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Author’s Note 
 
The Turtle Eggs is my first novel, and so far remains unpublished.  If you downloaded 
this manuscript from Scribd.com and enjoyed it please recommend it to your friends.  If 
you are interested in publishing my novel please contact me at 
bilatomzbeijing@yahoo.com.   
 
Sean Lockhart will return in The Silk Road Run: 
 
Lockhart is “Shanghaied” into protecting an international media darling, the American-
educated Afghan starlet who’s tragic roots in the war torn country and Oscar-nominated 
performance propelled her into superstardom as the unofficial “ambassador at large” for 
Afghanistan.  The focal of billions of dollars in donations and aid money, she is a target 
for assassination.  Caught between his obligation to serve as her protector and his feelings 
for a mysterious Chinese agent, Lockhart is embroiled in a romantic journey from 
Shanghai to Kabul with danger at every turn. 
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Chapter 1 
 
 
 
 

Smoke hung in the low ceilinged, dimly lit gambling den like the 
polluted purplish-grey mist blanketing Fang Lihui’s Manchurian home.  
The staccato clicking of players shuffling mahjong tiles was heard from 
table to table alongside occasional expletives from fixated gamblers.  
There were no friendly games in the room; the players were all 
business.  
 Fang grunted, stubbed out his Marlboro in an overflowing ashtray 
and triumphantly turned down sixteen mahjong tiles in a fluid motion 
revealing a concealed kong of the Three of Bamboos.  A winner.  The 
hand was met with a string of curses from the other three players at the 
table in a mixture of Chinese dialects.  He uttered a barely audible “Wo 
ciao!” as he swept his palms across the dirty green velvet and raked in 
nearly thirty thousand dollars from the pot.  Very pleased, he stacked 
the bills in front of him and popped another cigarette in his mouth.  
Fortune was smiling on him. 
 An hour later, as the sun barely began to shed over Canal Street 
on a chilly early autumn morning, Fang stumbled up the steps of the 
basement gambling parlor hid below a Sichuanese hotpot restaurant.  
Dressed in a Camel Burberry overcoat and black felt fedora, he paused 
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a moment to light another cigarette and glance at his Rolex.  He still 
had a few hours before his flight. 

Down the alley the gears shifted in a burgundy Cadillac and the 
Detroit cruising machine rolled towards Fang.  Behind the wheel sat 
Ouyang, Fang’s cousin, long-time driver and bodyguard.  Tipping the 
scales at a solid three hundred pounds and standing several inches over 
six feet, the former People’s Liberation Army tank mechanic had the 
proportions to give a household refrigerator an inferiority complex.  He 
was ready to move after receiving a text message on his mobile phone 
from Fang.  As his patron exited the building a moment later, Ouyang 
steered the car to the building’s back entrance.   

A dark figure in a baseball cap and pea coat exited the mahjong 
parlor behind Fang as the man waited at the top of steps leading up 
from the basement door.  With a quick movement of his right hand the 
man swung a telescopic baton out of his pocket and down hard parallel 
to his legs, fully extending the two-foot shaft with a dull click. 

Fang heard the sound and turned to see the stranger swing the 
club in a wide sideways ark and land a forceful blow on the outside of 
his right knee; shattering the older man’s joint.   Fang screamed and hit 
the ground; the figure with the club took position standing over his 
fallen prey and aimed a second crushing blow at the back of his 
victim’s head. 

Ouyang hit the brakes and nearly stopped the Cadillac on top of 
Fang and the assailant.  He bolted out of the car, but the narrow 
confines of the alley left the big man little room to maneuver, his 
progress was slow and awkward.  A second figure in similar garb as the 
first rounded the alley corner in a quick, purposeful gate straight at 
Ouyang as he exited the car and charged around it’s grill.  Intent on 
rescuing Fang, the bodyguard ignored the second foe and started a 
desperate lunge at the club-wielding attacker. 

Raising a small, plastic pistol-shaped device in his hands, the 
second man fired a well-placed Taser shot straight into the massive 
back of Ouyang’s tailored suit.  The barbed electric sensor sent fifty 
thousand volts riveting through muscular bulk, causing his knees to 
buckle and his body to flounder to the ground of the alley.  The shooter 
kept the trigger pressed on the Taser, sending a continuous electrical 
current.  Ouyang screamed and spat in pain.  After several seconds of 
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electrocution, the attacker dropped the Taser and pulled a six-inch razor 
sharp serrated folding knife from his pocket. With a violent slash across 
the throat, he made short work of Ouyang and dropped the knife 
alongside the body. 

At the same time, the first attacker finished repeatedly bringing 
the club down on Fang until his head was a barely recognizable pile of 
gore.  His work done, he let the club slide from his gloved hand to lie 
next to the corpse.  The attackers rapidly searched the two bodies and 
took cash and both men’s watches. 

To the first police on the scene of the bloody attack it appeared to 
be a vicious assault and robbery.  However, only days later the carnage 
in Mott Street alleyway would be acknowledged for what it was; the 
carefully orchestrated assassination of one of the world’s richest 
thieves. 
 

