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Last night I dreamed a dreary dream

Beyond the Isle of Skye,

I saw a dead man win a fight—

And I thought that man was I.
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PROLOGUE

The slug’s impact wasn’t anything like in the Hong Kong movies. It didn’t throw Peter backward or knock him off his feet or send him twisting and flailing.

No, it wasn’t like that at all. His body just . . . went . . . limp.

And it made no sense.

He’d known for certain nobody would get hurt. It’s an inside job. Nobody gets hurt on an inside job. That’s what Big Brother said when he chose him, when he let him use the name Ah Pang and handed him the gun.

A voice pierced through the gunfire and the screams and the running feet and the tumbling boxes.

“Ah Pang’s shot—Ah Pang’s shot—Ah Pang’s shot.”

A hand gripped Peter’s shoulder and wrenched his head from the floor. His eyes jerked into motion and spun past the desks and shelves, the distant walls, the fluorescent lights, the high raftered ceiling, finally coming to rest just inches away from the face of a kneeling Dog Boy.

Peter saw his minute reflection in his friend’s eyes and his image magnified in Dog Boy’s terror—until he turned away and pushed himself to his feet. Peter then heard soles pounding concrete, accelerating into the distance, and voices yelling.

“Go—Go—Go.”

What did Big Brother say they should do if something went wrong?

Run to the truck.

That’s what Dog Boy had done, but now only Peter’s thoughts ran. The unconscious flow of thought into action had been severed, and even if he could will his legs to move, there was nowhere left to run, for the enveloping stillness told him the others had faded into the void from which they had emerged only minutes earlier.

Peter’s eyes caught sight of frightened Chinese workers peering over boxes and peeking around desks, then each recoiling at the sight of the black revolver in his hand. Even the security guard, the pudgy old white man who’d shot him, stood twenty yards away, face flushed, wide-eyed, body trembling.

Peter’s gaze settled on the butt of his gun an arm’s length away, dwarfing his skinny wrist, pinning his fingers to the concrete floor. Only moments before it had been awesome and alive, but now it was just cold dead metal.

He felt the confusion at the heart of his life mushroom into an unexpected form. He didn’t know the word for it, but he was certain that his sister would, for Lucy knew all the words.

Peter heard rustling as clerks reached for their cell phones and whispered from a dozen hiding places.

“Help . . . please . . . shooting . . . guns . . . robbers.”

Robbers.

Peter now saw himself through the terrified eyes watching him. He was a robber. He’d been Ah Pang among those he came with, but who was he now that they were gone? And what had he been before?

Lucy would know that, too.

Getting shot wasn’t at all what he’d expected. And lying on the concrete floor as it warmed to the temperature of body and blood, he found that dying wasn’t what he’d expected either. It was just a pounding heart . . . the sound of his breathing . . . and . . .





CHAPTER 1

Graham Gage’s cell phone rang as he walked into his third-floor office in his converted redbrick warehouse. He lowered the window shade against the early spring sunlight ricocheting off San Francisco Bay and connected the call.

“I need your help with something.”

“Hello to you, too, Jack.”

“It’s not a hello-to-you-Jack kind of morning. A client’s son was killed during a computer chip robbery in San Jose yesterday.”

“His parents must be devas—”

“It’s a lot worse than you think. The kid wasn’t the victim, he was the bloody robber.”

International lawyer Jack Burch’s reversion to the Australian idioms of his youth told Gage that his friend was floundering. Strategic ambiguities in law and finance had always fascinated and enthralled Burch, and his mastery of both had made him the Fortune 500’s choice to navigate the turbulence of international business. But certain kinds of ambiguities and discontinuities in life frustrated him, sometimes paralyzed him. And Gage could hear in his voice and in his tone and in his clipped speech that this was one of them.

Before Burch could continue, Gage said, “Hold on a second,” and covered the mic.

A wave of nausea first crept, then exploded through Gage’s body, leaving his face burning and a metallic taste in his mouth. He eased himself down onto his chair and rested his head in his hands until he felt it all receding.

“Sorry.” Gage picked up a file from his desk and slapped it down loud enough for Burch to hear. “Somebody came into the office to drop something off. And your client is . . .”

“Thomas Sheridan. Manufactures cell-phone components in China for Nokia and Motorola. Manages the plants from Hong Kong. He’s a British ex-pat, but his wife is Hong Kongese. He sent her and the kids over here ten years ago when he was finally convinced the Chinese takeover was ending life as he knew it.”

“Instead, life as he knew it ended here yesterday.”

“And for his wife. She’s the reason I called. She’s seen your name in the Hong Kong papers over the years and wants you to find out what happened.”

“What could she have read that would make her think I do street crime investigations?”

All of Gage’s work in China that had been covered in the press had to do with corruption, fraud, intellectual property theft, copyright infringement, and currency manipulation, not robberies and homicides.

“I asked her the same thing. She’d read an article that said you were once a San Francisco police detective. That was good enough for her. And since they pay us a half a million a year in fees, I—”

Gage gasped as the nausea surged again.

“You okay? That didn’t sound so good.”

“I was just picking something up off the floor.”

“Yeah . . . right.”

“You think I’d lie to you?”

“Of course you would, but you wouldn’t lie to Faith and she inadvertently let on how bad it’s gotten.”

“Where’d you find time to turn my wife into an informant?” Gage forced a laugh. “Aren’t there mergers that need merging or acquisitions that need acquiring, or maybe joint ventures that need jointing?”

Gage’s words sounded hollow, even to himself. An escape or an evasion. And the silence at the other end of the line told him Burch recognized it.

The high squeak of Burch’s chair jabbed at Gage’s eardrum. He imagined Burch rising to his feet in his financial district office tower, his already ruddy face reddening, the broad muscles across his shoulders tightening.

“It would be a lot simpler if you’d stop answering with questions, and start answering with answers.”

“Whatever it is will pass; everything does.”

“That’s still not an answer.”

Gage pictured Burch’s clenched jaw, and his fist tightened around his phone. Burch wasn’t a courtroom lawyer, but he was a man who expected his questions answered and headed a firm of a hundred attorneys who always answered them.

“Have I ever told you that your stoicism is really annoying?”

“Not this week.”

Burch took in a long breath, then sighed. “I give up.”

“Thanks. What do these people want from me that the police and the FBI can’t give them?”

“Sheridan wants the gangster behind the whole operation and doesn’t believe law enforcement can reach him. And, get this, he claims to know who he is.”

