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“An exotic locale, a hint of danger, a dollop of fashion, a soupçon of Confucian philosophy, and a big dose of clashing cultures . . . from the best-selling husband-and-wife writing team . . . The sense of being an American in a foreign culture is nicely conveyed as Miranda views such phenomena as the thick crowds of bicycle riders in Beijing, the dense army of terra-cotta soldiers in Xi’an, and the stunning architecture of the Forbidden City.”
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Chapter 1

MIRANDA GRAHAM AND Yuan Li met in the Beijing airport when he appeared out of nowhere to rescue her from the shoving, elbowing crowds buffeting her on all sides. She was stuck in the taxi line just outside the terminal, pinned there while others thrust in front of her, indifferently pushing and knocking against her as she struggled to stay close to her suitcase. Assaulted by the high-pitched, incessant din, she shrank from the press of strange bodies, feeling helpless and suddenly afraid.

This can’t be happening; I’m in one of the world’s biggest airports; there’s nothing to be afraid of; no one is going to hurt me.

But they don’t like Americans and nobody smiles or gives me any space . . . they walk right into me, as if they want to knock me down . . .

She knew that was ridiculous, but she felt threatened and alone, and she had not moved an inch in ten minutes. I could be here all night, she thought, and never get to my hotel. I’ve got to do something; what do people do to get anywhere in this country?

And that was when Li appeared, standing out from the crowd, taller than those around him, coming close to put a hand on her shoulder. Alarmed, she jerked from his touch, but there was no place to move, and so she shrank into herself, tucking her head away from him.

“Please, let me help you,” he said, and she was so astonished to hear English, clear and perfect, that she straightened up, staring at him. He was smiling. “At this rate, you’ll be here all night, and never get to your hotel.” Her eyes widened in surprise, but he did not notice; he had hung her garment bag over his arm and was bending to pick up her suitcase. Then, holding her arm and using his body like a wedge, he plowed through the crowd. As it melted before him, he grinned at her, like a small boy triumphant over obstructive adults. “You simply pretend they are not there. It is the only way to survive in China. And now,” he said as they reached a taxi at the head of the line, “I will accompany you to the city, to make sure you reach your hotel.”

“Oh, no. No.” The thought of getting into a car with a foreigner was almost as terrifying as the crowds had been. “Thank you for helping me, you’ve been very kind, but I can manage; I have the name of my hotel written in Chinese . . . the driver can read it . . . I’ll be just fine.”

He nodded. “I will not push myself upon you if you insist, but I’ve found that it is always good to have help when you make a beginning in a strange place.” The driver had stowed Miranda’s suitcase and garment bag, and was gazing phleg-matically at the impatient customers waiting for the next taxi. “I am going into the city anyway,” Li said. “It won’t be off of my way to do this.”

“Out of,” she corrected automatically. “It won’t be out of your way.” Perhaps it was his small mistake in English that made her feel less intimidated, or perhaps the exhaustion of twenty-two hours of travel, but finally it just seemed simpler to give in and get in the taxi with him.

Sitting beside her, he took a tiny cellular phone from his pocket and spoke briefly into it in Chinese. Folding it with a sharp snap, he returned it to his pocket, and settled back beside Miranda.

Cringing again, she shrank into the corner of the back seat, pushing herself against the cracked leather, telling herself that she was a fool. She knew nothing about this man, not even his name. What if he and the taxi driver were a team? Maybe they did this all the time: kidnapped women traveling alone, and killed them if a ransom were not paid, or paid quickly enough. Probably he had just made arrangements on the telephone with some cohorts, lying in wait. Why hadn’t she thought of that before?

“My name is Yuan Li,” he said, and smiled, a warm, open smile that Miranda would swear had no ulterior motive. He held out his hand. “I’m pleased to meet you.”

“Miranda Graham.” She gave him a quick glance as her hand came up to meet his. He had a nice face, and his handshake was firm and brief. “Thank you again for rescuing me.”

“I was pleased that I could help.”

Involuntarily, her glance went to his pocket, where his cellular phone lay hidden.

“I called my driver,” he said briefly, “to tell him to take my car home.”

She nodded, embarrassed that she was so transparent, embarrassed that she felt so relieved, embarrassed at being so inexperienced.

But she was not a traveler. Until now, except for brief trips concentrating only on business, she had never turned a gaze of curiosity and adventure outward from her home: the leafy college town of Boulder, tucked into the Colorado foothills, where everything was familiar. Now, unbelievably, she was on the other side of the world, in a city where she knew no one, where she could not understand a word the people were saying. “Impossible,” she murmured as the taxi passed an incomprehensible highway sign. “I won’t be able to make sense of billboards or street names, stores, menus—”

“But in many places you can,” Li said. “Hotel restaurants have menus in English. Street signs are spelled out in your alphabet, so you can find your way around with a map. And in areas popular with tourists, you will find store clerks and waiters who speak English, often quite well.”

She flushed with shame. She was an American citizen on a business trip; she should never let anyone know that she felt helpless. “I’ll be all right,” she said coolly.

“I’m sure you will.” His smile seemed tolerant of her inexperience, and in an instant she disliked him. He had seemed pleasant, but everyone knew that foreigners, especially Asians, were usually untrustworthy. I don’t need him, she thought, or anybody else in China. I don’t have time for friends, anyway; I only have eight days here. I’ll be busy every minute, and then I’ll be gone. She watched lighted windows flash past in block after block of identical five-story concrete apartment buildings. Soon, the windows became larger, giving fleeting glimpses into apartments in newer buildings, until they gave way to skyscrapers, to a strange amalgam of modern office buildings towering over squat, darkened structures that looked liked relics of another time. And then, suddenly, in a narrow, crowded street, they stopped at her hotel.

It was named the Palace, hinting at fairytale romances and heroes and heroines, but in fact it was sleek, modern and anonymous, with a spacious lobby displaying the Wall Street Journal and the International Herald Tribune on tables and newspaper racks, a tuxedoed staff speaking impeccable English, a swimming pool and health club, two nightclubs and a restaurant. I could almost be in America, Miranda thought, and immediately felt better.

And better still when Li said goodbye in front of the hotel, and drove off in the taxi they had shared. He had been so casual that she had felt a moment of pique, but then she remembered that she was glad to be rid of him, and a moment later, dealing with the bellhop, and registering, and making sure her luggage got upstairs, she forgot him completely.