*** 
 

Reggie Xin trotted down Maple at a good clip.  Jogging every 
morning in the clean New Jersey suburban air was one of his favorite 
pleasures since arriving in the States.  Running his usual route, he took 
in the distinctly American landscape of paper boys hustling to make 
their deliveries before school, soccer moms packing kids into mini-vans 
and a menagerie of dog breeds leading their insistent human owners on 
a hurried constitutional.  
 Compared to the morning clamor of vehicle traffic and street 
hawkers in his native Shanghai, the affluent Rolling Hills subdivision 
in northern New Jersey was positively bucolic.  The strip malls and 
corporate restaurant chains were no replacements for the stylish and 
lively venues on the Bund and in Xintiandi, but the suburban town was 
clean, quiet and safe.  At least, he thought it was. 
 Turning on to Oak Knoll, Reggie picked up the pace and headed 
for the running trails in the small park a few hundred yards away at the 
end of the street.  A big white SUV was parked in front of the entrance 
to the park with its engine running and its tailpipe producing a thin 
white wisp in the cold air.  The vehicle began to move down the street.  
As he approached the park and the oncoming SUV, Reggie thought 
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little of it; it wasn’t uncommon for joggers or dog walkers from the 
other side of the neighborhood to drive to the park early in the morning.   
 A second later squealing tires and a fast revving engine, did catch 
Reggie’s attention, but too late.  Before he knew what happened, he 
landed in a pile of broken bones on the curb after bouncing savagely 
into the air off the large vehicle’s front grill.  Gasping, he tried to 
rollover on his back, but he couldn’t move.  His spine was shattered 
and his right leg was grotesquely skewed in an unnatural angle 
underneath him.   Reggie was somewhat fortunate, the neurological 
connectors from the lower part of his body to his brain were severed so 
he could only see but not feel the jagged piece of his own femur jutting 
out of a bloody wound in his upper thigh. 
 “Motherfucker,” he swore. 
 Slipping into shock, Reggie’s world went hazy as he heard the 
SUV stop and a figure jump out of the passenger side.  Catching sight 
of the man’s Asian features and the hunting knife in his gloved hand, 
Reggie realized he was not the unintentional victim of a careless driver.  
His last words, desperate cries for unexpected mercy, were uttered in 
his native Shanghainese.  
 Pulling the woolen knit cap off of Reggie’s head, the assassin 
grabbed him by the hair and jerked his head up, exposing the neck.  
With a slow, forceful slice the killer nearly severed the head from 
Reggie’s body.  The knife was left at the scene. 
 

*** 
 

Late in the evening of the same day, the elderly Wang couple 
muddled through their pre-slumber rituals in the elegantly decorated 
bedroom of their Westchester cottage.  She slipped a hairnet over her 
curled head, methodically fluffed her one large pillow and then leaned 
over to peck her husband on the cheek.  She then turned out the bedside 
lamp and laid her head gently on the perfectly positioned pillow.  After 
receiving his nightly matrimonial kiss, he waited until the light was 
extinguished before spitting out his dentures in a glass of water and 
placing it on the nightstand next to pictures of their grandchildren.  
Then he let out a deep, but almost silent, belch and lay down to sleep.   
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Both were asleep in minutes, it had been a sad, busy day.  From 
early morning onward, they had long and difficult meetings with their 
attorney, accountant and their primary physicians.  They were leaving 
the United States the next day, unlikely to ever return.  The unexpected 
travel preparations were time consuming and exhausting.   

Early in the evening they had also had an extensive telephone 
conversation with their granddaughter, Wendy, a graduate student at 
Columbia University.  They hoped she would work with a realtor to 
sell the house as soon as possible.  The conversation turned into a 
protracted argument as the financially minded Wendy stubbornly 
objected to the timing of the sale, as well as her grandparent’s low 
asking price.  In the end, she obediently acquiesced to their demands, as 
they expected of their grandchild. 

  Outside in the plum blossom filled garden behind the house, two 
figures in black ski masks and dark clothes stood stone still in the frigid 
night air.  Patiently, they waited sixty minutes after seeing the last light 
go out in the second story bedroom window before moving to the 
sliding glass door off the kitchen.  It was locked and wired to a high-
grade alarm system.  Either individual could disable the alarm and pick 
the lock to enter the house; they had done it before.  However, they 
planned on being in the house well under the four-minute average 
response time of the local cops and private security company observing 
the alarm.   

They raised aluminum baseball bats to shoulder level; one 
whispered “zou!”  At the go signal, the bats crashed into the glass 
doors, shattering them.  Glass shards rained on the slate kitchen floor 
and the two figures rushed into the house.  Taking a direct path to the 
master bedroom, the figures climbed the stairs two at a time and 
reached the Wang’s bedside mere seconds after smashing their way 
into the house and triggering the electric alarm. 

Mrs. Wang, the first to awake, was searching for the lamp on the 
nightstand when the initial blow struck her.  She never turned on the 
light.  Blow after bone shattering blow fell on the couple in the 
darkness, neither victim made more than a muffled cry in agony, both 
were unconscious after the first well aimed blow struck their head.  For 
several seconds the roomed filled with the grotesque thudding of bats 
slamming flesh.  When the beating stopped the silence was macabre.  
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Upon finishing their grizzly work they dropped their weapons from 
their gloved hands and left the way they entered. 

The Wang’s phone rang as the two exited the house, vaulted over 
the low fence in the back yard and ran through the lightly wooded area 
behind the residence.  Nearly a minute later, blue and red lights whirled 
through the neighborhood as a lone private security patrol pulled into 
the driveway.  The murderers had been in the house just three and a 
half minutes.  

The attackers reached their car parked at a vacant house a half a 
mile away by the time the Wang’s were found by a shaken rent-a-cop 
who moved wearily about the house before finding the blood-splattered 
remains.   