“How could he know—”

“He didn’t want to talk about it on the phone.”

“Sounds a little paranoid.”

“A little, maybe. Wary, for sure, in the way commercial predators are. And when he thinks he needs something, he gets it; and his wife has convinced him he needs you.”

Gage’s thirty years, first as a detective who had spent time working in Chinatown, then as a private investigator working in Asia, thumbnailed Sheridan and his wife.

“It sounds to me like a combination of a mother with a cultural suspicion of governmental authority and the grief-driven delusion of a father who thinks he can buy anything.”

“I don’t know about her, but you’re dead-on right about him, and I’m sorry to put you in the middle of it, especially now.”

“Now.” The word shook Gage for a moment. He wasn’t sure what now was, for that meant understanding both the past and the future—what had made him sick and what it would do to him.

Now only meant what illness always means: feeling trapped in the present.

“Bring Sheridan by tomorrow and I’ll find a way to deal with him.”

“He won’t get here for another forty-eight hours. It’ll be his wife and daughter. Ten A.M. okay?”

“Make it two. I’ll be locked into something until then.”





CHAPTER 2

The coastal hills a few miles away were still shadowed as Gage lay on a sliding table at the Stanford Hospital radiology clinic waiting to be fed into a roaring metal doughnut whose internal workings would produce hundreds of cross-sectional views of his body.

But he had no reason to believe the scan would be any more revelatory than the tests preceding it in the last three weeks; at least that seemed to be the meaning of his doctor’s shrug when he’d ordered it.

Gage thought of Faith sitting in the waiting room and knew she felt the physicians’ diagnostic failures as her own. She’d called and e-mailed fellow anthropologists throughout Asia, Africa, and South America where he’d worked during the previous months, describing his symptoms and seeking instances of diseases that might have caused them. She begged her graduate students doing fieldwork overseas to report not just on their research, but on illnesses they observed.

And the possibilities poured in. From African sleeping sickness to West Nile virus to dengue fever to scrub and Queensland tick typhus, even to plague. But his doctors had excluded each in turn.

A technician approached Gage from behind.

“Ever have an allergic reaction to iodine contrast material?”

“Just the warm, fuzzy feeling everybody gets. A surgeon needed to figure out how to dig some lead out of me without doing more damage.” He smiled up at her. “Don’t worry, I was the good guy.”

She smiled back. “I suspected you were.”

She swabbed the inside of his right elbow with alcohol, inserted the IV into his vein, and then swung a metal arm above him. A clear plastic plunger hung from the end and attached to it was a flexible clear tube. She snapped the dangling end of the tube onto a plastic nipple extending from the needle, then raised both his arms, extended them, and brought them to rest behind his head.

“We’ll be making three passes, about thirty seconds each,” she said. “You’ll need to hold your breath during each one.”

Gage heard her step into the observation booth and close the door.

A male voice emerged godlike out of the silence. “I am now beginning the IV.”

Gage watched the plunger drive down, shooting the iodine into his arm. His body warmed and an edgy chemical taste mixed with the barium he had consumed three-quarters of an hour before the procedure began.

The voice spoke again. “Hold . . . your . . . breath.”

The scanner whirled as the table eased forward, sliding him into the doughnut as far as his chin, then back out to his hips.

“Breathe.”

At the start of the third pass, a wave of nausea shuddered through him. His faced flushed and his fists clenched.

“Hold . . . your . . . breath.” 30 . . . 29 . . . 28 . . . 27 . . . 26 . . . He gritted his teeth and stiffened his body. 25 . . . 24 . . . 23 . . . 22 . . . 21 . . . He could feel a damp warmth under his back as sweat soaked through his blue medical gown pressed against the white sheet covering the table. 20 . . . 19 . . . 18 . . . 17 . . . 16 . . . The wave passed. He stopped counting.

“Breathe.”

“DID YOU GET A CHANCE to talk to the radiologist?” Faith asked as Gage drove them from the hospital toward the tree-lined streets of downtown Palo Alto.

“All I got out of him was a weak smile, but at least he didn’t shrug.”

“You almost lost your balance when you got out of bed this morning.” Faith glanced at the Brooks Brothers store as they passed Stanford Shopping Center. “And I looked at your belt last night and saw where you used to buckle it.”

It was Gage’s turn to shrug.

“I’m sure we’ll have the answer in a few days.”

Faith sighed and looked down at her hands folded in her lap.

“How many times have we told ourselves that?”

Gage looked over. The cloudless May sky allowed the sun’s rays to fill the car, highlighting the few strands of gray among the auburn hair that framed Faith’s tense face and strained eyes and flowed down to her shoulders.

He laid his hand over hers.

“For all we know, a couple of weeks with the right antibiotics or some foul-tasting, take-on-a-full-stomach syrup and it’ll be gone. Maybe today was the last test I’ll need.”

Gage pulled the car to the curb near the University Cafe, and a few minutes later they had worked their way between the sidewalk tables and past the brass and cast-iron coffee roaster to the counter.

“Jack telephoned yesterday,” Gage said, after they’d ordered coffee and bagels and sat down.

“How’d that go? The uncertainty of this thing scares the hell out of him.”

They both knew Burch had yet to recover his balance after he was shot as part of a securities fraud cover-up and after the breast cancer that nearly took his wife’s life. For Burch, it had been less that these were confrontations with mortality and more that for the first time he felt his world and his life slip from his grip, torn away first by the rude mechanics of a biological process and then by a man with a gun.

“Why’d he decide to face the abyss and call you himself?”

Gage withheld his answer until after an approaching waiter passed by.

“A wealthy client’s teenaged son hooked up with a gang and was killed during a robbery.”

Faith looked down, shaking her head, then back up.

“How could a privileged childhood end up like that?”

“I don’t know. But I suspect the kid wanted more out of the crime than just money.”

Gage thought of the Navajos he grew up with on the Arizona and Mexican border near Nogales, the older people talking about going to war having been a young man’s rite of passage, and he remembered a friend’s older brother who’d enlisted in the Marines in 1968 while not even knowing where Vietnam was. For him, the pretenses of the ceremonial dances, the reenactments of others’ heroism, hadn’t been enough. He believed he needed to fight to feel alive, to feel real in his world. And he’d died trying.

But Gage doubted Sheridan’s son’s death was about that, about feeling alive and real. Like the other immigrant and cross-cultural children of his generation who populated the Asian gangs, the kid probably had more of life than he could handle.

“What do you think he wanted out of it?”