In her suite, she turned slowly in place, awed at its elegance. The draperies were of heavy silk doubly and triply embroidered in many-colored threads; the chairs and sofa in the sitting room were rosewood with silk cushions; a rosewood breakfront filled one wall, its shelves arranged with translucent porcelain vases and a celadon tea set. The wide bed was covered with a silk spread appliquéd with lotus flowers, and on the lower shelves of the rosewood nightstands were slippers with padded soles and a strip of beautiful woven paper across the instep. Porcelain table lamps cast soft light on the patterned carpet, and the bed had been turned down for the night. Miranda took it all in, then, lightheaded from fatigue and new sensations, she pulled her nightgown from her suitcase and slipped into bed. It was eleven o’clock on a late September night in Beijing, China, and in five minutes she was asleep.

*  *  *

At eight o’clock the next morning, Yuan Li called. Miranda had been up since six-thirty; she had found the hotel swimming pool by using sign language to ask directions of maids, had found her way back to her room after a swim, and had showered and dressed. By the time the telephone rang she was feeling fairly triumphant. Still, there was a shock of pleasure and relief at hearing a familiar voice. “I thought there might be some way I could help you on your first day in Beijing,” he said.

His voice was warm and easygoing, and she forgot her fears of the night before. It was odd to have him take an interest in her when so few men did, but in a place where everything was new she had no time to wonder about each strange thing that happened. “I was just going to find some breakfast,” she said.

“I’ll meet you downstairs.”

He was waiting across the lobby when she stepped from the elevator, and for a moment she stayed out of sight, studying him. He was tall and very lean, his face dark, thin, somber, with sharp cheekbones, a thin nose, and heavy straight brows above narrow, almond-shaped eyes with the upper lids folded in. He wore a brown leather jacket over a white, open-necked shirt and dark corduroy pants, and his light brown hair was thick and unruly. That isn’t Chinese hair, Miranda thought, comparing him to other men in the lobby, with their smooth, black hair, thin eyebrows, and smaller, almost snub, noses. And he’s taller than they are. And more handsome.

He turned, and saw her, and smiled.

“You look rested,” he said as they shook hands. “And less anxious.”

“I swam this morning. That always helps. And the pool was empty. I like it when I’m alone.”

They walked toward a restaurant off the lobby. “Do you swim every morning?”

“As often as I can.”

“You said it always helps. What is it that it helps?”

“If I’m unhappy about something, or worried—” She bit her lip. He’s a stranger, for heaven’s sake. She looked through the double doors before them. “Is this an American restaurant?”

“Vaguely. And vaguely European.”

Inside, Miranda gazed at the buffet that stretched the length of the room. “So much food.”

“We’re just learning how to feed westerners. When one is not sure what to do, one does everything. Here is our waitress. Would you like coffee or tea?”

“Coffee, please. Black.”

At the buffet she ignored the section with Chinese dishes, slowing to stroll past pancakes, waffles, omelets, oatmeal, a pyramid of cereal boxes, smoked salmon, platters of cheeses and cold meats, croissants, muffins and coffee cakes, and served herself fruit and a blueberry muffin. The large room, with tall windows looking onto a busy street, was filled with western and Chinese businessmen, almost all of them speaking English, none of them paying the slightest attention to her or looking surprised because she was having breakfast with a Chinese man. Her self-consciousness faded, and with it some of her stiffness.

“To the success of your trip,” Li said, raising his cup of tea in a toast. “I hope you enjoy Beijing and make many excellent friendships.”

How formal he was! One moment he was casual, the next he spoke like a guide or a politician. Miranda contemplated him. “Your hair isn’t Chinese,” she blurted, then put her hand to her mouth. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s all right; I’m used to hearing about it. You could call it American hair, from my father.”

“Your father was American? You were born in America?”

“No, in China, in Chungdan. My father was an American soldier. There were thousands of them here, helping us build military bases when the Japanese invaded. When my father returned to America, he said he would send for my mother as soon as he finished his military service and got a job, but—” His hand lifted and fell.

“He left his wife and son—?”

“I was not born yet; my mother did not even know she was pregnant until a month after he left, and she had no address to write to him. It’s an old story; there are probably thousands like it. I’m sure you’ve heard such things.”

“Only in an opera. Madama Butterfly.”

He shook his head. “Japanese, not Chinese. And a tale of weakness: she kills herself in the end. My mother was stronger. She endured.”

“What did she do?”

“Moved in with her parents on a farm near Wuxi. She told everyone that my father had been killed fighting the Japanese. She worked on the farm and I grew up with her and my grandparents.”

“And brothers and sisters? Your mother must have remarried.”

“No. She already had a husband.”

“But he was gone.”

“Would that have been enough for you?”

“I have no idea,” she said coldly.

“Well, it was not enough for my mother,” he said quickly, as if apologizing for being too personal. “She never remarried.”

“Where is she now?”

“She died some years ago.”

“Oh. I’m sorry.”

“Yes, it was very sad. She was still young, only in her sixties, but she was tired after so many years of turmoil. There were few people I admired as much, or liked as much. She was one of my closest friends.”

“But you had friends in school.”

“A few. We had many secrets, and a clubhouse with a password, and even codes to talk in and write notes at school. We thought we were more clever than everyone, more . . . how do you say it? Cold?”

She smiled. “Cool.”

“Yes, isn’t that odd? To be cool is to be very good. So why would you not say that to be cold is to be the best? English is a curious language. Well, we built a clubhouse, and I discovered that I was good with my hands, and happiest building and repairing things. Perhaps I needed to build up, after so much around us had come crashing down: the Japanese invasion, my vanished father, the civil war . . .”

The civil war. Yes, she had read about that. Now here was someone who had lived through it, and through all the history she knew only from books. Miranda leaned forward, her chin on her hand. How different he was from the people she knew! How different his whole life was! How far she was from home! “Where were you during the civil war?”

“On the farm. I was a child when the communists took power, and we had to stay there. My mother knew that we would not be allowed to leave China, nor would my father be able to come to us. And so I never met him and have nothing of him except for my hair and eyebrows.”

“And your height.”

“Well, yes, but there are other tall Chinese. We’re not all tiny.”

She flushed. “I didn’t mean—”

“I know; I’m sorry. How could you know all about us when you have never been here? Won’t you take some more food? You’ve eaten very little.”

“You had less. Only tea.”

“I ate at home.”

“What did you eat?”

“Rice and stir-fried greens. Dragon Well tea. And some bean paste dumplings left over from dinner.”

