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PROLOGUE


Las Peñas, Michoacán, Mexico


In all its eleven years of existence, La Concha d’Oro had never witnessed the likes of the security now firmly in place. Armed Federales stalked, eagle-eyed, the perimeter of the exclusive resort’s land side, a motorboat patrolled the water that paralleled its crescent beachfront, and wherever the two VIPs – for whom the resort had been emptied of guests, vetted, and made secure – went, their bodyguards floated like clouds of bees, busy doing nothing but tending their respective flowers.


About those flowers: They consisted of two men, Carlos Danda Carlos, newly appointed chief of Mexico’s anti-drug enforcement agency, and Eden Mazar, Mossad’s anti-terrorist specialist. Mexico needed all the help it could get to fight the entrenched corruption and fear that kept the three most powerful drug cartels’ grip on the country inviolable, which was why, the Director of Mossad had explained to Jason Bourne not three days ago, Carlos Danda Carlos had reached out to Mossad.


Carlos Danda Carlos was a new breed of Mexican, the Director had explained, educated in the United States, a fearless reformer, a determined general in the fight to free his country from the death grip in which it found itself.


‘Los Zetas is far and away the most dangerous cartel,’ the Director had said, ‘mainly due to the fact that it was created from a cadre of elite soldiers who deserted from the Mexican Army’s Special Forces.’ The Director had put his hand on Bourne’s shoulder. ‘Nevertheless, there will be so much security, for you it will be a milk run. Just look after Eden Mazar, and, in between, get some sun and relaxation.’


‘I don’t work for you. I don’t work for anyone, ever,’ Bourne had said, rather ungenerously considering the way the Director had treated him ever since he had come to Israel, following the death of Maceo Encarnación.


The Director’s smile was tinged with both sadness and regret. ‘Rebeka was like a daughter to me. It’s been a month since her funeral, but you show no inclination to leave. This is not like you.’


‘I’m no longer me,’ Bourne said. ‘Something inside me has changed. There is nothing that interests me.’


The Director watched him for a moment. He was a small man with a halo of wild white hair, the sort of man for whom every line etched into his leather face seemed to represent another death or disappointment. His large cache of victories was hidden out of sight. ‘I thought this … trip would help take your mind off—’


‘Nothing’s going to take my mind off her death,’ Bourne said harshly.


The Director nodded. ‘It’s too soon. I understand completely.’ He looked around the harborfront. ‘Well, you can hang around here for another month – or as long as you like.’


Bourne scoured his words, looking for a hint of irony, but failed to find any. Apparently, the Director meant what he said.


Then he paused to consider his limited options. ‘On the other hand, maybe you’re right. Maybe an assignment is just what I need.’


And so he had met Eden Mazar, had traveled in the same private Mossad jet with him and his contingent of bodyguards, had disembarked at the small private airfield exclusively reserved for La Concha d’Oro guests, which the Mexican Federales had kept in security lockdown for forty-eight hours prior to landing.


Now here he was, standing six feet away from the two exotic flowers and their bodyguards, scanning the area for trouble that surely would never come. The trouble was he was back in Mexico, and though he was far from Mexico City, where Rebeka had been killed, his mind was still filled with the sight and scent of her death in the taxi’s backseat, driving down apocalyptic streets.


Perhaps the Director hadn’t anticipated Bourne’s reaction to his swift return to Rebeka’s land of death, or possibly his suggestion had been deliberate. Getting back on the horse that threw you was often the best medicine.


Not this time.


Without his fully knowing it, Rebeka had pierced his Bourne armor, penetrating to the core of him. Her death throbbed like an internal wound that refused to heal. I have met other women like her, he thought. And then, inevitably: There’s been no one like her.


Such black thoughts were not typical of his psyche, which had been hardened in crucible after crucible until he had been quite certain that nothing could affect him for long, or even at all. But Rebeka’s death, piled upon all the deaths of those others who had tried to get close to him, was a loss that threatened to suffocate him, plow him under the earth. And why not? His life had been little more than a living death from the moment he had been pulled from the black waters by Mediterranean fishermen and realized that he had lost his memory, his past, his life up until the very moment when he had opened his eyes in unfamiliar surroundings.


Eden Mazar, coming out from beneath the gaily painted wooden overhang of the octagonal gazebo set overlooking the Pacific, reminded him that he was once more in unfamiliar surroundings. But this time, he felt lost, a sea captain who has forgotten his charts and how to steer by the stars.


‘These people are to be pitied,’ Eden said to him in a rumbling undertone. ‘They either lack the will or are too corrupt to take on the cartels in any concerted manner. Either way there’s nothing more for me to do here. The government no longer controls Mexico; the cartels do. We’ll be leaving this evening after dinner.’


Bourne nodded.


Eden turned away, then hesitated and came back to Bourne, a wry smile playing across his lips. ‘Are you bored yet?’


‘What makes you think I’m bored?’


Eden grunted. ‘I have read your face. Also, your file.’


Bourne was alarmed that the Mossad had a file on him, but he wasn’t surprised. He only wondered how accurate it was.


‘There’s nothing for you to do,’ Eden continued. ‘But really, this isn’t your thing, is it? You’re infiltration and excision. That’s what the Director likes so much about you.’


‘I didn’t know I was a current topic of conversation inside the Mossad.’


Eden smiled kindly. ‘You were close to Rebeka. That kind of thing didn’t happen with her.’


Suddenly Bourne understood. ‘And I’m the Director’s only living link with her.’


‘She was a special human being, as well as a remarkable agent. We miss her, but we’ll never be able to replace her. Her death dealt us a terrible blow. We will demand retribution.’


‘That’s the Mossad way, isn’t it?’


Mazar chose not to answer. ‘I’ve got to get back to Carlos. He’s not a bad sort, but when it comes to change, to making the concerted effort needed to rid Mexico of the cartels, his hands remain tied. As I said, pitiable.’


Bourne considered a moment. ‘Why are you here? What’s the Mossad’s interest in Mexican drug cartels?’


‘This is something you failed to ask the Director?’


Bourne realized he should have; maybe he hadn’t been thinking clearly.


Mazar smiled. ‘But you don’t really need to ask anyone that question, Jason, do you?’


Bourne watched him mount the steps back up to the gazebo, where Carlos and his cadre of muscle were waiting patiently in the shade. A cool breeze off the water started up, ruffling Bourne’s hair, stirring the hair on his forearms. What did Eden mean? Was the Mossad aware of the links among Encarnación, the Mexican cartels, and the Chinese government Bourne had discovered? Had Rebeka been working on that connection even before she had met him? He determined that, one way or another, he’d pry the answer out of Mazar.


Hearing a whining insect-like drone, he looked up, saw a small plane high in the sky. Squinting as it came closer, he could make out the pontoons. A seaplane then. Shading his eyes, he saw that the crew of the patrol boat had spotted the seaplane as well. There was movement on the deck, the flash of gun barrels.


Bourne saw that Eden’s bodyguards, being under the gazebo, were blocked from the scene. He started up the steps in order to warn Eden when Carlos Danda Carlos’s men, wielding machetes, sliced off the heads of Eden’s two bodyguards.