Gage gazed over at the traffic passing on the street and the tree-shadowed sidewalk. “I don’t know, but someone else will have to find that out.” Then back at Faith. “I’m only meeting with the family to make sure they don’t destroy themselves in a misguided attempt to discover on their own what that was and who was behind it.”





CHAPTER 3

When Gage arrived in his office reception area, he found Jack Burch sitting on a couch next to a slim Eurasian woman. Her back was straight, her eyes forward, her hands locked together as though her grief could be contained by force of will. Her gray suit and the string of pearls hanging around her neck seemed to Gage to be camouflage, like the feather pattern on an owl that imitates bark or stone.

“Graham,” Burch said, as they rose for introductions, “this is Lucy Sheridan.”

“I’m very sorry about your loss.” Gage took her hand and glanced toward the double glass doors facing the parking lot and the bay. “Wasn’t your mother—”

“She needed to take care of some things.” Lucy looked away for a moment. “She sends her apologies.”

Burch caught Gage’s eye with an expression that said, Her mother isn’t ready to deal with this.

Gage passed on their drink requests to his receptionist, then led them down a hallway agitated by clicking keyboards, whirling printers, and voices echoing against the redbrick walls and into a conference room.

“I spoke to the FBI lead agent,” Gage said, after sitting down across from them. “He says the kids they caught were just—”

Gage hesitated. The meeting had just begun and he’d already caught himself moving too fast toward its inevitable end. He looked from Burch to Lucy. He was surprised she held his gaze.

“You can say it. I’m ready. I might not be in ten minutes or in an hour or in a day. But I am now and I need to know.”

Gage watched her grip the edge of the table in front of her in apprehension, preparing herself both to hear the words he would speak and to brace herself against their meaning.

Finally, Gage spoke. “The kids the police captured are called throwaways.”

Lucy blinked but kept her eyes fixed on Gage.

“A dai lo picked your brother for the robbery.” Gage glanced toward Burch. “Dai lo means big brother.” Then back at Lucy. “Peter was known as Ah Pang.”

Lucy winced, pained by the words and what they meant for what her brother had become. “That’s a character Peter liked in a Hong Kong gang movie, Dragon’s End.”

“They pick a name to give themselves a sense of identity, but it actually makes them anonymous. That’s something the big brothers understand and the underlings don’t.”

The receptionist knocked and then entered carrying a drink tray. She served Lucy tea and Burch and Gage coffee.

Gage slid a San Jose Police Department offense report across the table and watched Lucy’s eyes work their way down the text, pausing, and then pushing forward.

18:05HRS . . .

Asian male, Suspect (1), 24 to 25 years old—

business office of PL Computers—

handguns—

Victim (1) and Victim (2) . . . tied up—

8 Asian males entered the warehouse—

loaded boxes of microprocessors into a van—

security guard shooting—

Suspect (5) fell to the floor—

males jumped into the back of the truck—

responding officers located Suspect (5)—

Gage saw Lucy’s eyes widen, then her brows furrow as she grasped that Suspect (5) was her brother and that he was about to die before her eyes.

deceased in the warehouse—

Lucy’s jaw tightened and she swallowed.

Suspect (6) and Suspect (7) were found hiding in a dumpster—

the loss was approximately $4,500,000—

Suspect (5), later ID’d as Peter Sheridan, 16 years old, was released to the Coroner at 01:55HRS.

Lucy wiped away the tears that had formed as she read.

Gage could tell that she’d never seen a police report and hadn’t anticipated how it would read and hadn’t known to brace herself for its synthesis of the brutal and mundane.

She straightened in her chair, then folded her hands on the table.

Gage wondered where her strength came from, suspecting it hadn’t come from her absent mother.

“My father knows who was behind it.”

“Knows? Or just thinks he knows?”

“He met the man once, a few months ago. Peter was with him. Peter . . .”

Lucy raised a finger as if she’d arrived at an unmarked trailhead and was lost in a vertiginous moment, struggling to decide whether to backtrack or press forward. Gage understood she wasn’t ready to start at the end, that she hadn’t yet caught up to the present. Even more, he knew she needed Gage to understand Peter’s life, not just his death, the throwing away. With a nod of his head, he gave her permission to start at the beginning.

“Peter was just six when we arrived here. I was fourteen. We only saw our father when he came to the United States for the holidays and when we visited him in Hong Kong during summer vacation. And Mother . . .” Lucy looked back and forth between Burch and Gage. “I know at times like these people blame the mother.”

“No one here is placing blame,” Gage said, wondering whether by people Lucy meant herself.

“Mother was always something of a mystery. My father once said this was what infatuated him when they met. But it really wasn’t mystery. It was distance. She was as psychologically distant as my father was geographically.” She glanced at Burch. “I know some people refer to her as reclusive.”

Burch’s face reddened.

Lucy pushed on. “She is, but I don’t think it’s only because of her disability. It’s a lot deeper, way beyond just the awkwardness of her limp.”

“She refused to come to my office when we were doing the corporate reorganizations,” Burch said, attempting to recover his position of confidence, “even though she’s a shareholder and board member in all their companies.”

Lucy stiffened as though someone had leaned against her in a crowded elevator, then pushed on.

“As a child, Peter was as naïve and trusting as a puppy. But by middle school he began to close himself off, just like our mother. He’d disappear for days, sometimes weeks. My parents made him move to Hong Kong to live with our father, trying to break his ties to his friends here and regain some control over him.”

Gage shook his head. “I don’t see how that could’ve worked. I doubt that his problems were geographical.”

She nodded. “My father couldn’t control him either. Things escalated. He became what they call a fei jai.” She looked again at Burch. “A junior gangster. My father hired a private detective in Kowloon who tracked him to Temple Street where gamblers were using him as a lookout. My father had no choice but to send him back to the States. And Peter took up where he left off, and then ran away for the last time when he was fifteen. My mother—” Lucy’s voice caught. Her hand rose to cover her heart. “My mother is just devastated, so bewildered, so . . . I mean, no one expected . . . she . . . we . . . couldn’t grasp what was happening.”

Lucy looked down at the police report as if it represented the completion of her thought, then gripped her teacup in both hands and held it close to her chest.

“Do you know where he was living before the robbery?” Gage asked.

“With other first-generation kids, moving from place to place. East Bay. South Bay. San Francisco.”

Lucy set her cup down and focused on Gage.