Rice and fried vegetables for breakfast, Miranda thought. And bean paste dumplings, whatever those were. And Dragon Well tea, whatever that was. She felt like Alice in Wonderland: nothing was entirely strange, but nothing was really normal, either. She wanted to ask questions about everything, but instead she said, “Your wife must be a good cook.”

“My wife is dead. I am the good cook.”

“For you and your children?”

“For me alone. My son and daughter are grown and in their own homes.”

“Oh. You don’t look . . . How old are you?”

“Fifty-five. And now you must tell me about yourself. Why you are in China.”

“Oh.” Startled, she looked at her watch. “I’m here to work. I don’t know how I could have forgotten—” She shoved back her chair. “I have to go; I have an appointment. Oh, now I’ll be late; how could I have done this?”

“What time is your appointment?”

“Ten. But I have to get to the Haidian district and I don’t know how long that will take.”

“It’s a large district. What is the address?”

Miranda took a letter from her purse. “The name at the top.”

He read it aloud. “The Beijing Higher Fashion Garments Factory. I know that factory; it will take about forty minutes to get there. Traffic is always bad, and worst at this time of day. But that still leaves a little time for more coffee.”

“No, I want to be early. I hate being late; people get upset. Do you think this address is enough? Or should I tell the taxi driver something else?”

“It should be enough, but I’ll write the cross street, and the name of the company, as well.” Next to the English, he swiftly wrote a string of Chinese characters. “Where will you go after your meeting?”

“I have another meeting at three, but in between I’d like to see some shops. My guidebook says there are good ones in . . . Wangfujing?”

“It’s pronounced Wong-fu-jing,” he said. “Yes, there are many areas for shopping, but that is a good place to start, and it is right here; the Palace Hotel is in the center of it. But you should look at Xidan, too; slightly lower prices and larger stores.” He wrote it in English and Chinese. “She-don. Whenever you see an X, that’s how you pronounce it.”

“How peculiar. Why not just write it that way?”

“Why don’t you write ‘thought’ and ‘rough’ the way they sound?”

Startled, Miranda said, “I don’t know. I never think about it.”

“Well, we didn’t invent this spelling; an Englishman did. And why he did it this way, perhaps the devil knows, but no one else, and we’re stuck with it, or, rather, foreigners are. Come; let us find you a taxi.”

The doorman hailed one, and when she stepped into the tiny car behind a driver locked inside his protective Plexiglas enclosure, Li bent to shake hands. “If you have no business or social plans for dinner, I would be pleased to take you to my favorite restaurant.”

She met his eyes. Seemingly lidless, they were clear and direct, dark, liquid, beautiful, revealing nothing. He’s a stranger who picked me up at the airport. All I know about him is the little bit he’s told me . . . if it’s the truth. But he seems safe, and he’s somebody to talk to. She started to say yes, then tightened her lips. This is crazy. I’d never go out with a stranger in America; why would I do it in China?

“A restaurant,” Li said quietly. “Very public. A place where people can talk, and perhaps become friends.”

She flushed, feeling young and inexperienced. Maybe, if I checked on him, she thought. . . . “If you give me your number at work, I’ll call you later, when I know my schedule.”

“A good idea.” He wrote it down. “Please leave a message with my secretary if I’m not in my office.”

Secretary. Office. How respectable it sounded. But of course he had an office; he had told her last night that he was a construction engineer. She had been too tense to pay much attention, but it occurred to her now that that was yet another way they differed from each other. She designed cashmere sweaters: small, soft things that could be folded up and tucked away. He created buildings, huge, solid structures that thrust into the sky, visible from afar. Almost a parody of feminine and masculine stereotypes, she thought. Really, they had nothing in common: not their work or their cultures, not their history, not their ideas about the world and themselves, not even what they ate for breakfast.

But, in spite of all that, she liked him. She liked his quiet voice and the change in his face when he smiled, and the serious way he listened to her. And his English was so good it was almost like talking to an American. And what could be more public, and safe, than a restaurant? And so she nodded. I should smile, she thought; I should look friendly. But her lips were stiff, as if caution could protect her from disaster, and she could not force them into relaxation. She wondered if Li were insulted that she was so cool. She could not tell; he gave nothing away. “I’ll call later,” she said, and met his eyes, and that was as close to warmth as she could get.

Her taxi careened through the streets of Beijing, swerving to dodge bicyclists who looked neither right nor left, and buses, trucks, vans, cars, and motorcycles that cut back and forth without wasting time on hand signals or glancing at rearview mirrors. Pedestrians crossed the streets at their own deliberate pace and, miraculously, drivers managed to avoid them. Horns blared, black fumes poured from exhaust pipes, policemen waved batons that were universally ignored. Miranda sat upright, rigid with the certainty of disaster, her eyes darting from one side of the road to the other. The lanes seemed reserved for different groups: the outside ones were the quietest, used by bicyclists and old men and women, mostly women, stooped low between the long poles of loaded handcarts they pulled behind them. In the two inner lanes crammed with motor vehicles, all—at least to Miranda—was chaos and terror.

“Ignore it,” Li had said the night before, as the airport taxi plunged into the teeming streets of the city. “Most often, most of us get where we are going.”

“And when you don’t?” she asked.

He shrugged. “There are many accidents, but most of the fatalities are cyclists and pedestrians. In a car, you have a better chance.”

She studied his face, but, in the darkness and the flickering lights from oncoming headlights, she could not be sure whether he was serious or not.

Now, alone in the taxi, she was repeating his words to herself—in a car . . . a better chance—when suddenly September sunlight broke through the clouds, and the sudden burst of brightness made everything seem less alarming. For the first time, she unclenched her fists and began to notice the tall sycamore trees lining the streets, the throngs on the sidewalks, the food vendors, the shops opening for the day. Most often most of us get where we are going. She gave a small laugh. What a comfort.

The taxi crossed Changping Road, familiar to her from studying her map, and she knew they were close to the Haidian industrial district. She ran a hand through her hair, and took a small mirror from her purse to examine her face.

She wished she were beautiful. But then, she never had been; she didn’t know why she still worried about it. She had a pleasant, friendly face (she had told herself that over the years, never able to come up with a more exotic description); she knew many people called it a bright and open face, prettier when she smiled—but she could not see anything dramatic enough to attract a stranger in an airport. My eyes are good, she thought critically, widening them; they were large and long-lashed, changing from hazel to green to light gray, but her skin was pale and her blond hair was nothing like the golden blond of fairy tales and magazine models: it was too fair, almost white in the sunlight, and short and curling around her face, which was easy to take care of but hardly glamorous or memorable. But that’s the point, she thought: nothing about me is memorable. I do have a good mouth, though. Women’s mouths usually get smaller as they age, but thank goodness mine hasn’t done that. And I’m not really so old. I mean, I don’t feel old, and forty isn’t exactly ancient.