Eden turned as blood spattered him. Bourne reached for him, but Carlos, aiming a .357 Magnum at Bourne, shook his head. Eden was in the process of turning his head to look for Bourne when one of Carlos’s bodyguard swung his machete with such force that Eden’s head, severed from his shoulders, arced out onto the beach, where it rolled down the gentle slope until it was kissed by the turquoise waves lapping onto the warm sand.


Bourne took a chance, made his move, leaping onto the machete-wielder. Snatching the weapon from his hand, he drove it into his sternum, piercing skin and flesh, shattering bone.


Then an enormous percussion sounded in his ears at almost the same instant he was slammed backward by the powerful bullet plowing through the muscle of his left shoulder.


He grunted, toppled over the gazebo’s striped railing, tumbled down onto the beach.


Hours later, when he was able to rouse himself, the sun was close to setting, turning sky, sea, and sand the color of blood. He lay close to Eden’s head, which bobbed in the water like a child’s toy, striped with black blood, abandoned.


Bourne turned his head, blinked blurriness out of his eyes. Not a figure could be seen. So far as he could tell, the entire resort was deserted.


The gentle surf bumped Eden’s head against him, turning it slowly, as inexorably as the earth rotates from day to night. Eden’s eyes, already filmed over, stared at him accusingly. Bourne opened his mouth, as if the accusation had been verbal, but all at once he was inundated by a wave of violent pain, and quickly he passed into merciful unconsciousness.




BOOK ONE


TEN DAYS LATER




ONE


Internally, the Director of Mossad was traditionally known as Memune, ‘first among equals.’ Not Eli Yadin. ‘I have a name,’ he would say to the new recruits whenever he met them. ‘Use it.’


Yadin was normally an optimistic man – in his line of work you were either optimistic or you blew your brains out inside of eighteen months. But today he was unhappy; worse, his optimism had failed him. Possibly that was due to Amir Ophir, the man sitting opposite him, aboard his sailboat, the most secure spot in Tel Aviv – all of Israel for that matter.


Ophir was the head of Metsada, Mossad’s Special Ops branch. Through Kidon, its wet-work group, it was in charge of conducting assassination, sabotage, paramilitary, and psychological warfare projects. Unlike the Director, Ophir was dark of both skin and hair. His eyes, set far apart in his face, were pitch black, like the pupil of a raven’s eye. Yadin often thought Ophir’s soul was the same color.


‘Honestly, Memune, I don’t understand you.’ Ophir shook his head. ‘When he was up and running, the man was a liability, an albatross, even. Now he’s finished, done. He goes out with the trash. The Mexicans not only killed Eden, they desecrated him. This is totally unacceptable. They must be made to pay.’


‘Are you telling me my job, Amir?’


‘Of course not, Memune,’ Ophir said hastily. ‘I am only voicing my outrage – the outrage of our entire family.’


‘I share your outrage, Amir. And believe me, the perpetrators will be made to pay.’


‘I will design a counter to the Mexicans that will—’


‘You will do no such thing,’ the Director said sharply.


‘What?’


‘Ouyang Jidan is behind the Mexicans. A larger plan has been set in motion.’


Ophir’s expression grew dark. ‘You have not told me about it.’


‘I just did,’ the Director said blandly.


‘Details.’


‘Compartmentalization.’


Ophir appeared offended by this blatant rebuff. ‘You do not trust me?’


‘Don’t be absurd, Amir.’


‘Then—’


The Director looked him in the eye. ‘The plan involves Bourne.’


Ophir made a derisive sound through pursed lips.


The Director raised a hand. ‘Ah, well, you see …’


‘Memune, listen to me. Wherever Bourne goes, death follows. First Rebeka and now Eden. What I cannot fathom is why you’ve brought him into the center of our family.’


‘I know how close you were with Eden.’


‘Eden Mazar was one of my best men.’


The Director could see that Ophir was getting heated more rapidly than usual.


‘I feel your pain, Amir,’ the Director said, ‘but Bourne is of great strategic use to us.’


‘Bourne is burned out. He’s of no use to anyone.’


‘I disagree.’


Ophir raised one ebon eyebrow. ‘Even if you’re right, which I seriously doubt, is that use worth Eden Mazar’s life?’


‘Amir, Amir, it is for God to make such a judgment.’


Ophir snorted. ‘Yes. God is everywhere, and nowhere at all. The fact is, God has nothing to do with our chosen profession. If there is a God, there would be no need for Mossad or Kidon.’


Unfortunately, the Director knew what Ophir meant. It was times like these – when terror clamped Eli’s heart and was slowly squeezing the life out of it – that felt as if God had abandoned his chosen people. But such thoughts were counterproductive.


‘I would prefer we leave God out of our discussion,’ the Director said. It wasn’t spoken as an order, and yet it was. This, too, was the Mossad way.


‘You’re mistaken to pin the two deaths on Bourne,’ he went on. ‘He was their harbinger, but certainly not their cause.’


‘He failed to protect Rebeka.’


‘Rebeka didn’t need protection,’ the Director snapped. ‘You of all people know that.’


‘And what about Eden?’


The Director stood up. The wind had changed directions, and he spent some time adjusting the sails accordingly. When everything was secure and to his liking he returned to his seat and stared into Ophir’s raven eyes.


‘Amir, we find ourselves in a situation that I fear is quite beyond us. We need help.’


‘I can get you all the help you need.’


The Director shook his head. ‘I think not. Not this time.’


‘Memune, please. Bourne can’t be trusted.’ Ophir’s eyes grew dark and dangerous. ‘He’s not us; he’s not family,’ he said emphatically.


Leaning forward, forearms on knees, the Director put his hands together as if in prayer. ‘And yet, for better or for worse, it’s Bourne, Amir. Only Bourne can help us now.’


Jason Bourne, sitting in ancient shadow, stared out at the sunlight chopping the Mediterranean into diamond shards. He imagined each shard to be a leaping fish, went through the exercise of visualizing what each fish looked like as it leapt from the water. Instead he saw Eden Mazar’s decapitated head flying over the gazebo into the edge of the surf.


Diamond shards became flecks of blood, raining down on him. He saw Eden’s veiled eyes admonishing him. He closed his eyes, but that only brought up images of Rebeka in Mexico City, dying in the backseat of a taxi.


Above him rose the arches of the ancient aqueduct built in the first century bce, during King Herod’s reign. Three hundred years later, with the city of Caesarea greatly enlarged, it was extended, bringing cool, clear water from the springs of Shummi six miles away at the foot of Mount Carmel. Now the modern resort of Caesarea, adjacent to the ruins of the old city, was run by a private corporation.


At some point he became aware that a figure had entered his island of shade, and he grew annoyed, wanting, more than anything, to be alone. He turned, about to voice his displeasure, when he saw the Director, clad in one of his usual lightweight linen suits. His one concession for the beach was highly polished leather huaraches.


‘It took me some time to find you,’ the Director said, ‘so I imagine that’s the way you wanted it.’


When Bourne made no reply and swung his head to look out again at the sea, the Director stepped closer and sat down beside him.


‘I understand you left the hospital prematurely.’


‘Opinions differ,’ Bourne said dully.