“Peter came home on my birthday two months ago. He was surprised to find my father visiting from Hong Kong. They got into an argument and Peter yelled, ‘You’re nothing to me’ and then mumbled the name Ah Ming as he ran out of the house.” She paused and then sighed. “And that was the last time I saw him.”

“Lucy’s father was too embarrassed to tell me about it,” Burch said, “so he hired a private investigator out of the phone book. A contact in the San Francisco Police Department told the investigator that Ah Ming’s real name is Cheung Kwok-ming and that he came to the States in the mid-’90s and built a chain of Asian supermarkets. I’m sure you’ve seen them. They’re called East Wind. In no time he became a big man in the Chinese community. One of my associates did some research and found he’s on the boards of a couple of benevolent associations and gives a huge amount to Chinatown charities.”

Lucy took the story back. “My father decided his only chance to get Peter back was to confront Ah Ming, so he asked the investigator to take him to Ah Ming’s mansion in Hillsborough.”

Gage looked at Burch, who shook his head with a disheartened expression, foreshadowing how it would end.

“Peter was standing in the front courtyard with some other boys when they drove up.” Lucy’s eyes went vacant, as though the imagined scene was developing in her mind. “Peter ran inside and Ah Ming’s men grabbed my father as he stepped across the threshold and threw him back down the front steps. It took twenty stitches to close the gash in his scalp.”

“Did your father call the police?”

Lucy blinked herself back into the present and shook her head. “He thought it would be counterproductive. Peter would’ve gone into hiding where we’d never find him . . . and that was the last we heard about him until the police came by the day before yesterday.”

Burch let a few moments pass, then said to Gage, “That should give you an idea of what the Sheridans have in mind.”

Gage did, but he didn’t believe in grasping at phantoms, especially when he had a real enemy of his own. He leaned forward, crossing his forearms on the conference table.

“Actually,” Gage said, first looking at Burch. “I’m not yet sure they have a clue what they’d be getting into.” Then at Lucy. “And I’m also not sure that Peter’s presence in the company of Ah Ming two months ago necessarily means Ah Ming was behind the robbery.”

Uncertainty washed over Lucy’s face. Gage knew that what she’d missed, what the grief-stricken always miss, is that suffering reduces their perception of the complexity of the world. They’re taken captive by a picture and the force of its irresistible logic, and the chaos of possibility gets distilled into a syllogism limited by a narrowed sense of relevance:

Sheridan last saw Peter with Ah Ming.

Peter died in a robbery.

Therefore, Ah Ming was behind the robbery.

Gage knew he needed to drive the point home even though the focus of her anger, the anger that made her grief bearable, might transfer to him.

“What about the dozens of other people Peter might’ve been seen with if your father had been there to look? Who knows how many big brothers he came in contact with at safe houses or on Chinatown street corners or in Vietnamese coffee shops.”

Lucy’s face flushed like she was suffocating. Gage recognized it as the expression of a rape victim after she’s been told the DNA didn’t match the man she had picked out of the lineup; it was born of the fear that somewhere out there the man who really attacked her was on the street. And it was also born of the realization that she was wrong about something about which she’d been positive.

“And even if Ah Ming really was behind the robbery, I’m not sure we’ll be able to connect him to it. All the human links between him and the kids who were arrested are probably gone.”

“How’s that possible?” Lucy’s face flushed and her voice rose. “There has to be some kind of trail. Doesn’t there?”

Gage knew her unfinished thought was: And isn’t it your job to find it?

“The short answer is no.”

Gage picked up a pen, then grabbed a yellow legal pad from a stack at the end of the table.

“Look at the numbers. Let’s assume they net two million dollars from the stolen chips. A hundred thousand goes to whoever set it up. Fifty thousand goes to the dai lo who managed the robbery—recruited the kids, rented the car and the van, bought the guns. A few hundred dollars each to the underlings, say five thousand dollars total. They can spend another fifty thousand scattering everyone between the top and the bottom around the country and still net one point eight million dollars. And even the fifty thousand in traveling money isn’t wasted because they now have people available to work wherever they land.”

Lucy nodded. “I understand.”

Gage shook his head. “Not yet. The death of your brother is even more than felony murder; it’s murder with special circumstances. The law doesn’t distinguish among those who die in a robbery. Robber or victim. So fifty thousand dollars or even five hundred thousand isn’t too much to spend to blow up a bridge to death row. And while I may not know the road map of this particular crime, my experience tells me the bridge was blown just minutes after your brother died.”

“Are you saying there’s no—”

“Wait,” Gage said, holding up his hand. “There’s more. Do you think whoever is behind this is going to have the computer chips delivered to him, unloaded at his house, stacked in the corner?”

Gage shook his head, answering his own question.

“These guys are insulated with front companies and intermediaries, suit-wearing pillars of the community who connect the aboveground to the underground, but never get their hands dirty.”

He leaned back and spread his arms.

“Why does Ah Ming give to charity? Out of the goodness of his heart?” Gage thumped the table with his forefinger. “His heart beats only to keep his blood moving. Charity buys cover.”

“Are you saying it’s hopeless? That Ah Ming is untouchable?”

“That’s not the question we’re faced with.”

“Then what is?”

“We need to know whether your father is targeting Ah Ming because he really thinks Ah Ming caused the death of your brother, or simply because Ah Ming humiliated him.”

Lucy looked down at her tea, now cold in the half-empty cup.

“The thought of Ah Ming is eating away at him.” She took in a long breath and shrugged. “But if it isn’t Ah Ming, we have to know that, too.”

“Where do we go from here?” Burch asked, his tone suggesting to Gage that he was so caught up in a desire to find out the truth, he’d forgotten the point of the meeting, which was to find a means to sidetrack the Sheridans from self-destruction.

Gage locked his eyes on Burch, who reddened and said, “I mean—”

Gage cut him off with a raised hand and looked over at Lucy.

“Give me a couple of days,” Gage said, finding himself speaking as though to a client whose tragedy he had taken on, instead of a person he was trying to divert.

At the beginning of the meeting he’d felt he was protecting Burch by taking the burden onto himself, but now realized it was something else, and he wasn’t sure what.

“Let me try to find out more about Ah Ming. There’s a lot of intelligence out there: business competitors—”

His previous thought lingered, leaving him both puzzled and anxious to find an answer.

“FBI and DEA analysts looking at Asian gangs and triads, IRS criminal investigators on the lookout for money laundering, ICE agents trying to stop human trafficking, even other gangsters looking for an opportunity to take over new territory.”