In the seclusion of the vacant property’s backyard, they stripped 
out of their bloody garments and washed themselves with disposable 
wet towels and stowed the evidence in a plastic bag to be tossed in a 
convenient public dumpster located miles away.   Once in their car, 
they headed for the interstate and stayed at five miles an hour above the 
speed limit.   

Within two hours they arrived at a small municipal airport in 
Upstate New York where a private twin turbo prop plane waited to take 
them to Los Angeles.  From LAX, they took the daily mid-morning 
flight to Beijing on Air China.  Behind them lay the remains of six 
brutal murders in less than twenty hours. 
 

 

Chapter 2 
 
 
Days Earlier 
 
 The voice was distant and coming closer through the haze.  It 
uttered the same word repeatedly, something familiar but unwelcome.  
He wanted to retreat far away, but there was no escape.  She was in the 
same room, almost on top of him.  
 “Lockhart,” the word cracked through his skull, a harsh feminine 
thunderclap.  She said it again; each instance brought a wave of 
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nauseating pain.  The sharp metallic rolling of drapes opening filled his 
ears and blinding sunlight flooded the room.  He groaned and rolled 
over to face the woman, he shielded his unopened eyes with his 
forearm and hand palm as he spoke.   

“Yeah, who is it?” 
She said his name again.  It never sounded so bad coming from a 

woman’s lips before.  Lockhart’s cranium was about to burst at the 
seams and his mouth was bone dry.  He reached across to the 
nightstand and felt for a bottle of water amid the empty Champagne 
and whiskey bottles.  The water bottle was half full; he drained it in one 
long gulp and opened his eyes. 

Her voice was harsh and presence uninvited, nevertheless the 
woman was striking.  She was tall and powerfully built for a Chinese, 
reaching just a hair below six foot.  The stranger was dressed 
impeccably; designer red silk paints gripped long legs and a trim black 
blouse hung from her shoulders revealing smooth natural curves 
accentuated by the fabric’s elegant sheen.  The neckline was low, 
revealing large mounds of womanhood partitioned by a long silver and 
diamond necklace.  Lockhart’s bloodshot eyes moved up her body and 
rested on the face.  She had deep-set almond eyes flanked by high 
check bones, and her nose and mouth were full, but small.  Her lips 
carried the same shade of blood red as her clothes.  Straight jet-black 
hair hung long and free over the side of a shoulder.  An elegant and 
powerful beauty emanated from her like a coiled great cat ready to 
spring. 

“Lockhart,” she said again, her voice grew harsher. 
Annoyance overcame curiosity; he waved her off and felt back 

into the pillow.  “Not now.  Comeback later.” 
“We need to talk,” she said. 
“I’m spent honey.  Some other time.”  Lockhart rolled over and 

pulled the pillow over his face.  It had been a long, wild night.  He tried 
to mentally start filling in the blanks but his disjointed recollections 
were shattered by a thumping headache and concern.  The woman must 
be bad news. 

She eyed the debauched remains of Sean Lockhart coolly and 
snapped a call outside the bedroom, two men entered immediately.  
They sized up the situation and looked to the woman for instruction.  
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She pointed at Lockhart and they obediently lifted the mattress high 
into the air and poured him onto the floor. 

Lockhart was barley conscious of what was happening before 
shouting in surprise and anger as he somersaulted onto the floor, his 
stomach followed with its own internal tumbling.  Attempting to stand 
his eyes filed with a flurry of floating spots; dizziness cascaded through 
him in a wave before he sat down again and muttered, “What the 
hell…” 

She raised a hand to cut him off.  “Do not insult me.  I wish to 
retain your services…” she stammered in anger.  “Not the opposite.” 
She spoke in Mandarin. 

After a few more moments of thought Lockhart found his feet, 
stood up, shrugged and replied in the same language with sour smile. 
“If you want to pay me, I suppose we can play it that way too.  But 
your brothers can’t watch.”  He motioned to the two men in the room. 

The woman let out a frustrated sigh and scowled at him.  “Cover 
yourself!”   

Lockhart was stark naked.  She admired his tall muscular frame 
and took in every inch of him.  Impressive, but like most Western men 
he was covered with a thin coat of hair on his arms, legs and chest.  
Although not altogether unappealing it made him look brutish and 
vulgar. 

One of the men grabbed a discarded towel from the floor and 
tossed it to Lockhart.  He snatched it out of the air and tied it around his 
waist as he eyed the pair. 

Both men were sharply dressed in dark tailored suits.  The first, 
the taller of the two, was older.  Gray stubble lined his head and face 
around a pair of closely set eyes that glared at him.  The second was 
heavier set, like a body builder, and was young; maybe less than thirty 
years.  Both men looked hard, they obviously knew how to handle 
themselves.  The duo was quiet and calm, but the younger man fidgeted 
were he stood.  His thumb bounced along the side of his leg and head 
didn’t stop moving as he rocked to and fro on his thick shoulders.  
Lockhart didn’t like the sight of them. He didn’t relish the idea of 
tussling with either of them, especially when he was naked and fully 
befouled by the previous night. 
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“Who are you?  What’s this about?”  Lockhart leaned against the 
room’s windowsill and folded his arms.  The woman obviously had a 
purpose.  There was nothing he could do besides hear her out. 