‘A doctor’s opinion—’


‘I know my body better than any doctor,’ Bourne said curtly.


For some time, the two sat in an uncomfortable silence. Young women in tiny bikinis ran, shouting with laughter, into the surf to interrupt their boyfriends’ game of water Frisbee. Someone was taking photos of the aqueduct. A mother herded her two children up the beach, rubbing a towel briskly over their dripping heads. The salt tang was overlaid with the scents of suntan lotion and clean sweat.


‘How’s your shoulder?’


‘My shoulder’s fine,’ Bourne said. ‘Is that why you’re here? To check on my health? I don’t need a shoulder.’


‘I don’t have a shoulder to give,’ the Director said brusquely. Then he sighed. ‘You may want out, Jason—’


‘I don’t want out. I just want to be here.’


‘Doing nothing but thinking of her.’


‘It’s none of your business what I’m doing.’


‘Sitting on the beach day after day isn’t for people like us.’


Bourne remained mute.


‘We’ll rest when we’re dead,’ the Director observed drily. ‘Anyway, I didn’t come here to debate the merits of the life we’re in. I came to tell you that your enemies are still searching for you.’


‘Eden’s death is proof I’m not ready.’


‘No one could have saved Eden, not from a betrayal by Carlos. Recall, if you will, Eden had his handpicked bodyguards with him. They were killed instantly. You did your best.’


‘I should have done better. In other times—’


‘This isn’t other times,’ the Director said. ‘And the past is the past. You and I have to deal with the now.’


Bourne’s eye was caught by two of the Director’s grim-faced men coming down the beach. They bracketed the man who had been taking pictures and hustled him away.


‘It didn’t take me that long to find you,’ the Director said. ‘It hasn’t taken Ouyang Jidan long, either.’


Bourne squinted through the harsh sunlight. Was the photographer in custody Chinese?


The Director produced a cigar but made no move to light it, simply rolled it back and forth between his fingers like a magician’s wand. ‘Don’t for a moment imagine Ouyang hasn’t been monitoring the entire situation, Jason.’ The Director’s face held a measure of solace for Bourne. ‘You embarrassed him, caused him to lose face. He’s going to strike while you’re most vulnerable.’


Bourne swung his head around. ‘Did Rebeka know about Ouyang?’


‘What? No.’


‘Who did, besides you?’


The Director heaved another sigh. ‘My head of Metsada. Amir Ophir.’


‘Then why did Ouyang order her killed?’


For a moment the Director stood stock-still. A pulse beat in his right temple. ‘Encarnación gave the order.’


‘No,’ Bourne said. ‘He didn’t.’




TWO


‘Good.’ Quan, the wushun master, almost casually tossed a jian, a slender double-edged sword, traditionally used by gentlemen and scholars. As Ouyang Jidan caught it deftly by the hilt, Quan said, ‘White Snake Form.’


Ouyang stood perfectly still in the center of the training facility. The three men against whom he had been fighting for the past twenty minutes, using the Red Phoenix open-hand style, now picked up their own swords. Unlike Ouyang’s, theirs were dao, short, single-edged broadswords. All the weapons were carbon steel, rather than the traditional wooden training swords. Ouyang had moved beyond those years ago. There were twenty-nine levels in his chosen wushun discipline; he was fifteenth level.


Quan, a tiny man, looking no more than a wisp, was old in the manner of all great wushun masters. That is to say old in years only. He moved like a thirty-year-old, but his mind was filled with the wisdom only long decades of experience could produce. He was twenty-ninth level.


‘Now,’ Quan said to the three men, ‘attack.’


Ouyang moved not a muscle as the others advanced, an oasis of utter calm in the eye of the approaching whirlwind. The three men – tall, medium, and small in stature – came at him one by one, in the gliding, stretched movements of the Chinese straight sword form.


The small one struck first, an overhead blow meant to split the skull. Ouyang countered without moving his legs or torso in the slightest. Just his arms blurred, steel struck on steel, a lightning flash of sparks, and then the short man, shaken, stepped back at the precise moment the tall man lunged in with a strike meant to penetrate all the way to the spine. With a flick of his wrists that was neither disdainful nor flamboyant, Ouyang guided his opponent’s dao aside.


The medium man’s approach was entirely different. He was an expert in Sacred Stone, the same form Ouyang was using. For almost five minutes the two men stood toe-to-toe, with only their arms and weapons moving, until Ouyang, employing an unorthodox strike, swept his opponent’s legs out from under him.


The three men now spread out and simultaneously attacked Ouyang from different directions, the medium man switching from the immobile Sacred Stone to the fluid Fire Dance. For long moments, the endless clang of steel on steel, sparks like lightning, blurs like a mist clouding the interior of the building. Again and again the men tried to defeat Ouyang. Again and again, they were deflected, and then, in a breathtaking flurry, disarmed, defeated.


‘Well,’ Colonel Sun said, when it was over, after Ouyang had been elevated to sixteenth level in a brief ceremony, ‘even I am impressed.’


Ouyang looked at him, sword blade lying against his hairless forearm. ‘Perhaps you wish to take me on.’


Colonel Sun chuckled, shaking his head. ‘You are old school, Minister. I never studied the straight sword forms.’


‘Too low-tech, I imagine.’ Ouyang sheathed his jian with a reverence the younger man would never grasp. ‘So there is a gap in your expertise.’


Colonel Sun chuckled again, but there was an undertone of uneasiness, an unanswered question of failure. He was young to be such a highly ranked officer – in his midthirties, a handsome man, with a slight Manchu cast to his eyes and cheekbones. Ouyang had mentored him, brought him along, overseeing his swift rise through the military ranks. Sun was intelligent, inquisitive, like Ouyang, a visionary – one of the young upstarts that, Ouyang hoped, would help bring the Middle Kingdom the world hegemony it so richly deserved.


‘I have altered my mind-set,’ Colonel Sun said, ‘of Ministers who sit in offices and shuffle papers as they make decisions.’


‘Only me,’ Ouyang said with an impish smile. ‘Only me.’


Later, the two men sat in the private dining suite at the Hyatt on the Bund reserved exclusively for Ouyang. They drank Starbucks coffee and ate the American breakfast Ouyang insisted they tolerate, if not enjoy, as part of their preparation for world hegemony. Outside the windows stretched Pudong and the glittering arc of the Bund, for centuries one of the world’s most famous waterfronts.


Colonel Sun, having had enough of the foreign substances, put aside his fork and said, ‘One of our people has been taken into custody at Caesarea.’


Ouyang scowled. ‘That is most unfortunate.’


Colonel Sun, clearing the tastes out of his mouth with a gulp of water, nodded. ‘Jason Bourne was with Director Yadin.’


‘He’s like a fucking cockroach,’ Ouyang said. ‘Impossible to kill, as you yourself found out in the catacombs of Rome. You tried twice and failed both times.’


Colonel Sun winced. ‘Everyone has failed. That does not mean I’ll fail again.’


Ouyang nodded. ‘An outcome that would please me, Sun. And also, I might add, lead to another promotion.’ He wiped his lips. ‘Now, about the Mexican operation.’