All this was true, but it was composed of the sort of acronyms and names he doubted Lucy had ever uttered, elements of a world that was alien to her, and one she deserved to be insulated from.

And he knew he shouldn’t have said any of it, for he hadn’t told her anything that would help her find her feet. He just tossed her into a borderland with neither a map to locate her brother’s place in it nor a GPS to find her way out.

Looking at Lucy’s now drawn face and the uncertainty and confusion in her eyes, Gage realized he needed to restore her balance, to ensure that the consequence of her current helplessness wouldn’t cause her life to forever pivot around the moment of her brother’s death.

Even though he was sure he wouldn’t, Gage asked, “I may need your help down the road. What Chinese languages do you speak?”

“Cantonese with my mother and my friends in Hong Kong,” Lucy said, “and I studied Mandarin in college.”

“Do you have a Chinese name?”

Lucy’s face brightened as if she had recognized an old friend across a crowded room and had been acknowledged in return. Or maybe met someone in a strange land who knew her culture.

“Siu-cheng.”

“And at home . . .”

A shy smile. “I was sort of an awkward child.”

“Which means your mother called you . . .”

“Chicken Feet.”

BURCH DIRECTED LUCY toward the lobby as they filed out of the conference room, and then he and Gage paused at the door.

“You surprised me,” Burch said. “This is the first time I’ve seen that kind of intensity in you since this medical problem began.” He glanced toward Lucy’s receding figure. “But I’m wondering whether you were a little rough on her.”

“I worried about that, too, but she deserves to know where she stands. And for the moment I’d rather her anger and frustration be aimed at me rather than Ah Ming. It’s safer for her, and her father.”

They watched Lucy turn from the hallway into the lobby.

“I’m afraid that in her father’s grief and guilt,” Gage said, “he’s twisted it around in his mind so that if there isn’t a great evil behind what happened, a great evil that’s finally brought to justice, then Peter’s death means nothing.”

Gage paused, looking at the empty hallway, listening to his investigators’ speaking on their phones chasing facts, trying to discern truths behind appearances.

“But there might not be a greater meaning. All there might be behind the robbery is a punk who wanted fast money and got two million dollars’ worth of lucky.”

“But you don’t think so.”

Gage shook his head.

“You think she’s bought into her father’s story?”

“Not completely. But I think she’s brave enough not only to accept the truth, but to make her parents accept it, too.”

“But there’s something else, isn’t there?”

Gage felt Burch’s eyes on him, then looked over and nodded.

“I don’t know whether Ah Ming was behind the robbery. And I don’t know yet who Ah Ming is, but I sure know what he is.” Gage pointed at Burch. “You know how some people are called expendable? Well, Ah Ming is the guy who expends them. Sheridan didn’t call the police because he was afraid it would drive his son into hiding. The kid was already hiding. Sheridan was as terrified as if he’d seen an awesome god. And when he finally reached out to you, he was afraid to talk.”

Burch held up his palms toward Gage, as if trying to block his path.

“Hold on. I know what you’re thinking. I can see it in your eyes. You already picture the world without Ah Ming in it, and all that remains for you is to figure out a way to make the world match the picture.”

“I’m not going to rush into anything,” Gage said, eyes softening. “I’ve got to get this medical thing figured out and I think I’m too old to face down dead-eyed little thugs to get to him.”

Burch nodded. “I’d rather have you stay out of harm’s way for a while.”

Gage reached over and put his arm around Burch’s shoulders.

“We’re always in harm’s way, Jack. It’s just that we’re usually looking in the wrong direction.”





CHAPTER 4

Alex Z appeared at Gage’s office door an hour after Burch and Lucy left.

Gage thought of Alex Z as the office genius, a view he knew wasn’t always apparent to corporate clients distracted by his tattoos of Popeye and Olive Oyl, rings through soft tissue body parts, and clothing too tight, and too old. But even those among his staff of former state and federal agents who prayed in the darkness their children wouldn’t follow Alex Z’s fashion hoped they’d have his mind.

Gage pointed at one of the two chairs in front of his desk. “What did you find out?”

Alex Z slid a folder toward Gage and sat down. “Ah Ming’s a cash man. No loans, no mortgages, no equipment bought on time. No lines of credit.”

“Anything in his name?”

“Nope. His house is owned by a Hong Kong company, which in turn is owned by a Cayman Islands company.”

“And the Cayman Islands company?”

“For real?”

Gage smiled. “Yes, for real.”

Alex Z shrugged. “I have no idea.”

“Yet?”

“Yet.”

“What about East Wind?”

“Same gimmick, different islands. I’ll keep working cyberspace,” Alex Z pointed down toward the two floors of investigators below. “You want some folks to scout around and see what they can find out?”

“Law enforcement is doing enough of that. I don’t want to risk provoking a reaction from Ah Ming because he feels pressure from an unexpected direction.”

Gage started to push himself to his feet, then felt a wave of exhaustion and settled back.

“You okay, boss?” Alex Z asked, inspecting Gage’s face.

Gage nodded, then leaned over and opened a desk drawer.

“Just forgot something I needed.”

GAGE DROVE SOUTH along the four-lane Embarcadero, first past new condos, and then old warehouses, and finally onto the freeway bordering the San Francisco Airport that would take him to the industrial park where the private investigator Sheridan hired had his office. He wanted to ask him a question that had bothered him since he’d spoken to Lucy: How had SFPD learned Ah Ming’s real name?

Gage doubted the SFPD dispatcher’s log ever reported that “Ah Ming called to complain about a homeless person sleeping in his office doorway.” Or that “Ah Ming called to have an abandoned car towed.” Ah Ming was an underworld name and if law enforcement had learned it, they’d earned it, and Gage wanted to know how and why without tipping off the department. He was too well known, and knowledge that he was interested would make others interested in finding out why.

Gage found the investigator sitting at his desk in his one-person office. The bare walls, the absence of a receptionist, the single file cabinet, and the dusty Golden Gate Bridge paperweight all made it seem like he was working in a purgatory between failure that always threatened and success that was forever out of reach.

The man’s eyes widened when Gage walked in, then he stood up as if at attention. It seemed to Gage to be a performance. They both knew their relative positions in the industry, and Gage saw no reason for the investigator to act out his role.

Gage nodded toward the desk chair and the investigator dropped into it. Gage remained standing while he laid out the Ah Ming problem, and then asked, “Who clued you in?”

“A guy I know in patrol; we worked security together years ago at a Target store. The East Wind warehouse is on his beat.”