“My name is Zhang Huping,” she stopped to see if the name 
meant anything to Lockhart.  He didn’t indicate one way or another, so 
she continued.  “My partners and I have a proposition for you…”  The 
statement lingered in the air between them.  Lockhart continued to gaze 
at her waiting.  She continued,  “I won’t talk about it here; meet us at 
the Vermillion Dragon tonight and we will tell you our offer.  Do you 
know the restaurant?” 

The Vermillion Dragon was a new hotspot in Beijing; its culinary 
fusion of Continental and Chinese cuisine was quickly becoming the 
talk of a city that prided itself on food, history and grandeur.  Those 
lucky enough to have secured reservations remarked the only aspect of 
the dining experience eclipsing the food was the opulent Qing Dynasty 
décor, most of which was suspected of being genuine artifacts.     

“Yeah, I’ve heard of it, but I haven’t been there before.”  
Lockhart replied.  

“I know.  I’m one of the owners.” 
This stirred Lockhart’s thoughts, if Zhang Huping was indeed 

one of the owners, it meant she was filthy rich and well connected; 
valuable traits in a client.  It would take powerful connections and 
substantial bribes to secure the restaurant’s prime location in Nanchizi, 
the old neighborhood adjacent to the Imperial Palace.  The posh 
eatery’s cliental was also reputed to be comprised of Beijing’s ruling 
elite who populated the neighborhood.  Lockhart was long overdue for 
a meal there.  

Lockhart let the invitation and the situation turn in his head. 
Huping’s potential wealth and connections didn’t explained why she 
traveled with a pair of ugly goons.  Where they just be bodyguards, or 
muscle because the woman was involved in illegal trade?  He needed to 
know more about her and what she was after. 
 “Lady, you picked a hell of a time and place to contact me, you 
could have just called.  How’d you find me?” Lockhart groaned.  His 
stomach was turning around inside, he belched silently and got a strong 
whiff of Johnny Walker. 
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 Huping turned her nose, “I know the owners of this 
establishment, and they mentioned you were here.  Our business is 
urgent; I seized the opportunity to meet you face to face so I could see 
for myself what kind of man you are.  Despite appearances, we are 
prepared to place a lot faith in you.” 
 Lockhart rubbed his blurry eyes then scratched his foggy head.   
He tried to remember waking up in a more awkward situation; few 
instances came to mind.  It was beginning to feel as if the 
circumstances and the intrusion were intentional.  He didn’t like this 
one damn bit and he was sure he didn’t like Huping.  

“What if I refuse the invitation?” 
Zhang Huping frowned, “Don’t be a fool.  The retainer and bonus 

we are offer are substantial.  And…” she paused for a moment 
choosing her words “…given what I’ve seen of you this morning, we 
could hardly find a better man for this piece of work.” 

Lockhart raised an eyebrow, “Why?” 
“Lockhart, your choice of entertainment and the company you 

keep suggest you are accustomed to dealing with filth…” Zhang 
Huping let the statement hang in the air before continuing.  “Be at the 
Vermillion Dragon at nine.” 

Zhang Huping turned to leave the room, her escorts followed. 
“I don’t like to be ordered around!” Lockhart spat. 
Zhang Huping turned on her heals.  She smiled viciously, “You 

are quite right.  I am in no position to order you to do anything.  But 
tonight, after you take our money, I will be.  Goodbye Lockhart.”   And 
she was gone.  

Lockhart fell back into bed and pulled the sheets over his head.  
What did he do to deserve a visit from the likes of Zhang Huping, 
whomever she was?  And what the hell could she want from him?  He 
tried to put the thoughts out of his mind.  He may or may not make the 
meeting at the Vermillion Dragon; the decision could be put off to later.   
But he had to admit his curiosity was peaked.  He would think more 
about her later, after he cleared his head and pieced together the events 
of the previous night.   

His head and stomach began to settle and he started to drift off 
turning the night around in his head, there were a lot of pleasant 
memories to recall.  A half a moment from slipping back to sleep a loud 
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knock pounded on the door and it swung open.  “Christ…” Lockhart 
swore as he ripped the covers away to get a look at who was there.  He 
half expected to see Zhang Huping and her menacing companions once 
again; instead the plump face of a fat old woman in a pink nightgown 
greeted him.  She rattled at him in Chinese. 

“Time to get up and go home.  You can’t stay here,” she said.  
Her name was Lulu; she was management. 

“Oh give me a break,” Lockhart grumbled. 
“Here take this,” she thrust an envelope in Lockhart’s face. 
He knew what the contents were, “No way.  Give it to Yang…” 
“He’s gone, all your friends left.  You are the last one here. Take 

it…” she tapped the envelope on Lockhart’s forehead smartly.  He 
snatched it away from her and ripped it open. 

He pulled a computer printout from the envelope and glanced at 
it.  Lockhart did a quick double take and spat out the words, “Three 
hundred and fifty thousand yuan!  You’ve got to be joking.” 

But Lulu was dead serious about the fifty thousand dollar bill.  
She didn’t flinch.  “You have to pay before you leave, we don’t offer 
credit.” 

Lockhart’s day was turning from terrible to worse and he had 
only just woken up. “There’s no way our bill could be so outrageous!  I 
can’t pay it.” 

She frowned and scolded him like a peevish nanny, “Lockhart, 
you and your friends have been good customers.  I would hate not to be 
able to welcome you back and would it make me even unhappier if we 
had to send our collectors after you.  I think we would both find that 
disagreeable.  Take a shower, get dressed and think about it.  I’ll be 
outside waiting.” 