‘A mistake was made at Las Peñas.’ Colonel Sun spat. ‘Mexicans! They can’t be trusted to think for themselves. Though, in the past that has worked in our favor.’ He hesitated a moment, as if unsure whether to voice his next thought. ‘And then there is Maricruz.’


Ouyang stiffened visibly. ‘Maceo Encarnación’s daughter is an exception to the rule.’


‘And yet,’ Colonel Sun said, ‘she is the one who brought us into contact with the Mexicans.’


‘In the past that has worked in our favor,’ Ouyang said, deliberately parroting his protégé.


‘The failure at Dahr El Ahmar to obtain the Israeli laser process for enriching uranium has not only set back our plans in Africa, but also given Cho Xilan the ammunition he needs against our long-range path for China.’


Cho was the secretary of the powerful Chongqing Party, Ouyang’s chief rival in the Central Committee. The Chongqing was also known as the Pure Heaven party for its conservative view of continuing the Middle Kingdom’s long-standing policy of isolation and non-engagement with the West. The rift between conservative and liberal factions of the government had been blown open by the very public purging of Bo Xilai and the subsequent arrest of his wife for allegedly murdering a Westerner.


‘Listen to me, Sun. Now that the president has decided to convene the Party Congress, everything has changed,’ Ouyang said. ‘In two weeks we will finalize plans to hand power to a new generation of leaders.


‘I am determined to be one of those leaders. I am just as determined to ensure that Cho Xilan is not one of them. He was elevated when Bo Xilai was purged. We must find a way to implicate him in conspiring with the former head of the Chongqing Party.’


Colonel Sun considered. ‘That will not be easy. Cho has many powerful friends.’


‘Nothing we do is easy, Sun.’ Ouyang’s fork paused on the way to his mouth, hanging in midair. ‘Listen to me now. The Mexicans could not be expected to deal with Jason Bourne, a man they know nothing about. Carlos did what he was ordered to do, and, as a result, Mossad has been dealt another blow. First the powerful agent Rebeka, and now Eden Mazar.’


‘Well then, it’s no wonder Yadin is talking with Bourne.’


‘The question is, why is Bourne listening?’ Ouyang chewed meditatively on a bite of egg and bacon. ‘Why was Bourne in Las Peñas protecting Mazar? Bourne is a loner. He loathes and distrusts government agencies.’ He shook his head, staring out at the glimmering high-rise skyline of Shanghai. ‘Something vital has changed. We need to find out, Sun.’


The colonel shook his head. ‘I don’t understand.’


Ouyang pursed his lips. ‘Bourne is a wild card, Sun, he always has been. We cannot afford to let him or Mossad interfere with us.’


‘I don’t understand why you’re still worried about Mossad. Their agent Rebeka is dead.’


‘Given what we know, Sun, there is every possibility that Mossad’s Director has talked Bourne into following in Rebeka’s footsteps.’


‘I still don’t—’


‘You know as much as you need to know, Sun.’ Ouyang turned away. ‘Focus on Bourne. He’s your target now.’


Bourne had booked himself into an anonymous motel on the seedier side of Caesarea, away from the posh tourist center where the rich came to play. Its whitewashed stone looked abused, as if the past had beaten it up. It was, however, not so anonymous that a man dressed as a tourist, carrying an overnight bag, wasn’t able to find it and book himself a room, paying cash for a one-night stay. While the clerk turned his back to fetch his room key, the tourist checked the computer terminal for Bourne’s room number.


The tourist had an entirely unremarkable face. In fact, minutes after he had checked in, the clerk had forgotten what he looked like. Meanwhile, on the third floor, the tourist stopped outside Bourne’s room.


He set down his overnight bag, unzipped it, and removed a vinyl sheet that, when shaken out, deployed as a suit, into which he stepped. When he zipped up the front, his body seemed to disappear. He slipped plastic booties over his shoes, then snapped on latex gloves.


Inside Bourne’s room, he observed everything with a cold clinician’s eye. He went methodically through every drawer, shelf, checked behind every picture, underneath the bed – making certain to replace everything in the precise spot and angle in which he’d found it. Finding nothing of interest, he stepped into the bathroom. He felt behind the toilet’s water tank, lifted the porcelain lid to peer inside. From the side of the sink, he picked up a water glass. Holding it at rim and bottom, he sprayed a fine white powder on the curved side. Immediately several fingerprints were revealed. He placed a short length of a specially formulated tape over the fingerprints, then carefully peeled it off. The prints were perfectly preserved on the tape.


A moment later, silent and ghost-like, he slipped from the room. Stripping off the vinyl suit and booties, he stowed them in his bag. He kept the latex gloves on. Descending two flights of metal stairs, he exited unnoticed through the rear door, vanishing into the white noonday glare.




THREE


‘My world,’ Director Yadin said as he stared out at the cerulean water breaking onto the beach, ‘is made up of black and white. I leave the shades of gray to other people. I am compelled by my job to see the world in two camps: heroes and villains – those who will help me and those who plot my downfall. Here, we do not have the luxury of being undecided, we do not have the luxury of hesitating, because destruction is always waiting on the other side of night.’


The young men and women, finished with their sexual horseplay in the surf, came running back up the beach, bronzed bodies both hard and lush.


‘You know,’ Yadin observed, ‘it’s only when you reach a certain age that you can fully appreciate the bodies of the young.’ He turned to Bourne. ‘It’s part of my job to put those beautiful bodies at risk, and I don’t even have time to consider what a pity it is. My only mistress is necessity.’


Bourne, chin resting on his folded forearms, said, ‘How does this relate to my history with Ouyang Jidan?’


The Director grunted. ‘Despite what I’ve just said, for every generation there comes a person whose skills, ingenuity, and danger fall outside the parameters of my universe. You are such a man. And so is Ouyang Jidan. So I suppose it’s not at all surprising that the two of you have a shared history. Somehow, in some mysterious way, you sought each other out, if only because opposites attract.’


The Director stopped rolling his cigar between his fingers, poked one end into his mouth, and took his time lighting up. His eyes glittered eerily in the brief flare-up, then the two men were briefly engulfed in a bluish cloud before the sea breeze blew the aromatic smoke away.


‘Ten years ago Ophir and I were running an operation in Syria,’ the Director said. ‘In those days, we were both Kidon. This op was top secret, very perilous not only for us, but for the state itself.’ He laughed unexpectedly. ‘We called ourselves the Assassination Bureau. What a pair of idiots we were!’


His expression sobered quickly enough. ‘So, then. We had been sent in to infiltrate and to kill. Your specialties, Jason. As it turned out, we weren’t the only ones.’


He paused for a moment to contemplate the end of his cigar, which glowed with what seemed to be an infernal heat. ‘You remember Brigadier General Wadi Khalid? He was the head of Syrian military intelligence or, as we dubbed him, the Minister of Shitholes.’


The Director puffed on his cigar, then pursed his lips to expel the smoke. Instead he abruptly turned away and began to cough. Released smoke wreathed his head before wafting away.


‘Khalid, you may recall, was the architect of the so-called Torture Archipelago, the network of underground torture chambers spread around the country,’ the Director continued when he had recovered. ‘They had to be destroyed, of course, but for obvious reasons, not the least of which was an abrupt reversal of morale among the Syrian military, Khalid had to be exterminated first.’