If the name had been passed down from the intelligence unit to street cops, Gage knew that there must have been a broader investigation involving uniformed officers tasked with making pretext stops and running drivers’ licenses and plates to identify members of Ah Ming’s organization.

“How did your guy know that Cheung’s nickname was Ah Ming?”

The investigator shrugged. “He didn’t say.”

Which meant to Gage that he hadn’t asked.

The investigator caught the meaning in the silence that followed, then shrugged again and said, “You know how it is; you can’t push an informant too far.”

But they both knew that he hadn’t pushed far enough.

AS GAGE DROVE BACK TOWARD HIS OFFICE, he telephoned Nancy Kramer, a criminal defense attorney who worked the San Francisco courts, always avoiding the press and putting her clients’ interests before her ambitions. She’d represented scores of gangsters over the years, but her refusal to speak to the media helped her avoid the mob lawyer label. Gage and other investigators in his office referred clients and witnesses to her who had criminal cases they needed disposed of quickly and quietly. He’d made dozens of referrals just in the last few years, which meant Kramer owed him.

“You remember anyone with the nickname of Ah Ming in any of your tong or triad cases? He may be big.”

“I can’t think of any, but there must’ve been. I think these crooks have used up every nickname or alias ever invented.” She laughed. “I heard a hilarious one the other day. Hung Pho.”

“Pho as in Vietnamese noodles?”

“Exactly. Noodle Hung. Swear to God. A gangster named Noodle Hung. He owned a café in Little Saigon.”

“Owned?”

“He was a contract killer who had what goes around come around, right into the back of his head . . . I take it Ah Ming is still alive.”

“So I’ve been told.

“What are you looking for?”

“Wire intercept data, surveillance logs, DEA and FBI reports. I’d rather not approach anyone in law enforcement until I get a sense of how his operation fits together.”

“You mean you want to know more than they know before you go knocking on their door.”

“Something like that. And if anything turns up, I may want to talk to a few of your clients.”

Kramer called Gage back a couple of hours later. He was at his desk, thinking he really was the wrong person to be doing this, frustrated by the realization that he’d lost contact with the local Asian gang world. His had been a white-collar practice for decades: securities fraud, trade secret thefts, embezzlements, bid rigging, foreign corruption. Arms trafficking had brought him in contact with the Russian underworld and extortions in contact with Italian organized crime, but his knowledge of the identities of those who populated Ah Ming’s world was so dated he felt less like an investigator than an anthropologist returning to study a tribe after a generation had passed.

“I’ve got some good news and I’ve got some bad news,” Kramer said. “You can have the paper and plastic, the hard copy reports and DVDs of the data, but none of my boys are willing to sit down and talk with you.”

“But they know Ah Ming.”

“You betcha, but you’ll never hear them say his name. He’s way too big. Way, way, way too big.” Kramer fell silent for a moment, then continued. “I don’t know what you have in mind, but if it’s taking him down, don’t even think about it. From what they’re telling me, nobody’s ever going to sneak up on the guy, and you’ve been too visible over the years to even risk trying.”

“Don’t worry. This is just about helping a friend with a little information. When can we pick up the stuff?”

“I’ll be in my office until six. But be careful with it and don’t tell anyone where you got it. I don’t want anybody blaming the messenger.”





CHAPTER 5

Alex Z removed a file box from the chair next to him as Gage walked into the secure room in the basement. The FBI and DEA data-packed DVDs inside rattled as he set it on the floor.

“I downloaded all the wiretap data from the last eight years. Ah Ming was never a target, and he was only mentioned five times in over a hundred thousand calls and text messages.” Alex Z looked past Gage for a moment. “Now that I think about it, there isn’t much that connects all of them together. They all might not even be about the same guy. He can’t be the only Ah Ming in the Chinese underworld.”

“Show me.”

Gage sat down as Alex Z typed “Ah Ming” on his keyboard. He pointed at the transcript excerpts that appeared on his monitor.

“The earliest one is about some guys saying an Ah Ming flooded the market with something called Double UO Globe, but I can’t tell what it is.”

“China White heroin.”

“With a brand name?”

“And a trademark. Two lions leaning on the earth. Buyers need to be able tell a Rolex from Timex. It’s been around for almost half a century.”

“What about knockoffs?”

“There aren’t any. Trademark infringement is always fatal.”

Alex Z scrolled down and pointed at the references to Triple K and 555. “And these?”

“Brands that came after Double UO Globe. It’s made by the Wa State Army—”

“Wa?”

“An ethnic hill tribe in the Golden Triangle. They’ve been fighting for independence from Burma and China for generations. They use heroin trafficking to raise money to buy weapons.”

“Like Pashtuns in Afghanistan?”

“Exactly. Years ago, the Wa became strong enough to grab most of Double UO Globe’s share of the trade, and their brands began to dominate the world market.”

“And if it’s the same guy they’re talking about, Ah Ming went with the flow and started buying from the Wa.”

“Not directly. Through a heroin broker.” Gage made a downward cutting motion with his hand. “Everyone has an interest in keeping the source end and the distribution end separate.”

Alex Z peered at Gage. “How do you know all this? Since I’ve been here all we’ve done is white-collar stuff.”

“It’s just residue from a past life.”

A fragment of a memory came to Gage of the last time he heard of Double UO Globe. It wasn’t that long ago. A hint it was making a comeback. A report from the Chinese Xinhua news agency he’d read in Beijing. Ten kilos off-loaded at an Australian port from a North Korean ship that had stopped in Yangon, Burma, on its way along the Pacific Rim.

Alex Z paged down.

“Here’s a conversation from six years ago. People going back and forth about how Ah Ming brought a guy named Ah Tien to the Eight Dragons Café in Chinatown.”

“It was a hangout for tong and triad members, maybe it still is. It probably means that Ah Ming wanted to give Ah Tien face so the other gangs would know that Ah Tien represented him.”

A stronger memory. Thirty years earlier, still with SFPD, doing surveillances outside of Eight Dragons, working with the gang task force, trying to figure out who was coming up. In civilian life, a generation is twenty-five years; in the world of Asian street crime, it was usually four or five. And only a few were powerful enough and insulated enough to span more than one or two generations.

Gage gestured toward the monitor. “Anything about computer chips involving Ah Ming or Ah Tien?”

Alex Z shook his head. “But there’s talk about somebody wanting to do something big, and being pissed off because Ah Ming did it first.”

“Did they say where or when?”