Lulu left the room shaking her enormous rear end as she walked.  
Lockhart was left staring at the bill wondering how he had raked up a 
record tab in the most exclusive whorehouse in Beijing.    
 

*** 
 
 Lulu was waiting for Lockhart in the brothel’s garish lobby.  
Until a decade earlier the building was a local four-star hotel owned by 
a subsidiary of a state-controlled coal conglomerate.  The hotel was 
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sold for a song to secret buyers in a rush to liquidate non-performing 
assets before the company’s IPO in Hong Kong.  Afterwards, the drab 
inn built for visiting Shaanxi coal executives was transformed into a 
pleasure palace with stylish furniture, state of the art karaoke facilities 
and a houseful of gorgeous young women from every province in 
China, as well as from neighboring countries.  Rumors around Beijing 
among people who took an interest were that the upscale bordello was a 
local Public Security Bureau business venture. 

Lockhart had visited Lulu’s more times than he cared to admit, 
but this was the first time he was about to leave in distress.  Madame 
Lulu eyed him hungrily.  She had set out a tea set in front of a sofa 
flanked by two anatomically correct life-sized nude statues of what one 
could only assume were Adam and Eve.  The first couple exuded sin, 
original and otherwise. 

“Come sit down, lets talk business,” Lulu patted the seat next to 
her; Lockhart capitulated. 
 “Have you looked over the invoice?” she asked. 

The document was three pages long and described a eight 
thousand dollar an hour orgy undertaken by Lockhart and the other 
three men in his party.  Certain items helped jog his memory and 
allowed him to piece together large chunks of the evening as a raucous 
bash traveled from a KTV lounge to separate bedrooms, then re-
adjourned poolside where the men were judges in a series of backstroke 
races before joining the female contestants in a refreshing steam bath, 
afterwards the men and their companions crawled back to the 
bedrooms.   

The invoice was thorough; a nearly unbelievable twelve 
‘associates’ at five-thousand Yuan an hour were included in the bill.  
They were worth every penny too; Lockhart tried to recall every one of 
them but lost track, the night was a tangled blur of flesh and booze, a 
momentous debauch not to be lived down again soon. 

Also listed on the bill were estimates for damages, evidence of 
which was still displayed by a broken wall mirror next to the lobby’s 
front desk.  The broken mirror was another startling reminder of a 
swirling quagmire Lockhart was sinking into.  Until that moment he’d 
forgot about the confrontation and its aftermath that prompted the 
night’s celebration.  
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 Lockhart and Lulu sat together silently for a long uncomfortable 
minute.  His head was scrambling, between his credit cards, bank 
account and petty cash he could just barley come up with money.  But 
it was going to hurt.  He also realized it was likely to hurt worse if he 
didn’t pay.  At that unhappy thought the elevator door in the lobby 
sounded and five Beijing Public Security officers exited.  Each cop was 
uglier than the last and they were walking straight to where they were 
sitting.  He turned to Lulu, she looked relived; the woman was smiling. 
 Lockhart suddenly realized why she was so happy; he groaned to 
himself “Oh no, the cops.” 
 Lulu beamed at the officer leading the pack, “Ai!  Big brother 
thanks for coming.” 
 The man grunted, “What’s the problem?  Do we have a customer 
who can’t find his wallet?  Don’t worry, we’ll find it for him.” 

 
 

Chapter 3 
 
  
 The evening started like any other in Lockhart’s Beijing.  It was 
supposed to be dinner and drinks with a new client in from the States so 
that he could introduce him to Yang Shifeng, an influential government 
contact from the southern city of Wuhan.  His friend Larry, another 
long-time China hand, was along for good company. It was supposed to 
be a working dinner, but business turned to pleasure and then went off 
the rails to madness. 

Lockhart picked up Larry at home in his customized Mercedes 
mini-bus before heading to his client’s hotel.  Made in China, the 
vehicle was outfitted with a collapsing worktable, a wireless mobile 
Internet connection, power outlets, and a small refrigerator; it was a 
perfect second office.  He spent very little time in the office of his own 
business, Lockhart Investment Consulting.  In fact he spent very little 
time at work at all.  But when he was doing business it was usually on 
the go as he weaved his away across Beijing to attend meetings, 
network and carouse. 
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The firm’s business was based on Lockhart’s guanxi, a Chinese 
term that meant a mixture of ‘relations’ and ‘reputation’; it’s old 
fashion networking refined by a two thousand year tradition of 
bureaucracy, corruption and face.  In China, who you know is usually 
more important than what you know.  And, who knows who you know 
is critical if you want people to want to know you.  It was Lockhart’s 
job to know everyone, it was his currency and it couldn’t be gained 
sitting in an office.  The minibus was the best investment he ever made, 
it sat six passengers comfortably and had plenty of room for baggage. 
 Larry jumped in the van and grabbed a beer out of the fridge as 
he issued a greeting to the driver, a slight Sichuanese man named Mr. 
Gu.  Mr. Gu barely acknowledged the new passenger before putting the 
van into gear and prepared for the vehicular dogfight that is rush hour 
in Beijing.  Larry Erstwhistle was Lockhart’s oldest friend in Beijing. 
The two had been roommates at Yale and years later when Lockhart 
was established in Beijing he convinced his freshly divorced friend that 
he needed a change of scenery to lift his spirits.  The law firm Larry 
worked for in Manhattan took little convincing to approve the transfer 
to its second largest market and weeks later he showed up on 
Lockhart’s doorstep and the PRC became his new home. 