Except that I don’t feel young. It’s been ten years since Jeff died, and even if I wanted to get married again I probably wouldn’t be able to. Men want young girls, not ordinary-looking middle-aged women with two teenage kids and no money to sweeten the pot.

Her taxi came to an abrupt halt and she put out her arm to stop herself from being flung forward. She glanced at the building before her, assumed it was the right one, and counted yuan from her wallet. “Don’t tip them,” Li had said. “It’s not done, and not expected.” But she was an American; how could she not give a tip, even though the driver had terrified her for most of the drive? She added one coin, and waited, but no smile or “thank you” was forthcoming, and she turned away, faintly annoyed. Even if tipping weren’t done, especially if tipping weren’t done, he could have had the grace to thank her for it.

Inside she was directed to a conference room, and when the door swung open, she saw fifteen men and women around an enormous table, all of them looking at her, all of them looking alike. She knew they didn’t, really, but their faces seemed cut from a mold, and so did their eyes: dark, lidless, intense, never blinking or revealing their feelings. And their language slid up, down and sideways around sounds that had no resemblance to anything she recognized as words. It was the most foreign language she had ever heard.

Taking her place at the conference table, she felt isolated, almost a nonperson. She knew that partly that was because she had no experience with other cultures, and so the tiniest differences from American ways loomed huge and threatening. But maybe that will change, she thought. I haven’t worked with them. Maybe they’ll turn out to be the same as the people I know in Boulder.

“Miss Graham, we welcome you,” said one of the men in clipped English. “May I present our executives and our manufacturing group. I am Wang Zedong, director of manufacture; this is our vice-president, Xie Peng; the general manager of the factory, Zhang Yinou . . .”

The names rolled past Miranda and she knew she would never remember them all. Wang Zedong, she thought, director of manufacture. Zhang Yinou, general manager of the factory. The ones I’ll be working with. The ones I really have to remember. And Li told me the first name is their last name. Something else I have to get used to. “Thank you, Mr. Wang,” she said when he ended his introductions. She opened her briefcase. “I hope you’ve had a chance to look at the designs we sent you two weeks ago.”

“We have studied them carefully.” Wang fanned Miranda’s drawings in front of him. “There are some areas of difficulty we need to address, but we do have other designs and solutions at hand to help us solve these problems, if we all agree.”

Difficulties. Problems. They wouldn’t start that way at home, Miranda thought. They always found a few good things to say first, a scattering of praise for fine work, a smile, a nod, maybe a few jokes, questions about spouses or children . . . something personal. Not here, she thought. Nothing personal here.

She forced her trembling hands to stillness as she brought out her own drawings, and samples of cashmere knits and weaves, braids, buttons, toggles, and spools of thread. There was nothing complicated in what she was here for, she told herself; she had done it before, at home. She just had to stand firm and get good pricing and reasonable manufacturing schedules, repeat the whole process at two other garment companies, and then go home, maybe even before the eight days were up.

“Difficulties?” she asked.

“This knit suit.” Wang drew out one of Miranda’s water color sketches. “You specify four-ply cashmere and the suit has a shawl collar, which makes a very heavy jacket indeed—”

“I want it heavy,” Miranda said, and heard a note of anxiety in her voice that she knew should not be there. “The suit is meant to be worn with a blouse or lace sweater; I’ve designed lighter knits that are two-piece outfits.”

Wang waited patiently, then went on as if she had not interrupted him. “A heavy jacket that is nearer the category of coat than suit. That involves a different group of knitters and therefore the pricing is different as well.”

“I don’t understand. No one could confuse this jacket with a coat.”

“Ah, but in manufacturing terms, the weight, the design. . . . I will ask Yun Chen to explain it.”

Yun Chen held her own copy of Miranda’s sketch. Like all the women there, she wore a severe dark suit, and no jewelry or makeup. She was older than Wang, Miranda thought, but you really couldn’t tell how old Chinese people were: they were either smooth or incredibly wrinkled. This woman’s English, too, was clear and clipped as she described the different knitting machines for heavier garments, the knitters who specialized in them, the inspectors who had separate checklists for them. “It is of course labor, as you know, Miss Graham; we do not stamp these out like automobile parts. We are known for our excellent products, for the skill of our labor, and we know how long each type of garment will require to be done perfectly, and therefore what will be the cost.”

“And what is the cost?” Miranda asked.

Wang gave a figure and Miranda wrote it down, calculating the exchange rate and figuring what the stores would charge their customers. She shook her head. “The suit would cost over eight thousand dollars; we must keep it to five.”

“Partly it is the tiger-eye buttons,” said Yun Chen. “We could reduce the price by using another button.”

Miranda looked at her in disbelief. “You think changing the buttons would cut the price almost in half?”

“Perhaps bone,” offered one of the men.

“Or plastic,” added another woman, this one with small wire-rimmed glasses. “We have one that looks like bone, very like, it is an excellent product.”

“This is not serious,” Miranda said in frustration.

“But if the suit is three-ply instead of four,” said Wang, “we could use our standard knitting machines. We understand, Miss Graham, that one- or two-ply would not achieve the look you want, but surely three-ply would be satisfactory.”

Someone spoke in Chinese and Yun Chen answered in Chinese and Wang translated, “Three-ply cashmere is accepted by most people; many find four-ply too heavy, certainly too heavy to wear indoors. Three-ply is certainly adequate.”

Miranda felt as assaulted as she had in the airport. I didn’t come here to end up with an “adequate” line, and you’re the ones who used the word “excellent” just a few minutes ago. But she could not say that aloud; it sounded too critical, it might make them angry.

“Perhaps without the shawl collar,” said another woman with a long braid down her back. “A smaller collar, notched, you know, would work with three-ply and be very smart. And the braid could be left off the collar and cuffs; it is not essential.”