Yadin coughed again, less violently this time, and cleared his throat. ‘As I said, in those days Ophir and I were hotshots. We made mistakes – small ones, but they were enough.’


Far out, beyond the shore, a dark blue sailboat, its mainsail ballooned outward, tacked before the wind. Down the beach, a baby started crying. The young women were spreading out a picnic while their boyfriends played cards or sunned themselves.


‘So you didn’t get Khalid,’ Bourne said, after a time.


‘Ophir and I were lucky to escape Damascus with our lives.’ The Director stared at his cigar. He no longer seemed interested in smoking it. ‘But we did return with a startling bit of information. The Syrian military was being taught their interrogation techniques by the Chinese.’


This got Bourne’s attention, as the Director must certainly have known it would. ‘The Chinese …’


‘Ouyang has been whittling away at us for some time.’ The Director’s eyes met Bourne’s. ‘Now it’s cyber warfare, trying to steal our secrets through viruses and Trojans, but it amounts to the same thing. He wants the advanced technology we have.’


‘So Ouyang is coordinating all the attacks against you.’


It was Yadin’s turn to look out to sea. ‘Ouyang’s hatred and fear of us started decades ago. He had been sent to Damascus by his then masters. He was the one mentoring the military intelligence in esoteric torture techniques.’


‘Wait a minute, when was this?’ Bourne said.


‘Eleven years ago. We got out on November fifth.’


Bourne shook his head. ‘I remember Khalid was killed on November fourth of that year.’


‘Two bullets from a long-range rifle – one to the chest, a second to the head.’


‘If you didn’t do it—’


‘I suppose,’ Yadin said wryly, ‘you don’t recall pulling the trigger.’


‘I killed Khalid?’


‘Indeed you did.’ The Director nodded. ‘And Brigadier General Wadi Khalid was our friend Ouyang’s premier asset in Syria, one he’d carefully cultivated for years. You blew that operation up. Imagine his loss of face.’


Maricruz Encarnación had the face of Mexico’s conquerors – the high Castilian cheekbones and the imperious air – but with her huge coffee-colored eyes and long waterfall of hair she also might have been an Aztec princess. In either case, she radiated power like the sun.


Minister Ouyang Jidan, sitting next to her in the limo on its way to Shanghai Pudong International Airport, smirked without letting her see his expression. It amused him no end that she infuriated and terrified both his friends and his enemies. She was an outsider – a Westerner; no one understood her, they couldn’t read her and, therefore, had no way of predicting either her requests or her desires. Lăo mò was what they called her behind his back, a Mandarin ethnic slur against Mexicans so stupid he refused to acknowledge it, let alone confront the perpetrators. Yet inside him, a cold fury mounted, multiplying like rats. He never told her, however. He was well aware of her murderous temperament; it was one of the things he found wondrous in her. She was as fierce as a Royal Bengal tiger, as independent as any man he had met.


‘Do you think this is wise?’ he said now. Though he knew her answer, he felt it incumbent upon him to ask her one last time.


‘My father and brother are both dead,’ Maricruz said in her musical alto. ‘If I don’t go, the business will be balkanized. Worse, the executives of the legitimate side of his business will come under increasing pressure from the drug lords my father’s power and influence kept under control.’


‘I scrutinize the news from Mexico as thoroughly as you do.’


‘Jidan, I very much doubt it.’


‘Without Maceo Encarnación,’ he said doggedly, ‘the war between Los Zetas and the Sinaloa cartels has escalated to such a pitch that, if not controlled, it will plunge the entire country into civil war.’


‘Nevertheless, I must go.’


‘I think you are underestimating the level of danger you’ll be walking into, Maricruz. I don’t think it wise to insert yourself between the two factions.’


‘You are afraid for me.’


‘Once you leave China I cannot protect you.’


Maricruz showed her small white teeth as she smiled her tigerish smile. ‘I am my father’s daughter, Jidan.’ She put her hand on his thigh. ‘Besides, you don’t want your lucrative connections severed, do you? Between the opium and the chemicals for meth production we ship to Mexico, we pull down over five billion dollars a year.’


‘What I don’t want, Maricruz, is for you to be separated from your head.’


‘I won’t forget that,’ she said, laughing, as she spread her legs, the lemony shantung silk of her skirt riding up her powerful, burnished thighs, and mounted him. She wore no underwear, and her nimble fingers quickly unzipped him, freeing him. Then she lowered herself onto him. It was easy; she was already wet.


Ouyang let out a puff of air. Hands flat against his chest, she could feel the fierce beating of his heart as if it were a minor seismic event.


She rose and fell on him in a tide-like rhythm. Ouyang’s eyes half closed in pleasure.


‘You believe the Encarnación name will protect you.’


‘Jidan, please. I know Mexico; I know the cartels.’


He struggled to keep his thoughts from dissolving in the swiftly rising pool of ecstasy. ‘Los Zetas are different,’ he said thickly. ‘They’re defectors from the army’s special forces. They’re vicious and cruel.’


‘Mercenaries are, by definition, vicious and cruel – this has been true no matter how far you go back in history.’ She smiled, as if at a memory. She seemed wholly unaffected by their intimate joining. ‘But the one thing they all have in common is their lust for money. I’m going in prepared. Trust me, Jidan. I will be fine.’ Then she gave a little groan, her sole concession to the forces that crested in her. ‘Everything will be fine.’


Ouyang sat staring after her, drinking in the last shred of her image – her erect, dancer’s carriage, her long, strong legs, her impossibly firm buttocks – as she walked through the door of the departures terminal. His heart constricted, collapsing in on itself. He felt her absence the way a freezing man feels the absence of fire. His mobile phone rang, but he left it unanswered, not trusting himself to speak.


‘You screwed Ouyang six ways from Sunday,’ the Director said, ‘and after that, Ouyang lost his chance to worm inside the Syrian government. He’s never forgotten that defeat. It’s why he’s after you now; he won’t stop until you’re dead.’


Bourne fingered Rebeka’s gold star of David. ‘I don’t care.’


‘Remember that she—’


‘Rebeka was killed by Maceo Encarnación’s son. I killed him and Maceo, that’s over and done with.’


‘But it isn’t, Jason,’ Yadin said. ‘Ouyang Jidan was Maceo Encarnación’s partner.’


‘This isn’t news to me.’


‘But the scope may be.’ The Director produced a sheaf of onionskin papers from his breast pocket, unfolded them carefully, and handed them to Bourne. ‘See for yourself.’


Bourne didn’t want to look; he wanted no more involvement with Yadin, Mossad, Ouyang, anyone from the short life he could remember, for that matter. If the future looked black, then the only patch of gray, the only way out for him, was to choose another path entirely. What that might be, he had no idea. He could return to Georgetown University, resume his professorship in comparative linguistics, of course, except he knew from experience he’d grow bored within the space of a semester. What else was there for him? His Treadstone training had made him uniquely qualified for only one thing.