Alex Z shook his head again. “But there was one about East Wind, which means it was somehow connected to our Ah Ming. A guy says he almost got caught with two stacks and wished he had an East Wind. Is stacks heroin, too?”

“Most likely money. Whatever else East Wind is, it’s probably Ah Ming’s money laundering operation.”

Gage paused for a moment, thinking about how to turn what they’d learned into leads and the fact that their route into the unknown might only be through Ah Tien.

“Does Ah Tien’s name come up anywhere else?”

“Once when somebody called a number and asked for him. A kid said he wasn’t in and hung up.”

Gage cocked his head toward the box of DVDs from which Alex Z had downloaded the data.

“Is there a telephone subscriber database in there?”

Alex Z nodded.

“See if you can find an address.”

FIVE MINUTES LATER, Gage’s phone beeped with the arrival of a text from Alex Z:

Boss:

This is the address that goes with the telephone number the person called looking for Ah Tien:

Fong, Hai-tien

990 25th Avenue

San Francisco

Gage replied:

Cheung Kwok-MING: Ah Ming

Fong Hai-TIEN: Ah Tien

Good work





CHAPTER 6

Sorry I’m late,” Gage said as he entered Abe’s Fly Shop in San Jose an hour later.

Standing near the front counter, FBI Senior Special Agent Joe Casey glanced up from the rooster cape he held in his hands.

“No problem. I just walked in a minute ago.”

Casey fanned the outer vane and then returned it to its plastic sheath. As he set it back on the display rack, he looked over at Abe behind the counter.

“You got any coffee?”

Abe nodded and pointed toward the rear of the store.

Gage led Casey into the back room and then poured two cups. They sat down in folding chairs near Abe’s workbench piled with the thread, hackles, hooks, and fur for the custom-made flies he sold up front.

Casey inspected Gage’s face. “You’ve lost a little weight. You been on a diet?”

“I picked up a bug somewhere, maybe Africa. I got tied up there on a platinum price-fixing scheme a couple months ago.” Gage smiled and shrugged. “I needed to lose a few pounds anyway.”

“Don’t we all.” Casey took a sip of his coffee. “What’s going on?”

“I’ve decided to look a little further into that computer chip robbery I called you about.”

Casey frowned as he picked up a streamer from the table and tested the hook against his thumbnail. “If you want my opinion, it’s a dead end. The task force they set up the other day is just a publicity stunt.” He tossed down the fly. “It’s like when they call us in after a child kidnapping. We never find the kid alive. Never. We’re just the advance detail for the coroner.” His forefinger thumped the table. “And every time the brass in Washington insists on another one, we end up failing twice: the crime is never solved and the task force fails trying to solve it. It’s just a—” Casey raised his hand, ready to punch the air, then caught himself and shook his head. “Sorry. I’ve been getting more and more frustrated with this stupid routine and with the press making my people the fall guys.”

“Maybe this one will be different; my client thinks he knows who was behind it.”

Casey smirked. “Gee, I guess I was wrong. It looks like the task force just had its first success.” He slumped back in his chair. “Sorry again, this time for the sarcasm, and for directing it at you. It’s been a long couple of days chasing little gangsters around. What does he know?”

“Thinks he knows.”

“Is your client the insurance carrier?”

“The father of the kid who was killed in the robbery.”

“Sheridan? I’m not sure how a corporate type in Hong Kong—”

“He came here a few months ago. He had a run-in with a guy named Ah Ming.”

Casey flushed with anger. “Why the hell didn’t he tell us about it?”

“Fear of Ah Ming. And even if he could’ve gotten over it, there might have been a problem with his wife. She’s Hong Kongese and may be a little suspicious of law enforcement.” Gage gestured toward Casey’s face. “Why the explosion?”

“Because he’s . . . he’s . . . maybe you better tell me what else you know, first.”

“All I’ve learned so far is that Ah Ming has been around awhile, has had heroin connections in the Golden Triangle for at least the last fifteen years or so, and uses East Wind to launder the profits. But I still can’t tell if he’s involved in computer chips.”

“It’s never come up before. We weren’t even able to put a face to the name until eighteen months ago. It took us a long time even to get that far. He made the smartest move a heroin trafficker can make. He realized that whites, especially suburban ones, were the biggest market for heroin and the DEA’s focus on blacks and Hispanics left open territory. And they’ll pay the difference between Mexican or Afghan black tar and his China White.”

“And then he insulates himself with layers of Asian gangsters that white drug dealers are so afraid of they won’t inform against them if they get caught.”

Casey nodded. “And when we’ve stuck his photo under the nose of any of the Asian gangsters who do start to cooperate with us, all we get are thirdhand stories from what are always second-rate sources. Just say his name and these punks start squirming and forget how to speak English or Chinese or Vietnamese or whatever language they lie in. And they’ve got good reason to be scared. He puts the ‘god’ in godfather. Old Testament. A vengeful, but unseen presence.”

“That’s the tone you use when you point out a big fish rising.”

“He’s bigger than big.”

“And just out of casting distance.”

“Worse than that. It’s like shark fishing with a four-pound tippet.”

“What about leads from the robbery, something that might connect back to him?”

“Nothing. We found the U-Haul they used torched outside of Modesto. No usable forensics. It had been rented by a generic Asian female with a fake driver’s license and a forged credit card. And the gun we recovered was stolen three years ago in Des Moines. There were prints, even some on the shell casings, but they all belonged to the kid.”

“Sounds like you’re at a dead end.”

“But that’s not something the task force will admit—yet. We like to time the announcements of our failures for big news days so they’ll get lost in the noise.”

“You mean even if Ah Ming was behind the robbery, you’re not going to get him.”

Casey shook his head. “We’re not going to get him.”

ON THEIR WAY BACK TO THE ENTRANCE, Casey retrieved the rooster cape and paid for it. They walked out into the parking lot and stood next to his car. A jet rush of airplane that had just taken off from the San Jose airport passed over them, leaving a hollow silence behind.

Casey looked down at the asphalt, then up at the high scattered clouds, for the moment blocking the sun. “Man, I’d sure like to be on the river right now.” He glanced at the keychain in his hand and flipped the remote back and forth, then peered at Gage. “Are you sure you’re up for messing around in Ah Ming’s world? I mean, if he’s the guy. Whatever you’ve got seems to be taking its toll.”

Gage shrugged. “It’ll pass.”

“And that’s not the only reason. Ah Ming is old-school. You know what his nickname was when he first showed up in the States?”