Miranda was sketching small alterations in the margins of her watercolor drawing as the voices swirled about her, picking away at her design. Maybe it’s not as good as I thought it was. As Talia thought it was. Maybe all my designs are just ordinary, like lawnmowers or bicycles, and the only important thing is how cheaply they can be made, for how much profit. She did not really believe that, but at this moment, when she heard only criticism, with no smiles or jokes or small talk, and not a word about how interesting her ideas were, how cleverly she had devised sleeves or collars or buttons . . . or anything complimentary, it was not easy to believe in herself or to fight for her designs. “I’ll think about it,” she said at last.

“Yes, very good,” said Wang, as if she were a student who had given a satisfactory answer. He brought out another sketch. “Now, this sweater, the V-neck, it has no difficulties; the cable stitch at the cuffs and the hem will take a little longer to set on the machines, but we are quite skilled in that.” He named a price and Miranda wrote it down, and they discussed colors and scheduling and quantities. Miranda made notes, telling herself that she would go through them tonight, in her hotel, and if anything seemed questionable she would bring it up tomorrow, when she was fresh.

One by one, endlessly, it seemed, they went through the sketches. On one, Yun Chen suggested that the sleeves of a long cardigan sweater be turned into cuffs, and stitched in place, and Miranda agreed. On a cable-stitched sweater set, Wang said the cost could be reduced significantly over the entire production run by making the shell one inch shorter, and again Miranda agreed. “As long as the cardigan remains the same,” she added, almost as if she were asking Wang to be kind and leave the cardigan alone. She bit her lip; she had to stop doing that, they work for us, she thought, not the other way around. But when Wang nodded graciously, she was as relieved as if she were indeed a supplicant and he a dispenser of largesse. I don’t know how I’ll do it, but I have to learn how to stand up to them.

And finally, after a tour of the garment factory, the meeting was over. In the taxi Wang had called for her, Miranda sat back with a sigh. Like getting out of school, she thought, and was able to smile at that. They didn’t even let me have a recess. And lunch was awful; served right there at the conference table, and then I couldn’t eat because—

“To where?” the taxi driver said, evidently exhausting his supply of English with those two words.

Miranda sat up. She had something to do. She took an envelope from her purse and held it so that the driver could read the address. When he nodded, she sat back again. She had no idea where the address was, or what she would find there, but this was something she had promised to do, on her last day in Boulder, when she was packing to leave. A favor.

Please, would you deliver a letter for me? It is to my parents and they have not heard from me in such a long time . . .

Sima Ting was a young woman from Beijing, thin, plain, dark hair swinging about her face, thin hands gesturing as she spoke, legs tucked under her on the couch in an apartment in Boulder. She had fled China after the tanks rolled through Tiananmen Square, scattering and crushing the thousands of young demonstrators who had set up camp there. For two weeks they had cooked their meals in the enormous plaza, sung, debated, danced to the music of portable radios, listened to newscasts, slept on concrete, and waited for the government to invite them to sit down and talk about democracy in China. And then, into the smoky flickering lights of torches and cooking fires, had come the hard beams of floodlights, and tanks and soldiers, and in one night the makeshift city had been swept away. All that had remained in the silent plaza was debris, skittering in the light wind across stones streaked with blood.

Sima Ting, nineteen years old, was arrested, along with her brother and many of her friends. It was a month before she learned that the young man she loved had died beneath the treads of a tank; another six months before she was put on trial, found guilty, and sentenced to five years in prison. The day after her release, she met with an underground group of six young men and women who liked to sit around a table and discuss political change, and who occasionally sent letters to newspapers suggesting legislation to protect civil rights. That meeting sent Ting back to prison, this time for a fifteen-year term.

“And she’d still be there, except that she was very sick,” said the woman who had sponsored Ting’s trip to America. Nancy Magoon, one of Miranda’s few close friends, was on the board of directors of a group that sponsored political refugees coming to America. When Ting was diagnosed with breast cancer, and told her choices were to remain in prison or leave China forever, it was Nancy who was called by people in Beijing who knew of her. And it was Nancy who welcomed Ting to Boulder, arranged for her medical treatment, and found her an apartment and a job at the library.

“You’d like her,” Nancy told Miranda at lunch one day. “She’s very quiet, but who wouldn’t be, after what she’s been through? She needs friends, and since you’re going to China, I thought you’d like to meet her.”

“I don’t know if I’m going to China. I told Talia I wasn’t sure.”

“Of course you’ll go! You can’t pass this up, Miranda; once in a lifetime you get a chance like this.”

Miranda gazed at her with a small smile, envying her lovely face, her smile that drew people to her, her sophistication, her perfect clothes, her energy. Everything I’m not. And yet, somehow, they were friends and loved each other. “How do you do that? There don’t seem to be any obstacles in your world and there always are so many in mine.”

“Because you keep thinking about them, so they swell up like pregnant cats. Ignore them; you’ll be amazed how fast they shrivel away to nothing. You can be a very determined woman, you know; if you work on that, there’s nothing you can’t do.”

“There’s nothing you can’t do. You’re always helping one organization or another, getting people to do things they never thought they’d do, or said they definitely couldn’t do; you and Bob go everywhere, you collect art, you go to parties, you give parties . . . you have time for everything and you never seem in doubt or worried or overwhelmed . . .”

“Of course I am, a lot of the time, good heavens, I’m not superhuman. Everybody gets tired, even overwhelmed sometimes, you know that; it’s just that not all of us show it. I’m a lot like you, you know; how else could we be friends? Now, listen, I want you to go to China. I haven’t been there in years and I want a complete report. Meet new people, eat everything, go everywhere, and then come back and tell me about it.”

“I’ve never done anything like that. You know that.”

“Well, it’s high time,” Nancy said lightly. “Look, take a first step. Come and meet Ting. She can tell you about China and give you courage. Come to dinner; she really does need friends, Miranda, and you have a way of making people comfortable.”

“What way is that?”

“Oh, quiet, not jumping all over people to get them to do things or say things, not demanding.”

“You mean passive.”

“I mean listening. Waiting to hear what comes next. Waiting for something to happen.”

Miranda frowned. Waiting for something to happen. She didn’t know it was that obvious to others. All my life I’ve been waiting for something to happen.

And now many things were happening. How do we get to the places we find ourselves? she wondered. Here she was in a taxi in Beijing, at least partly because she had met Sima Ting.

Ting had talked all through dinner, about China, about her trip to America, and about her hopes for going home.

“But you must like it here,” Miranda said.

“I do, please do not think me ungrateful; I am happy to be here and Nancy has been amazing, wonderful, and everyone has been so kind; it is truly a lovely country. But it is not my country, you know.”