Reluctantly, with a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach, he looked down at the first sheet, began reading chapter and verse detailing Ouyang’s growing wealth from his periodic shipments of opium and chemicals that, taken together, could only be bound for the meth labs owned by Encarnación’s cartels.


‘Starting five years ago, Ouyang became Encarnación’s sole supplier,’ the Director said. ‘And why not? As a senior Minister, Ouyang was one hundred percent reliable. As you can imagine, he was also a leakproof source. No wonder Encarnación not only bought exclusively from him, but kicked back twenty-five percent from the sales of the finished products.’


By this time, Bourne had finished reading the pages. He now returned them to Yadin. He felt something old and dangerous stirring inside himself. ‘Have you been tracking Ouyang’s movements?’


‘For years,’ Yadin said, nodding. ‘He’s currently in Shanghai.’


‘Has he ever traveled to Mexico?’


‘No.’


‘Anywhere close?’


Yadin shook his head.


Bourne gazed out at the somnolent sea, thinking about unfinished business. He couldn’t let Rebeka’s death go unavenged, and he had nowhere else to go. That thing inside himself sprang to life, and his mind began to shake off the blackness, to work again as it was meant to.


‘What doesn’t track,’ he said, ‘is how the two men hooked up in the first place. They were on opposite sides of the world, they moved in entirely different spheres.’


‘Not entirely. Don’t forget, Encarnación was the CEO of SteelTrap, the world’s largest Internet security firm. It’s possible they met through the Chinese increasing involvement in cyber espionage.’


Bourne shook his head. ‘I don’t buy it. I knew Encarnación. He was scrupulous in keeping his legitimate business separate from his criminal activities. For SteelTrap any hint of business with the Chinese would be pure poison. No, there has to be another connection we don’t know about, a connection it’s vital we find.’


The Director carefully put away the papers. In their place, he handed Bourne a sealed packet. When Bourne opened it, he found ten thousand dollars, a first-class ticket from Tel Aviv to Shanghai, and a passport in the name of Lawrence Davidoff.


‘Welcome back,’ Yadin said. ‘You leave tomorrow night.’


He waited a moment, perhaps to see if Bourne would return the packet. When he didn’t, Yadin rose and, without another word, stepped out of the shadow of the stone arch, making his way toward his bodyguards, who waited patiently at the land end of the beach.




FOUR


As soon as the plane taking him to Tel Aviv had reached cruising altitude, Bourne rose from his seat, went back up the aisle, and locked himself inside one of the two toilets. Taking out the passport Mossad had prepared for him, he slowly leafed through the pages, checking each one edge-on. He found nothing unusual, but when he looked at the back, he thought he spotted something.


Holding the edge up to the light, he detected a tiny bud of glue. Using a fingernail, he picked off the bud, to discover, just beneath, a hairline slit. He looked around for something to use. Opening the trash bin, he saw that someone had stuffed in a plastic glass, cracking it in the process. He drew one half out, laid it on the metal counter, and smacked his fist against it.


Plucking out a shard best suited to his purpose, he drew the tip against the edge of the back cover, over and over, until the slit opened. Slowly and carefully, he drew out what had been inserted between two layers of the board.


He found himself staring at a tiny wafer-thin rectangle of silicon circuits.


Having been in Tel Aviv for some weeks, as Director Yadin’s guest, Bourne had absorbed the bulk of the Director’s schedule. For that reason, he was surprised to see Yadin exit Mossad headquarters at lunchtime. He usually worked through the midday hours, occasionally consuming a premade sandwich one of his assistants brought up to him from the underground canteen.


Yesterday, though, Yadin, dressed oddly casually in a white guayabera shirt, shorts, and boating shoes, got into an unmarked Mossad vehicle. He was alone, no bodyguard in sight. His usual armored car sat vacant and guarded somewhere below the building.


Firing up the motorcycle he had bought to get around the traffic-clogged city, Bourne followed Yadin as he nosed his car out into traffic. By the way he was dressed, Bourne guessed that he was headed for the marina and his beloved boat, but as soon as Yadin turned toward the center of the city, Bourne knew he was wrong.


Twelve blocks away, the Director pulled into a parking spot near a bus stop. Bourne nosed his motorcycle in toward the curb. A Dan Line bus was slowing, its air brakes sighing as it headed for the stop. Bourne glimpsed Yadin standing in line. The Director looked like an old man as he shuffled along in line, a bent-backed pensioner on a too-meager income.


Bourne followed the bus as it heaved its bulk out into traffic, waiting patiently at each successive stop to see if Yadin got off.


He finally did, at the Weizmann Street stop. Bourne observed him cross the street, walk down to an enormous faceted glass-and-steel building with an immense circular structure on the roof. It looked like one of the CIA buildings in DC.


Bourne gunned the motorcycle forward, parked it at the curb, then followed Yadin between pillars, up a pedestrian ramp. As Yadin entered the building, he was brought up short by the sign: TEL AVIV SOURASKY MEDICAL CENTER. Immediately he thought of the Director’s coughing fit on the Caesarea beach, his half-smoked cigar. From the evidence, it seemed possible that Yadin was ill and didn’t want anyone to know. If that was the case, Bourne decided he would honor that wish.


Heading back down the ramp, he got on his motorcycle, wheeled around, and drove away.


The Yemenite jewelry shop on one end of Mazal Dagim Street, in the Old Jaffa Bazaar in Tel Aviv, was an unprepossessing storefront, old by the looks of it, with an exquisite hand-painted sign hanging above the door. Inside, the silver jewelry sparkled with the intricate filigree work typical of Yemenite culture. The artistry was exquisite. The Ben Asher family had been working at this address for many years, their craft honed ages before Israel had come into existence.


Apter Ben Asher, current patriarch of the family, was the man Rebeka had told Bourne to seek out should he need to purchase anything in secret.


‘Anything?’ he had asked her.


‘Anything at all,’ she had replied with the enigmatic smile he saw in his mind’s eye as he stepped across the threshold from late-morning sun into the cool, dim interior. He had spent two restless nights in a Tel Aviv hotel, and early this morning, making certain no one was following him, either another of Ouyang’s men or handlers sent by the Director, he had at last proceeded to the silversmith’s.


The shop was illuminated by spotlights strategically placed for viewing the array of jewelry in waist-high glass cases that ringed the rear and side walls. It was filled with customers bending over, peering at the wares, asking to try on a necklace or a bracelet. Straight ahead, behind the cases, was a narrow door that presumably led to the workshop.


Bourne waited for an opening, then asked one of the young salesgirls for Apter Ben Asher.


When she asked his name, he said, ‘Just tell him a friend of Rebeka’s is here to see him.’


She gave him an odd look, before nodding perfunctorily. As she headed back to the rear door, she threw a quick glance at him over her shoulder. Bourne was sure he saw a flicker of fear cross her face like heat lightning.


Several moments passed while Bourne admired the silver work. When he looked up a small, rather roly-poly man in a heavily scarred leather apron had appeared in the doorway. He sported a full beard, shot through with a shade of gray that matched his hooded eyes. He had a wide face and thick lips. Rather than step out into the shop proper, he beckoned to Bourne with one long finger.


He said not a word of greeting as Bourne stepped past him into the workshop. Closing the door securely behind him, he crossed to a wooden stool and sat, studying Bourne, hands clasped in his lap.