The two friends settled in for the drive across four of Beijing’s 
massive city blocks; they had a thirty-minute ride ahead of them.  The 
city fathers of the Northern Capital painstakingly planned, built, re-
planned and rebuilt the metropolis; but Beijing’s traffic is still a hellish 
odyssey best not experienced by the feint of heart or impatient.  The 
Ming court first designed a well-structured and aesthetically pleasing 
capital city with the Imperial Palace and a series of temples along 
compass meridians.  It was meant to satisfy heaven and maintain 
harmony on earth.  Hundreds of years later, after neighborhood grew 
over neighborhood, a giant sprawling mess of humanity thrived in the 
capital in a semi-permeable cocoon of chaos inside the imperial city’s 
large outer walls.  Then the Communist came in the twentieth century. 
  Being good acolytes of Moscow they knocked down the city 
walls and ran broad sprawling avenues across the city and lined them 
with public transportation.  It worked well until socialism went by the 
way side and rapid economic development took over in the 1990s.  
Dramatic population growth, skyrocketing car sales and never ending 
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construction laced on top of an ancient city retrofitted for Stalinist 
urban planning gave birth to an undulating cityscape shifting between 
highly functional and occasional catastrophic disaster.  Beijing looked 
great on television for the Olympics, but drivers and pedestrians alike 
curse the city streets. 
 Teaming on the road alongside the van was a wide range of 
vehicles, including brand new Chinese built BMWs, Audis, Cadillacs, 
Fords, Toyotas and Hondas.  Smaller and more irregular modes of 
transportation such as motorcycles, three-wheeled cars, tractors, and the 
formerly ubiquitous bicycles, were also on the shoulder of the main 
road, in the access road and on the sidewalk.  The latest phenomenon to 
hit the streets, electric bicycles, whizzed by like stealth bombers 
slaloming pedestrians.  Lockhart looked out the window and caught a 
glimpse of a horse-drawn cart, still not an uncommon sight in Beijing’s 
hyperactive and anachronistic road system. 
 They were already running late.  This wasn’t good.  Lockhart 
couldn’t afford insulting Yang Shifeng by being late.  A self-important 
Mandarin with a world-class chip on his soldier, Yang was the 
youngest son of a former Politburo member; a fact he never let anyone 
forget.  Keeping the man waiting would not be an auspicious start to 
the evening and could jeopardize any relationship he and his client 
wished to cement.  Lockhart urged Mr. Gu to try to speed up, the driver 
grunted incredulously and shook his head in response.  He was driving 
with one foot on the gas and the other on the break while one hand was 
on the wheel and other was on the horn.  There was nothing he could 
do he wasn’t already doing. 

Before arriving at the China World, one of Beijing’s oldest 
international five-star hotels, Lockhart called ahead to inform Mr. 
Thomas “but you can call me Tommy” Sutton that he would be in the 
lobby shortly and asked to meet him there.  Minutes later Lockhart 
spotted his client an instant after entering the majestic red and gold 
lobby dazzling with giant crystal chandeliers.  Although they had never 
met, Lockhart was sure the six and half-foot tall, rotund man in a cheap 
suit was Sutton.  Possessing aged farm boy good looks, the man was a 
jolly white giant amidst the crowd of Chinese staff and hotel patrons.  
Who else in the in the hotel could be an executive from a plumbing 
fixtures firm in Akron, Ohio? 
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Walking towards him, Lockhart spotted an American flag and a 
Buckeye State pin placed on the man’s jacket lapel.  He stretched out 
his hand and introduced himself, “Hello, Mr. Sutton, I am Sean 
Lockhart.  It’s a pleasure sir.”  Lockhart’s manners were the product of 
a half dozen good boarding schools and his mother’s incessant tutoring.  

“Please call me Tommy, everyone else does,” he shook 
Lockhart’s hand with a fist the size of a canned ham.  “It sure is nice to 
see someone from the States.” 

“I look forward to being of assistance to you and Union 
Plumbing Fixtures.  Our van is waiting outside; shall we leave for 
dinner?   I’m a bit afraid of being late and it wouldn’t be a good idea to 
keep Mr. Yang waiting,” Lockhart hustled Tommy out the door.  

After Mr. Gu steered the Mercedes out of the hotel parking lot, 
Lockhart introduced Tommy and Larry before offering his client a 
drink.  Tommy politely declined.  Since Larry was pleasantly starting 
on his a second beer Lockhart felt no need to abstain; if the mid-
western plumbing fixtures executive didn’t want to enjoy his 
hospitality that was his problem.  Thirty minutes later, when the van 
had moved barely three blocks in late rush-hour traffic, Tommy 
inquired if the bar was still open.   

On the way to dinner Lockhart, Larry and Tommy discussed a 
wide range of topics from the visiting executive’s itinerary, to college 
football, Ohio, and favorite plumbing fixtures; of which Lockhart had 
none.  Lockhart briefly ran down the series of meetings he had set up 
for the next five days.   

Yang Shifeng was the first and most important meeting.  He 
represented the mayor of Wuhan, the capital of Hubei province and a 
growing city of eight million people located upriver from Shanghai on 
the Yangtze.  Yang had no official title or government role, however he 
was a Party member, the brother in law of the mayor and his family 
was connected throughout the provincial leadership and Central 
government.  If Union Plumbing Fixtures was interested in setting up a 
factory in Wuhan, Yang would gladly help pave the way, garnering a 
substantial cut for himself along the way. 

