too well.

'Sorry, hon, Mrs. Staples is off-premises with nstiuctions. To tell you the truth, the
high commish is looking for her too. Why don't ygiue me a number-'

Marie lowered the phone into its cradle, a sublpasic passing through her. It was
nearly 10:00, and Catherine was an early risesst'Biing in the morning' might be any



time between 7:30 and 9:30, most likely splittihg tifference, but not 10 o'clock, not
under the circumstances. And then 12 minutes theephone had rung. It was the
beginning of a far less subtle panic.

‘Marie?'

‘Catherine, are you all right?'

'Yes, of course. '

"You said "first thing in the morning"! Why didryou call before? I've been going out of
my mind! Can you talk?'

'Yes, I'm in a public booth-'

'‘What's happened? What's happening! Who's the mamngt?'

There had been a brief pause on the line from Hkorgy. For an instant it seemed
awkward and Marie had not known why. 'l want yostay calm, my dear,' said Staples.
'l didn't call before because you need all theyestcan get. | may have the answers that

you want, that you need. Things are not as terablgou think, and you must stay calm. '

'Damn it, | am calm, at least I'm reasonably sdesWhat the hell are you talking
about?’

'l can tell you that your husband's alive. '

'‘And | can tell you that he's very good at whatlbes -what he did. You're not telling me
anything!

'I'm driving out to see you in a few minutes. Ttradftc's rotten, as usual, made worse by
all the security surrounding the Sino-British delegns, tying up the streets and the
tunnel, but it shouldn't take me more than an lamar a half, perhaps two. '

'Catherine, | want answers?

'I'm bringing them to you, a few at least. Restyiglary to relax. Everything's going to
be all right. I'll be there soon. '

‘This man," asked David Webb's wife, pleading. '\WMd be with you?'
'‘No, I'll be alone, no one with me. | want to tattou'll see him later. '

‘All right. '



Had it been Staples's tone of voice? Marie had wadlafter hanging up. Or that
Catherine had literally told her nothing after adimg she could talk freely over a public
phone? The Staples she knew would try to allayehes of a terrified friend if she had
concrete facts to offer in comfort, even a singéxe of vital information, if the fabric of
the whole were too complex. Something. David Weblifs deserved something. Instead
there had been a diplomat's talk, the allusiorutanbt the substance of reality.
Something was wrong, but it was beyond her undedstg. Catherine had protected her,
taken enormous risks for her both professionatiyerms of not seeking guidance from
her consulate, and personally, in confronting apitgsical danger. Marie knew that she
should feel gratitude, overwhelming gratitude, instead she felt a growing sense of
doubt. Say it again, Catherine, she had screansadkimerself, say everything will be all
right! | can't think any more. | can't think in leéi've got to get out... I've got to have air.

She had lurched about unsteadily for the clotheg kiad bought for her when they had
reached Tuen Mun the previous night, clothes puethafter Staples had taken her to a
doctor who ministered to her feet, applying cushobgauze, giving her hospital slippers
and prescribing thick-soled trainers if she haddany extended walking during the next
few days. Actually, Catherine had picked out thathets while Marie waited in the car,
and considering the tension Staples was undesdiections were both functional and
attractive. A light green sheer cotton skirt wamptemented by a white cotton blouse
and a small white-shelled bag. Also a pair of daden slacks — shorts were
inappropriate — and a second casual blouse. Ak waccessful counterfeits of well-
known designers, the labels correctly spelled.

They're very nice, Catherine. Thank you. '

They go with your hair," Staples had said. 'Not #rgyone in Tuen Mun will notice — |
want you to stay in the flat — but we'll have tave here some time. Also, in case | get
stuck at the office and you need anything, I'vegmihe money in the bag. '

'l thought | wasn't supposed to leave the flat; wawere going to pick up a few things
at a market. '

'l don't know what's back in Hong Kong any morentlyau do. Lin could be so furious

he might dig up an old colonial law and put me urtd®ise arrest... There's a shoe store
in Blossom Soon Street. You'll have to go inside &y on the trainers yourself. I'll come
with you, of course. '

Several moments had passed and Marie spoke. '‘@ethkeow do you know so much
about this place? I've yet to see another Occitlantae streets. Whose flat is it?'

‘A friend's,’ said Staples without further elabmmat There's no one using it a great deal
of the time, so | come up here to get away froailit Catherine had said no more; the
subject was not to be explored. Even when theytéladd for most of the night, no
amount of prodding had brought forth any more infation. It was a topic Catherine
simply would not discuss.



Marie had put on the slacks and the white blouskesamuggled with the outsized shoes.
Cautiously, she had walked down the stairs andtimdusy street, instantly aware of the
stares she attracted, wondering whether she shaucround and go back inside. She
could not; she was finding a few minutes of freedoom the stifling confines of the

small apartment and they were like a tonic. Shalstt slowly, painfully, down the
pavement, mesmerized by the colour and the headwement and the unending, staccato
chatter all around her. As in Hong Kong, garismsigose everywhere above the
buildings, and everywhere people haggled with araleer alongside stands and in store-
front doorways. It was as if a slice of the coldrad been uprooted and set down on a
vast frontier.

She had found an unfinished road at the end oth &@eet, the work apparently
abandoned but only temporarily, as levelling maehii- unused and rusting — stood on
the borders. Two signs in Chinese were on eitligr af the descending dirt. Taking each
step carefully, she made her way down the steelmddo the deserted shoreline and sat
on a cluster of rocks; the minutes of freedom vegrening up precious moments of
peace. She looked out and watched the boats sitingthe docks of Tuen Mun, as well
as those heading in from the People's Republienfwbat she could see the first were
fishing craft, nets draped over bows and gunwalbsde those from the Chinese
mainland were mostly small cargo ships, their ddzkging with crates of produce — but
not all. There were also the sleek, grey navy péatrats flying the colours of the
People's Republic. Ominous black guns were mounrteall sides of the various cratft,
uniformed men standing motionless next to themripgeéhrough binoculars. Every now
and then a naval vessel would pull alongside arftshoat, provoking wildly excited
gestures from the fishermen. Stoic responses Wwereeplies as the powerful patrols
slowly turned and slipped away. It was all a gatheyught Marie. The North was quietly
asserting its total control while the South was tefprotest about its disturbed fishing
grounds. The former had the strength of hard steela disciplined chain of command,
the latter soft nets and perseverance. No onelveagdtor except those opposing sisters,
Boredom and Anxiety.

‘Jing-char shouted a male voice from behind indik&ance.

'Sheir shrieked a second. 'Ni zai zher gan shemkta® spun around. Two men up on
the road had broken into a run; they were racingrdihe unfinished access towards her,
their screams directed at her, commanding her. Aavilly she got to her feet, steadying
herself on the rocks as they ran up to her. Both were dressed in some sort of
paramilitary clothing, and as she looked at themr