“You’ll make it yours. Look what your country has done to you and to your friends; they tried to destroy you; they did destroy many of you. You can’t really want to go back there.”

“My country has not tried to destroy me; a few men in the government did that.” Ting paused. “I think you cannot understand the longing someone has for home, because you are home. I belong in China, you know, just as you belong here. My family is there, and my friends, and my work, and there are things we can do, there must be things we can do, to change the system there. Probably we moved too quickly, at Tiananmen; we must learn to be more gradual, more patient; these are things we must think about.” She smiled. “You have a saying, that something is in your bones. My bones are Chinese, they hurt when they cannot touch the ground in China.”

Miranda frowned. “Millions of people have come here and they become Americans and they forget their other homes.”

“I think they never forget their other homes,” said Ting gently. “But whether they do or not, I could not. And I could not truly become an American any more than you truly could become a Chinese. Miranda, I am not saying your country is not wonderful; I am saying that my country is mine, wonderful or not. And this is an important time in China. They call it the ‘Beijing Autumn,’ do you know why? Because the old men who run the country soon will die and fall, just like leaves from the trees in autumn, and then things will change.”

They had dinner together one more time, talking about the China Miranda would see if she took a business trip there. “I think it would be good if you go there,” Ting said. “It is always good to discover new places, and there are many wonders you will not find anywhere else. How do you know what will happen next year? Do things when you can; life changes too quickly to put them off.”

Nancy, who had been listening quietly, nodded firmly. “What did I tell you? Go! A whole world is out there, and you haven’t even scratched the surface. I have absolute faith in you; you’ll learn things about yourself you never knew before.”

Miranda did not tell her that she found that idea alarming. But also, in a strange, rippling way, exciting.

*  *  *

A week later, Miranda called Ting to tell her she was indeed going to China. Ting’s voice was excited. “Would you do a favor for me?”

“A favor? In China?”

“A small one, of no great consequence, but I would so appreciate it. Please, would you deliver a letter for me? It is to my parents and they have not heard from me in such a long time. I write often and put the pages together, hoping to find someone to deliver it. If you could, I would be so grateful.”

“Of course I will. I’m sure I’ll have plenty of time to myself, and I’d like to meet your parents.”

“Oh, you will not meet them; their home is too difficult to find. If you will take the letter to this small shop, the people there will deliver it to my parents. You will do this for me?”

“Of course,” Miranda said again, and the next day Ting brought a bulging manila envelope to her. So, as she sat in the taxi in Beijing, rocking from side to side as the car took corners with screeching sharpness, she asked herself again, How do we get to the places we find ourselves? How can we ever predict, or even understand, all the forces that shape us and move us through our lives?

The address turned out to be a tiny food store, with bins on the sidewalk piled high with vegetables. Inside, the shelves were stacked with cans and jars covered with labels she could not read. A few things she did recognize. If I lived here, all we’d eat would be peanuts, eggs, noodles and dried mushrooms, she thought. At the back of the store, a man and woman stood behind a counter. “Please?” the man said.

Miranda held out the letter. “I was asked to deliver this.”

The man made a small bow. “Thank you.” He gestured to shelves in the store. “Please?”

“I don’t understand,” Miranda said.

The woman walked around the counter and selected a bag of dried mushrooms and two cans. She put them in a paper bag and handed it to Miranda.

I have to buy something, too? Miranda thought. But the man and woman were both making small bows; then the man held out his hand and when Miranda put hers in it, he shook it vigorously. “Goodbye,” he said. “Thank you. Thank you.”

My reward, Miranda thought, amused, and made her own goodbyes before returning to the taxi. She showed the driver a letterhead from the Palace Hotel and he nodded. Done, she thought, settling back as they merged into a busier street. Such a simple thing; it will make Ting’s parents happy. She imagined not seeing Adam and Lisa for five years, hearing from them only intermittently, if at all. She wouldn’t be able to bear it. These people must be very strong.

I’ll ask Li about that, she thought. How many people go through this, how many went to prison. . . . Then she changed her mind. She didn’t really want to tell him about Ting. She liked the idea of having her own errand, going about Beijing alone, on business that had nothing to do with Talia or Li.

And so, instead, in the restaurant that night, she told him about tipping the taxi driver that morning. “He didn’t thank me.”

“How do you know?” Li asked. “You don’t speak Chinese.”

“He didn’t say anything. He didn’t even smile. But, then, I didn’t see very many smiles today.”

“People were unpleasant to you?”

“Oh, no, they were incredibly polite. And they did smile, but they weren’t real smiles. I mean, they were like handshakes: something you do in business. They weren’t warm.”

“The people or the smiles?”

“Neither.”

“Perhaps they save their warmth for people they know.”

“I’m not asking them to love me,” she snapped. “I just think they might be more friendly.”

“Well. Friendly.” He made a small gesture. “That is often a problem for foreigners in China.” He refilled their glasses of Yanjing beer and settled back in his chair. “Let me tell you an ancient fable. One day a poor man met an old friend who had become an immortal. As the poor man complained of his poverty, the immortal pointed his finger at a brick by the roadside, which immediately turned into a gold ingot. ‘This is for you,’ he said. When the man was not satisfied with this, the immortal pointed his finger at a pile of stones, turning them into gold coins. But the man still was not happy. ‘What more do you want?’ asked the immortal, and his friend replied, ‘I want your finger.’ ”

Miranda laughed. “I like that. And the moral is, everybody will always want more, but nobody is willing to give everything, so at some point we ought to be satisfied with what we have.”

“Exactly. That fable is from the fourth century B.C. Nothing changes, you know, across the centuries, or across borders. Now tell me about the rest of your day. Was it a good one for business?”

“No. Well, maybe it was; I’m not sure. No one asked for my finger, but they did demand things that I didn’t want to give. . . . Oh, I don’t know; I have to sort it all out. There was so much going on it felt like three or four days, at least. I’d rather be here, at this lovely restaurant. Fangshan? Is that how you say it?”

“Fong-shon. An imperial restaurant, which means the chefs have revived the cuisine once served to emperors. An elegant cuisine. It suits you.”

She frowned. “Why do you say that?”

“You think it is not true?”

“I know it’s not.” She looked away, shutting out his gaze. The room he had chosen was the smallest in the restaurant, with only six tables, each beneath a red, fringed paper lantern. A large window overlooked Beihai Lake, pale silver in the fading light, with dark trees massed along the shore, their overhanging branches trailing in the water. The restaurant was on an island in the lake, suspended between shimmering water reflecting the rising moon, and filmy clouds moving across an opal sky. It was a dreamlike oasis in the frenetic city, shielded from automobile horns, the acrid fumes of buses, and neon lights flashing in staccato bursts. “This must be the only peaceful place in Beijing,” Miranda said.