After nearly an hour and two rounds of drinks, Lockhart and 
Tommy arrived at the New Science & Technology Plaza, a fifty-story 
steel and blue glass edifice covered in a fine layer of desert dust that 
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seem to perpetually coat Beijing’s buildings.  The doorman directed 
them to the private elevator for the Ambassador Club on the top floor, 
where a beautiful young woman attired in a red silk qipao met them.   

“Hello Mr. Lockhart, welcome back to the Ambassador Club”, 
the hostess greeted as she led them through the posh dark wood and 
brass-decorated bar towards the dinning rooms in the rear of the club.  
The Ambassador Club was a favored meeting place among the foreign 
business community in Beijing; its ludicrous membership fees 
guaranteed exclusivity and premium service.  The price was of no 
consequence to most of its members; it was part and parcel of their 
expatriate packages paid by the world’s largest corporations. 

   Yang was already seated at the table when they arrived.  
Lockhart was horrified; the unintended slight could cast a pal on the 
whole evening. 

“Mr. Yang, I am very embarrassed to make you wait.  I sincerely 
apologize; I hope it was not too much of an inconvenience,” Lockhart 
shook his hand warmly, holding Yang’s shoulder with his left.   

“Not at all,” Yang was slightly mollified by the warm greeting. 
“Allow me to introduce Mr. Thomas Sutton,” Lockhart said 

switch from Mandarin to English.  “Tommy, this is Mr. Yang Shifeng.” 
“Pleased to meet you sir,” Tommy’s hand swallowed Yang’s in 

an enthusiastic shake, which Lockhart feared would dislodge the arm 
from the Party member’s body.  Larry made his own introduction and 
everyone was seated. 

Lockhart ordered a bottle of wine for the table and carefully 
scanned the Chinese menu for dishes to appeal to both Yang’s and 
Tommy’s palates.  Deciding that a wide selection would be the best 
way to satisfy who he assumed were gastronomical polar opposites he 
ordered several dishes.  Spicy Sichuan pickles and cold bean curd with 
scallions were served as starters, then fast fried green peppers with 
black beans, fish flavored eggplant, sizzling iron plate beef, a fish 
sautéed in garlic and soy sauce, sweet shredded pork in miniature bean 
curd pancakes and shrimp stuffed dumplings came as an entree.  
Steamed rice and vermicelli in a red chili oil broth accompanied the 
main dishes.  A mango sorbet arrived last on the table as desert.   

The table quickly filled up with dishes; Lockhart and Yang took 
great humor in observing Tommy carefully taste each delicacy.  
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Accustomed to a simple and hardy diet of meat and potatoes, Tommy’s 
senses were tantalized by the rich and varied flavors of the Chinese 
meal.  Tommy tasted everything on the table and exclaimed that it was 
excellent.  Yang, for his part, was simply glad that he was not made to 
suffer a Western meal of bland roasted meat and tasteless boiled 
vegetables.  Lockhart’s translations ensured that dinner progressed with 
stimulating conversation while Yang found Tommy’s effusive good 
humor contagious.  His American hosts charmed the provincial 
Mandarin; a second, third and fourth bottle of wine were ordered.  
Tommy toasted Wuhan, Yang toasted Ohio and Larry toasted everyone.  
By the end of the meal they were feeling no pain. 

The wine lubricated business.  Tommy briefly described his 
company’s interest in sourcing products from China and its plans to 
build a factory somewhere in country.  Yang’s assured him that Wuhan 
was exactly the kind of low-cost, business friendly city he was looking 
for in a location for the factory.  He quickly highlighted two 
manufacturing zones within the city, describing prices for land and 
favorable tax incentives.  The rest of the meal’s conversation consisted 
of three residents in China answering Tommy’s innumerable questions 
about the country and its fantastic economic growth. 

At the end of the meal, Lockhart and Yang ritualistically played 
at arguing over who would cover the bill although both men knew that 
Yang had no intention of picking up the expensive check.  After a few 
pretenses of trying to rip the bill from Lockhart’s hand, Yang relented.  
Lockhart paid, he didn’t care; he was charging it back to Tommy as an 
expense with a ten percent market up.  Good consultants get paid to eat 
and drink. 

It occurred to Lockhart later that in hindsight everyone was in 
such fine spirits what happened next seemed inevitable.  After the bill 
was paid Yang cleared his throat to get the table’s attention.   

“I have a good idea.  I know a place where we can go next.”  The 
man grinned widely. 

Larry was up for anything, “Good idea, the night is still young.” 
Lockhart knew Yang and suspected what was coming next, and 

he knew Larry would be all for it, the unknown variable was Tommy.   
Yang was enthusiastic, “I know a place we could go that would 

be very amusing.  It is filled with some very beautiful women, I think 
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we could have a few drinks and relax there.”  Lockhart translated the 
invitation for Tommy.  

 Tommy was in an exotic foreign city and he was ready for a 
night on the town.  “Sounds like a good idea Sean, what dya’ think?” 

Lockhart attempted to caution his client without being a killjoy.  
Slyly, Lockhart whispered, “Tommy, suite yourself, but I think you 
should know that more likely than not, we are being invited to a 
brothel.” 

“Ohhh… are you serious?” the man looked mortified.  In a heart 
beat Lockhart watched an inner struggle between opposing moralities 
play across the big American’s face.  As it turned out Tommy’s moral 
compass was on autopilot, in the wrong direction.   