‘So you are the man she spoke about,’ he said at last. ‘What can I do for you?’


Bourne handed him the passport the Director had given him.


Ben Asher took it, flipped to the first page, swiveled around to peer at it under a bright light using a jeweler’s loupe. At length, he grunted, then turned back, holding out the passport.


‘It’s gratifying to see that Mossad’s expertise hasn’t slipped.’


Bourne gave him a wry half smile. ‘You’ll have to repair the back cover.’


Frowning, Ben Asher swiveled back around, placing the passport in the center of the circle of light. He found the slit right away.


‘What was in here?’


‘A tracking device.’


‘Ah.’ Ben Asher swiveled back to Bourne. ‘So you want a new name and electronic code for this.’


‘No,’ Bourne said, taking back the passport. ‘I want a new one.’


‘In other words, an entirely different identity.’


‘That’s right. It needs to look used – immigration stamps and so forth.’


‘Naturally.’


‘Including one for Shanghai that’s dated tomorrow.’


Ben Asher stared at him for a moment. ‘What time is your flight?’


‘Eight thirty this evening.’


‘Doable, certainly.’ Asher tapped his forefinger against his lower lip. ‘Now, what nationality should you be? Too bad you don’t have any Asian blood in you; a Malaysian businessman would pass unnoticed in Shanghai.’ He studied Bourne’s face. ‘I could make you Syrian, but that would only stir up trouble.’


‘How about Canadian?’


‘Perfect! Bland as consommé. Do you want to choose the name, as well?’


‘Let’s make it Carl Halliday,’ Bourne said. ‘How much?’


‘Now you offend me.’


‘All artists should be paid for their expertise.’


Ben Asher smiled and shrugged. ‘Yes, but you see, you are the man Rebeka loved.’




FIVE


It was a sad homecoming for Maricruz. She could not help thinking that the traffic-choked crawl from the airport to smog-shrouded Mexico City – slow, tedious, never ending – was like a funeral procession.


The mansion on Castelar Street, in Colonia Polanco, overlooked Lincoln Park, where, she had been told, Jason Bourne had dragged the Mossad agent, whom her brother had knifed, after escaping from the house. She had never set eyes on Bourne, didn’t know what he looked like, though she had a clear picture of him in her mind’s eye. Bourne had killed her brother and her father, that much she knew – that much and no more. Her brother’s demise was no great loss, but her father – well, that was another matter entirely.


She had expected the house of her childhood to look old and worn, cracks showing where it was in need of restuccoing, but the building that lay in front of her, surrounded by sparkling flower beds and riotous sprays of bougainvillea, gleamed in the wan sunlight as if just polished. The stone had been repointed and the stucco recently painted.


Inside lay bigger surprises still. She was met at the front door by Wendell Marsh, SteelTrap’s lawyer, who had been handpicked by her father. More than that, Maceo Encarnación had put Marsh through school, sponsoring, then mentoring the orphan. He was now a de facto member of the family, though that would never occur to him.


‘Maricruz.’ He embraced her. ‘So good to see you. It’s been, what—?’


‘Too long.’ Maricruz stepped back to look at Marsh. He was a broad-shouldered man with stark features, thick, swept-back hair that was almost entirely white. Marsh had been born a pessimist, a quality he had never been able to shake.


‘I’m sorry for your loss,’ Marsh said now as he led her through the foyer and into the densely furnished living room. ‘I expect you’d like to have a look around. Take your time. When you’re ready there are papers to sign.’


She nodded absently, barely aware of him fading away. She had always read that when you returned to your childhood home it looked far smaller than you remembered, possibly more shabby. She was, therefore, somewhat taken aback at how huge the rooms appeared, how dripping in expensive artwork, rugs, crystal chandeliers, and silver- and gold-worked pieces that, to her eye, belonged in a museum. Money was everywhere to be seen, but her father was not. Jason Bourne had erased him from the scene with the thoroughness of a professional. And yet so much of her father remained, calling to her as she went from room to room, then up the stairs to the second floor, down the hall to the right, at the far end of which was her father’s bedroom suite.


Standing on the threshold, she pushed the door open but did not walk in. Staring at the round bed, she wondered how many women her father had fucked since the morning she had walked in to see him on top of some woman. A great many, she would imagine. As for her mother’s identity, Ouyang had gathered conclusive proof only several months ago. She was certain that, on the other side of the world, he was wondering if she was going to see Constanza Camargo. After all, her house was just on the other side of the park, at the corner of Alejandro Dumas and Luis G Urbina.


Entering the room, she skirted the bed and stood by the window, gazing out at the trees of Lincoln Park. She thought she could see that house on the corner of Alejandro Dumas and Luis G Urbina, but possibly it was only her imagination. She conjured an image of her father, but almost immediately it vanished like a stone drowned in a lake. Unconsciously, through the shantung silk of her handbag, she touched a small jade box, precious as a Burmese pigeon-blood ruby. A gift from Ouyang, it contained a sheet of paper, folded twice into a small square. Written on the paper was the name and current address of Constanza, Maricruz’s mother, who, Ouyang assured her, was still alive. She carried the box with her, touching it periodically as if it were a talisman.


Turning from the window, she went through her father’s bedroom, opening closets and drawers, peering in, touching nothing, drifting from one intimate item to another like a wraith. And indeed, she felt like a ghost as she descended the stairs, silent as a breeze, returning to the living room where Wendell Marsh sat drinking strong black espresso, waiting patiently for her.


‘The house seems odd, doesn’t it,’ he said, ‘without him in it?’


Maricruz did not think so, not really. To her way of thinking, the house was always something of a museum; now it was fulfilling its purpose.


‘Sit,’ Marsh said, indicating a chair beside the cocktail table. ‘Would you like an espresso, a beer, something stronger?’


Maricruz declined everything. Perversely, she resented the fact that Marsh was more familiar with the house than she was. It wasn’t his house, she thought. It would never be his house.


‘Let’s get on with it, Wendell.’


He inclined his head. ‘As you wish.’ He set out three copies of half a dozen documents and produced a pen from his inside breast pocket.


‘You seem pale, Wendell. Are you feeling ill?’


He looked up and smiled wanly, obliged to wipe his forehead and the back of his neck with a linen handkerchief. ‘You know me, Maricruz. I never was a big fan of Mexico. And especially these days when the gutters are running red with blood and people are being separated from their heads—’ He broke off, shuddering. ‘My apologies. This is your country.’


‘Well, it was.’ She took up the first set of papers but did not look at it. ‘Where is my father’s cook, Maria-Elena?’


‘Murdered, it would seem. Poisoned.’


These people, Maricruz thought. The last vestige of civilization has been ground into Mexico’s bloodstained earth. ‘And her daughter?’ she said. ‘She did have a daughter?’


‘Yes. The girl seems to have fallen off the face of the earth.’


‘No one can do that these days.’


‘Nevertheless …’ Marsh spread his hands in a gesture of helplessness.


‘Have you spent any time or resources in looking for her?’


He gestured at the papers spread out on the table. ‘I’ve had more important matters to attend to.’