“On the contrary, we have many, each different from the others. If you will allow me, I will show them to you.”

Again, she frowned. “I don’t understand—”

Two waitresses, theatrically made up and wearing identical silk gowns slit to the thigh, arranged four serving dishes on their table. “I ordered for both of us,” said Li. “I thought that would be easiest.”

“Yes, of course. I wouldn’t know where to start.”

“We start with cold dishes . . .” He spooned a portion onto Miranda’s saucer-sized plate, and then onto his own. “Spiced beef. The others are shredded chicken, duck’s tongue, and fried eel. Eat only what you like.”

I’ll eat it all. If he thinks he can scare me off with things like duck’s tongue and eel . . . well, he could, but I wouldn’t let him know it. She reached for her fork, then realized there was no fork. Two ivory chopsticks lay against a small porcelain rest, gleaming malevolently. Her face flooded with embarrassment. She had not eaten lunch because she had been ashamed to admit she did not know what to do, and she had assumed Li would take her to a place that had knives and forks, like the hotel restaurant where they had had breakfast.

Desperately, she glanced around to see what others were doing, but the others were all Chinese, perfectly at home, no help at all. I hate this, she thought angrily. I hate being in a strange place. I hate Li for bringing me here.

She picked up the chopsticks and tried to hold them as she saw others doing. It looked simple, but no matter how she wound her fingers around them, she could not make them move separately.

“Like this,” Li said gently. Covering her hand with his, he guided her thumb and fingers to hold the two ivory sticks, smooth and cool, tapered slightly, with red Chinese characters etched along their sides. “The bottom one stays still; the top one moves up and down, like a pincer. Put your thumb across both, right here, to stabilize them. Now we will bring the tips together, like this, and pick up a piece of beef. Perfect. Now, again. You see? Now you try it.” He took his hand away and watched Miranda practice. “Ah, very good. Now another. Good, good. You’re very quick. You never used chopsticks in America?”

“The restaurants always had forks on the table. I never thought it was necessary.”

Or intriguing. Why wasn’t I more curious to try them, even once?

The beef was delicious, spicy hot and sweet, and when she looked up and met Li’s waiting look, she said, “It’s wonderful. And now that you’ve taught me how to get it into my mouth, I think you should eat and not worry about me.”

“I want you to be pleased.”

“I am,” she said, and it was true. She felt happy. After a day of being intimidated and insecure among foreigners who knew everything while she knew nothing, isolated every time they spoke Chinese, nervous about the responsibility of negotiating for her company with strangers so totally different from her . . . now, for the first time, she could relax.

She liked the hushed room with its crisp white tablecloths and translucent paper lanterns, the red and gold porcelain lamp on their table, the small white plates that held one serving at a time of the foods parading before them. She liked the muted colors of the carpet, the dark silk drapes at the window looped back with gold cords and medallions, the strange music wafting in a minor key from hidden speakers. She liked the intimacy of their table, a small island of English in an incomprehensible sea of rapid-fire Chinese. Without Li, she would have felt she was drowning; with him, she felt adventurous, able to think about dinner.

She took a long drink, to cool her mouth from the spicy beef. The Chinese beer was soft and mellow, but with a distinctive bite, and it was served like water, the waitresses keeping their glasses filled just as waiters filled water glasses at home. Miranda had always thought beer was common and cheap, compared to wine, but it was just right with these dishes, and even if it had not been, she would never call attention to herself by asking for wine or anything else that would make her stand out as even more different from everyone else. She disliked being the center of attention, and that was even more true in China. Anyway, she liked the beer and it was new, which made her feel still more adventurous. A wave of gratitude filled her and, abruptly, out of context, she said, “Thank you,” to Li, and he said, very simply, “I’m glad you’re pleased.”

When her plate was empty, he refilled it from the bowl of shredded chicken. “Now,” he said, serving himself. “I still want to hear about what you did today. And what you thought and felt.”

Miranda took a thin strip of chicken between her chopsticks and carried it smoothly to her mouth. How about that, she thought exultantly. One lesson and I’m eating like a local. She felt a rush of confidence, and from that came honesty. “Mostly I kept wishing that I’d done more and seen more in my life.”

“Like learning to use chopsticks?”

“Learning everything. If I’d traveled more, if I knew more about the world, I would have handled things better today. I wasn’t aggressive enough; I didn’t make it absolutely clear that my company expects certain things done in a certain way.”

“Are you ever aggressive?”

“What?”

“I’m sorry; that was rude. Perhaps when I know you better I will ask such a question. Or by then I will not need to.”

Deliberately, Miranda laid her chopsticks on their porcelain rest. “What is this all about?”

“This? You mean my rudeness? My apology?”

“You know what I mean.”

“Well.” He nodded. “You mean the two of us sharing breakfast and dinner and perhaps someday knowing each other well enough for me to discover whether or not you are aggressive. May I answer you later? I promise I will answer you, but for now would you accept it if I say simply that I enjoy your company and find it pleasant to dine with you, and that I would like to help you have a pleasant evening, and a more pleasant stay in Beijing?”

No, she thought, but she did not say it. Just as she avoided calling attention to herself, she always tried to avoid making a fuss. It was best to keep everything smooth by going along with people as much as possible. Besides, it really was a pleasant evening: far better than eating alone in her hotel room.

“Yes, all right,” she said.

“Thank you. Did you like the chicken?”

“It had an odd flavor. I almost liked it.”

He chuckled. “Next time perhaps you will like it better. This is the fried eel.” He spooned a portion onto her plate. “A bit slippery, for chopsticks, but I’m sure you can manage it; you are doing so well. Whom did you meet today?”

“The vice president, the manager of production, the general manager of the factory, the people in charge of production, and some others I never did figure out. The factory is enormous; have you ever been there?”

“My company built the number two building.”

Her eyes widened. “That was a huge project. It’s much larger than the number one building.”

“And better built. They should have called us first, but they were trying to save money.”

“Who was? Your government?”

“No, the Japanese. That company is a joint venture, funded mostly by a Japanese investment firm. Chinese investors own a small part of it, and of course the management is Chinese, though they brought in a group of Japanese advisors. It is an excellent company; you’ll find them good to work with.”