“I haven’t got that far.”

“Hak Guai.”

“Black Ghost?”

“He’s not the kind of guy who’s gonna die in his sleep. When he goes, he’ll be taking people with him, and I wouldn’t want you to be one of them.” Casey wrapped his hand around his keys, then fixed his eyes on Gage’s. “About six months ago we developed an informant high up in the U.S. branch of the United Bamboo triad, I mean really high up. He was going to work off a monster heroin case by setting up Ah Ming.” He rubbed his neck on both sides of his Adam’s apple. “Remember the severed head that was tossed onto the steps of the federal building? That’s what happened.”

Gage reached out and gripped Casey’s shoulder for a moment.

“Don’t worry. I’ll keep my head. I won’t be sticking it out very far. I only need to understand enough to give the kid’s family some advice.”

“And then you’ll walk away?”

Gage nodded.

Even as he responded, Gage was thinking back on his conversation with Burch at the conference room door, remembering his anger that was long in fading and later that morning noticing stiffness in his hands from his clenched fists.

“I’m too old for this kind of thing and you’ve got youngsters in your group who—”

Casey squinted at Gage, causing him to let his sentence die unfinished.

Gage realized his face must have given away what he was really thinking and why he’d been thinking it: there was a tragedy beneath the mechanics of the crime and it was pushing up into it and into him.

“But there’s something else, isn’t there?”

“That confused kid never should’ve been in that warehouse. It’s a shame he didn’t live to figure out what brought him there, even if he had to do it in the California Youth Authority.” Gage paused as an image came to him of Peter lying on the warehouse floor. “Makes me wonder what he was thinking about at the end, and whether that was it.”

Casey didn’t answer right away, just stared at an airplane rising into the sky from the airport. Finally, he shook his head and said, “Whatever it was, I hope it wasn’t that.”

Casey unlocked his car door and climbed in. He sat for a few seconds, then said, “The warehouse security guard came by to see me yesterday. Didn’t call. Just showed up. Needed somebody to talk to who he thought might understand. He’d heard my name in news reports about that thing with Judge Meyer.”

That thing was a gunfight in a San Francisco warehouse that put an end to a massive political corruption scheme. Gage had killed a crooked former CIA operative and Casey had killed his enforcer while rescuing the judge from a conspiracy that had turned against him.

“He told me Peter was scared, terrified, jerking the gun around. He was afraid the kid was about to panic and start firing, so he emptied his gun at him first.”

“What did he want from you?”

“Something I couldn’t give him,” Casey said, now looking up at Gage. “Something nobody could give him. A time machine.”





CHAPTER 7

Ah Ming pulled down the shades over his office windows facing the warehouse floor, shielding himself from the ordered chaos of laborers and forklifts and order-taking clerks. He removed his suit jacket and loosened his tie, then looked out at the rear parking lot and at the low fog that had been oozing over the western hills and down into the flatlands all afternoon. He watched as a tendril wormed in through the driveway, furtive in its movement. He felt an amorphous threat, a vague but almost physical presence creeping up the alley, slipping along the walls and between the Dumpsters.

What were they calling that kid? Ah Pang? That’s right, Ah Pang. The kid with the crazy father.

The sense of threat faded as Ah Ming focused on the broken chain of causes and effects: Ah Pang was the only link between him and the robbery, and the kid was dead. But uneasiness remained. He knew it was only coincidence that Ah Pang had been at the safe house when the dai lo picked the crew, but he recognized it was the kind of coincidence that still might lead him to the needle end of a syringe in the death chamber at San Quentin prison.

Ah Ming turned at the sound of the light double knock of his assistant, Lew Fung-hao, and the opening door.

“The police found where the two captured boys were staying before the robbery.” Lew’s thin seventy-three-year-old face was no more expressive than if he’d announced the arrival of a container of processed garlic at the loading dock. “But otherwise they’re flailing around. Their informants have been trying to start conversations in the Vietnamese coffee shops in San Jose and the task force is chasing little fei jai around, but they haven’t identified anyone connected to us.”

Ah Ming glanced at his watch. It was 4 P.M.

Lew anticipated his next question. “The chips are already on their way. That’s the schedule Ah Tien gave me before he left.”

“I’m worried about Norbert Louie.” Ah Ming pointed at a Tsing Tao newspaper on his desk. “He’s overplaying his part, acting like the stolen microprocessors were his kidnapped children. For the two hundred thousand dollars we paid him, he should’ve just played it straight.”

Ah Ming’s mind returned to the thoughts Lew had interrupted.

“Where’s the dai lo who fucked up the robbery?”

“Ah Tien sent him to Toronto.”

Ah Ming looked down at the newspaper again. “The prosecutor keeps talking about the death penalty. I don’t want this dai lo to roll on us if the police up there catch him.” He pointed toward the south. “Contract with someone in LA to go up and break the trail back to Ah Tien.”





CHAPTER 8

Customs broker Alan Lim was sitting at a window table when Gage arrived at the New World Restaurant near the San Francisco Airport, a lunch hangout for the import-export trade. As he shook Lim’s hand, Gage was surprised to find that Lim didn’t look much older than he had a decade earlier when Gage had cleared him as a suspect in a shipping container hijacking scheme. He was still thin and angular, forehead higher, but unlined, and his fifty-year-old shoulders remained unrounded.

Hired by a group of Silicon Valley high-tech manufacturers whose offshore subsidiaries had been victimized, Gage sent investigators to Hong Kong, Kuala Lumpur, and Rotterdam, each of whom had traced the conspiracy, and the tens of millions of dollars of losses, back to Lim’s company.

After greeting Gage, but before he’d sat down, Lim ordered three kinds of dim sum from a waitress passing by with a cart, then continued the conversation he and Gage had begun on the telephone a few hours earlier.

“A friend I went to school with in Taiwan referred Cheung to me, but I never dealt with him after our first meeting. Only with his assistant, Lew Fung-hao. A mainlander who learned the trade in Hong Kong.”

Lim paused, his eyes darting as he thought. It was those quick eyes that had made him seem guilty when Gage had confronted him years earlier.

“Interesting guy, Lew. He was a history professor in Guangzhou before the Cultural Revolution. Suffered one































OEBPS/images/WhiteGhost_448_FINAL_ML_0122.jpg
1L
GHOST

A GRAHAM GAGE THRILLER

STEVEN
GORE






OEBPS/images/9780062198143_Cover.jpg
A GRAHAM GAGE THRILLER