Maricruz nodded absently, at last glanced down at the sheaf she was holding. ‘Shall we begin?’ She shuffled some pages, then paused to look up at Marsh, who waited patiently for, it seemed to her, the objections she was sure to voice.


‘Who the hell is Gavin Royce?’


‘He’s the new CEO of SteelTrap.’


‘Not until I give my approval.’


‘He’s your father’s handpicked successor.’


‘I don’t know him. I’ve never even met him.’


‘For the last eight years, he’s been running SteelTrap’s highly lucrative European operations. He knows the business inside and out, and he’s successful.’


‘Even so, he’s been based in London. Europeans do business differently than my father did.’


‘As I said, Gavin had your father’s trust.’


‘Am I or am I not the executrix of Maceo Encarnación’s estate?’


‘Indeed you are,’ Marsh acknowledged. ‘But you’ve been in China for some time. In this, as in many matters of the estate, you must trust me, Maricruz.’


She stared at Marsh – his open face, his thick body, his immaculately tailored suit. ‘You had my father’s trust,’ she said at length. ‘Now you must earn mine.’


Something hard entered Marsh’s amiable expression; his eyes grew dark. ‘What would you have me do?’ These words seemed forced out of him, as if by a punch to the solar plexus.


‘I’ll talk to Royce myself. If I think he’s right for the job, offer him an eighteen-month contract.’


For a moment Marsh seemed bewildered. ‘Eighteen months? He’ll never go for that.’


‘He will,’ she said, ‘if he wants the job.’


‘But he’s – For God’s sake, Maricruz, be reasonable, the man is doing mammoth – He’s been working twenty-hour days ever since your father’s death.’


‘Then offer him incremental overrides tied to the success of the business. Use your powers of persuasion. Incentivize him, Wendell.’


‘I’ll do my best.’


‘I trust you’ll do better than that.’ She frowned. ‘I assume Royce doesn’t know about the other part of my father’s affairs.’


‘God, no. Your father was meticulous in keeping SteelTrap separate.’


‘Good enough.’ Her eyes flicked down to the next document, scanning the dense paragraphs of legalese. ‘Now, what about these SteelTrap annual reports? Tell me what they’re really saying.’




SIX


As he crossed the arrivals hall, after passing through immigration as Lawrence Davidoff, Bourne paused at a kiosk to buy a pack of gum. It was a Chinese brand, a mix of obscure herbs that, according to the print on the pack, was guaranteed to clear the liver of impurities. Taking out a stick, Bourne began to chew, the bitter, acrid taste like burnt peat moss. When he threw away the wrapper, he also tossed out Davidoff’s passport.


Outside in the heat and humidity, he joined a queue of people waiting for taxis. As he passed close to one, he dropped his pack of gum. Bending down to retrieve it, he removed the wad of gum from his mouth, pressed the Mossad tracking device into it, then affixed the wad to the undercarriage of the taxi.


Rising, he resumed his spot in the queue and, soon enough, was on his way into the city.


Bourne remembered Shanghai as if from a dream. Walking its streets, packed and teeming with riotous color and exotic smells, he could feel amnesiac memories shifting like frightening unseen beasts sunk in the depths of his unconscious, as if reacting to a sight or a smell.


The air was densely perfumed with shouted Shanghainese, a language wholly different from either the broader, almost languid Cantonese or the spiky, more formal Mandarin. A dialect of Northern Wu Chinese, it used to be largely unintelligible to inhabitants of Beijing and its surrounds. Nowadays, however, the younger entrepreneurial inhabitants of Shanghai often peppered their speech with Mandarin terms. In this largest of China’s cities, the dialect among its over twenty-three million inhabitants had thus become the lingua franca of commerce, of quick wit, of youthful spirit, of the future.


Once English and Dutch trading houses lined the Bund, the city’s famed harborside. Now beyond the promenade rose architectural marvels that formed the futuristic skyline of a post-modern city straight out of a science-fiction film. Bourne took public transportation to the edge of the old French Concession, then walked to Yu Yuan Road. The restaurant, a beautifully restored three-story villa, had been set for his rendezvous with Wei-Wei, the Director’s agent in place.


Bourne was shown to the table reserved for Wei-Wei. It was on the second-floor veranda, which ran the entire length of the villa. From there he overlooked the tiny, immaculate garden, gently shaded by its central persimmon tree, and could see everyone who entered or exited the restaurant.


While he waited, he ordered smoked carp and slices of pork belly in a Shanghainese sauce that promised to be both pungent and slightly sweet.


He was almost finished with his meal when the hostess arrived, apologized profusely for interrupting his lunch, and with an elegant bow handed him a small, square envelope. Bourne looked around, noted nothing untoward, and slit open the envelope. On a small sheet of paper, folded in half, was a hastily written note.


Detained unavoidably by business. Please come to my apartment. There followed an address telling Bourne that Wei-Wei lived in an area of the large Huangpu district, a warren of tumbledown buildings, across the river from the Bund, whose shoulders seemed the only thing keeping their neighbors from crumbling into rubble.


Finished with his meal, Bourne threw some bills onto the table and left. On his way down the narrow wooden stairs to the garden entrance, he spotted a sleek-looking Shanghainese man in a gray suit, polished loafers, and an unnatural interest in him. The Shanghainese had been in the garden, a pot of tea on the small octagonal table at which he sat. Bourne had noticed him because he never took a sip of the tea the waitress had poured for him. When he wasn’t looking at Bourne out of the corner of his eye, he was contemplating his nails, which were shining as if lacquered.


The man rose just after Bourne walked past and went languorously after him as if he had all the time in the world. Bourne headed east, toward the rustling treetops of Zhongshan Park. He passed by the brilliant flower displays and under the ornate triple arches. When he entered the park the modern city seemed to fade away, replaced by graceful tree-lined walks, where couples and the elderly strolled; playful fountains, filled with giant colored fish spouting water, and human-size bubbles, surrounded by happy children; and dynastic pavilions, rising like storks from placid lakes.


Bourne headed toward the largest of the pavilions, drifting into the crowds of tour groups. Attaching himself to a group of Swedes, he began talking to two sisters, pointing out the peculiarities of the families who had once lived in pavilions like these. The girls were soon giggling and asking for more stories. By this time, Bourne had come to the attention of the girls’ parents. He introduced himself as a visiting professor of comparative linguistics, and proceeded to enchant the family by speaking in Shanghainese and then translating what he had said into Swedish and then English.


When the father asked Bourne to join the family for lunch, he thanked him but said he had an important appointment to get to.


‘But,’ he went on, ‘you could do me a small favor.’


‘Of course,’ the father said.


‘You see that suit over there with the slicked-back hair?’ Bourne said. ‘He’s been following me all morning. He’s my girlfriend’s brother. He doesn’t want me dating his sister simply because I’m a Westerner, and I’m concerned he plans to do me some harm.’


The father nodded sagely. ‘I’ve read about the ultra-conservative faction here.’


‘The Public Security Bureau.’


‘Right. Total xenophobes, aren’t they?’


‘Exactly,’ Bourne said. ‘Now I wonder if you’d help me lose him so I can meet with my girlfriend in peace.’
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