“I think they find Americans demanding and arrogant.”

“Americans are demanding and arrogant. It comes from being the most powerful nation in the world.” He refilled her plate. “I see that you like the eel.”

“Yes, very much.” She frowned. “I don’t think I’m demanding, and I’m certainly not arrogant. I don’t feel more powerful than anybody. Mostly I’m ashamed because I’m so ignorant about things. I didn’t know your government let foreigners own companies; I thought communism meant the government owns everything.”

“That is no longer true. Did they give you a tour of the factory? What did you think of it?”

“It was very impressive.”

“Tell me about it. I haven’t been there since we finished work on it.”

Miranda described the air-conditioned, brightly lit workshops, more than a city block long, each with long rows of individual worktables where women sat bent over their sewing machines. Pieces of brightly colored fabrics were piled beside them, looking like sleeping birds, wings folded, voices still. In fact, there were no voices at all: no one gossiped or laughed or described ailments or bragged about children or grandchildren, or hummed a tune. The only sound was the whirr of sewing machines, the only movement the controlled motions of swiftly stitching hands . . . though every one of the women did look up to make a piercing survey of Miranda as she walked past, from her hair to her shoes.

“What were you wearing?” Li asked.

“A suit.” She flushed. “I only brought suits. I didn’t think about going out at night.”

“The one you’re wearing is fine for going out. It’s very beautiful. You look excellent.”

He had no idea how fine the suit was, Miranda reflected, remembering its price tag, and the price of her other new suit. My first foreign trip, she had thought defensively; I’ll have so much to be nervous about, I don’t want to have to worry about how I look.

“Chanel, isn’t it?” Li asked casually.

She looked at him in astonishment. “How would you know that?”

“CNN has programs on fashion and Hollywood, and it covers the designer shows in New York and Paris and Milan. And I am interested in all Western things, not just some of them.”

“Because they’re your heritage.”

“That is one of the reasons. In fact—” He hesitated, then smiled, a small inward smile, as if amused at himself for what he was about to say. “I think it is because I’ve still not outgrown the hope that my father will come back. It is embarrassing, but, you know, I can’t stop it: at odd times the idea suddenly springs up that today he will appear on my doorstep and embrace me and say, ‘Well, it took a long time, but I found you and now we can become friends.’ It is an absurd fantasy, a child’s fantasy, but still it springs to life, as it has since the moment my mother told me about him. That was when I decided to learn about his country, so that when he came back he would be impressed with me. Later, of course, it was obvious that he was truly gone, but even though the dream faded, it did not disappear, and neither did my studies of America.” Ruefully, he shook his head. “I am too old for such fantasies, don’t you think?”

Pitying him, Miranda said, “It’s been very hard for you. Not knowing, always wondering . . .”

“Yes, exactly. Much harder even than not having a father. Well, and what about your parents?”

“They live two blocks from me. And right now they’re living in my house, staying with my children.”

“So you have children. How many?”

“Two. Lisa is fourteen and Adam is thirteen.”

“And they are of course wonderful.”

She laughed. “Of course. Smart and curious and fun.”

“You must miss them very much.”

She was silent. She had been so busy, and overwhelmed with strangeness, that she had barely thought of home. But at his simple words, her eyes filled with tears. “Right now, this time of night, we’d be in one of their bedrooms, talking about whatever had happened that day to make it special. We do that every night before they go to sleep.”

“And is there always something special?”

“Always. Sometimes it’s very small and we have to hunt for it, but we always come up with something.”

“How lucky you are.”

“Yes. I always have been.”

“But what of your husband? He is not staying with your children while you are in China?”

“My husband died many years ago.”

“That does not sound lucky to me.”

“Oh. Well, no.” He waited, and she said, “I’ve been lucky in other ways.”

“But you do not talk about your marriage.”

Not to you. Why should I?

“Not to me,” he said. “And indeed why should you?” He saw her startled look. “Have I said something wrong again?”

“No, it’s just that— No.”

“Well, then, tell me about Adam and Lisa. And your parents. Have you always lived so close to them?”

“All my life. I grew up in the house they’re in now, and when Jeff and I married, we bought a house just down the street.”

“And you are very close?”

“Yes, very. And Adam and Lisa love them; I couldn’t have come on this trip otherwise.”

“So they move into your house for all your long trips?”

“I don’t take long trips. This is my first.”

His eyebrows rose. “Americans are the world’s greatest travelers.”

“Well, I’m not. I’ve been busy with my children and my work, and I’m very happy where I live. I do go to Denver a lot.”

“How far is that?”

“About twenty miles. I’ve never felt the need to go any farther; there didn’t seem to be any reason for it.”

He contemplated her. “Is that true?”

She began to reply, then hesitated. “I’m not really sure,” she said after a moment. “Mostly, I guess. It isn’t that I’m not curious; I do think about going to other countries, seeing great museums and monuments, festivals, markets, all the different ways people live . . .”

“Well, then?”

“Nothing. It’s just . . .” She looked up and met his close look. Prying, she thought, but, still, she felt oddly at ease. “Actually, I’ve been afraid of going any place where I don’t know the language or understand the culture. And I don’t like to travel alone.”

“But you must have friends who could go with you.”

“My friends are women like me; we haven’t traveled and we don’t speak any foreign languages, and we’re afraid of finding ourselves in places where people could take advantage of us.”

“I’m sorry,” he said softly.

“You don’t have to be sorry for me,” she said coldly. “How much have you traveled? Your government won’t let you go anywhere, even around your own country.”

“I have been to all parts of China, and to Tibet and Mongolia. It is no longer true that we cannot travel as we wish, even outside the country. Many people do; it is not difficult.”

“You can go where you want?”

“We can travel within China and Hong Kong as easily as you travel in America. And anyone who has the money can go abroad if other countries will give them visas. It is not so easy to get a visa from the United States.”

“Why not?”

“Well, perhaps you should ask your government that question.”

She was silent. She did not want to debate governments and politics; she knew almost nothing about them and he seemed to know a great deal. Whatever they talked about, she thought, they come back to the differences between them.

OEBPS/images/9781501145384.jpg
A CERTAIN SMILE

JubpITH MICHAEL

POCKET BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
A CERTAIN SMILE

JubpITH MICHAEL

POCKET BOOKS
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi










OEBPS/xhtml/cont.html

Contents


Epigraph


Acknowledgments


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Chapter 13


Glossary and Pronunciation of Chinese Terms