“Well, hell, I’m up for anything Sean.  Show me the wicked ways 
of Asia.  I had the feeling this place would be something like Sodom 
and Gomorrah.”   

 Noticing the man’s wedding ring, Lockhart smiled.  Who was he 
to judge?  “Ok, lets go.” 

The four men piled into Lockhart’s van and where on their way; 
drinks were served. Yang told Mr. Gu the address, the inscrutable 
chauffer threw Lockhart a glance in the rearview mirror and grunted to 
himself.   

On the way, Yang, who spoke rudimentary English, was 
beginning to teach Tommy Chinese.  Both were fairly well in the bag 
and enjoying the lesson, which ranged from “Ni hao”, or “hello” to “Ni 
hen piaoliang”, or “You are very pretty”, which Yang assured Tommy 
will send the girls swooning over the big American; that and several 
thousand Yuan. 

After about twenty minutes, they arrived at their destination, a 
large neon sign outside the building read The Oriental Pearl Hotel.  But  
Lockhart, Larry and considerable number of expatriate men in Beijing 
knew the place simply as Lulu’s.  They walked straight past the front 
desk manned by a single bored looking clerk, passed the main elevators 
to a rear hallway.  Tucked into an unlikely corner of the hotel was a 
single elevator door manned by a young male hotel staff member in a 
dirty navy blue blazer.   

The doorman’s eyes lit up when he saw the three foreigners 
trailing behind Yang, he appeared especially impressed with Tommy’s 
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size.  “Are you going to the Health Spa?” the man asked with a 
lascivious grin.   

Yang was in control, “Yes, tell the boss, that Mr. Yang from 
Wuhan is here.”  

“Yes sir, right away.”  The doorman whipped a walkie-talkie 
from his belt and rattled off a few words into it as he struck the elevator 
button.  The elevator door opened to reveal a gaudily decorated car 
with red shag carpet, brass railing, mirrors and several pictures of 
scantily clad women advertised as “massage therapists”. 

Tommy’s jaw nearly dropped off his face; he was Alice on his 
way down the rabbit hole.  Lockhart ushered him into the elevator car 
behind Yang.  They traveled two floors up before the doors opened to 
reveal an enormous foyer, similarly decorated as the elevator car and 
containing a large service desk staffed by four young women.   

“Wait here,” Yang said in accented English and moved to the 
counter to arrange for the night’s festivities. 

Larry and Tommy were engrossed in conversation as the lawyer 
described a wide variety of massages available to the clientele.  The 
middle-aged plumbing fixtures executive took more than a clinical 
interest and hung on every word.  Lockhart excused himself to use the 
bathroom.  A girl in a white hip hugging spandex miniskirt showed him 
the way. 

While the four men were preoccupied with their own business 
another small group of men exited from the rear of building.  Girls 
fawning and giggling over them like good professionals surrounded 
them as they marched through the hallway to the elevator.  At the 
center of the group was a swarthy, square headed man in an expensive 
suit and a satiated smile.  He waved a hand towards the front desk 
signaling for one of his associates to take care of the bill.  A gruff, oily 
man with a plump face who looked no better for experiencing Lulu’s 
services peeled away from the gang and stomped past Larry and 
clumsily bumped into the American as he did.  Reaching the counter, 
the stranger cut ahead of Yang and demanded his bill.  The stranger left 
a boozy vapor trail of vodka and body odor in his wake. 

Larry stumbled into Tommy from the minor collision, turned to 
face the smelly son of a bitch who bumped into him and saw a greasy 
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man begin to pester a woman at the desk after shoving his way in front 
of Yang.    

“Hey!  Watch where you are going.”  Larry was drunk to the 
point of fearlessness; otherwise he would have noticed the man’s 
disposition, and his ugly friends. 

Greasy turned around and snarled something unintelligible at 
Larry.  Yang took a giant step away from the man and Tommy looked 
for a rock to crawl under; he wasn’t about to get in a brawl in a 
whorehouse in Red China.  The night was taking a turn for the worse.   

Larry wasn’t deterred; the wine had made him bullet proof.  
“Fuck you asshole!”  Larry’s middle finger shot straight out in front of 
him.  Yang and Tommy subtly tried to further distance themselves from 
two men and their apparent collision course. 

Not failing to comprehend the universal message intended by 
Larry’s gesture, Greasy charged.  Honed to blubbery perfection by a 
strict diet of coffee, alcohol and cigarettes, Larry’s body was the soft 
cream of a white-collar world.  The lawyer barely knew what hit him 
when the burly stranger pushed Larry to ground with a forceful shove 
and he flew ass downward as if pushed from a ledge.   

Heads turned to see the cause of the disturbance.  Greasy paused 
a moment and then rushed in with fists ready to flail his downed 
opponent.  Two steps into the attack a greater momentum rushed up 
from behind and drive him forward furiously.  Someone had taken a 
hold of him under his arms was pushing him across the carpet until he 
was flung to the other side of the room where he crashed head first into 
the elevator door next to his companions.  The girls screamed and 
scattered like a flock of birds.  Three dark men were left standing along 
looking astonished and hostile, the forth was rubbing his head and 
gathering his bearings.  Greasy had hit his head hard against the metal 
door. 

They weren’t Han Chinese; they were darker and thicker than the 
majority of China’s populous.  Probably Mongolian.  Lockhart sized 
them up, they looked tough enough, but none of them were looking for 
a fight.  They seemed as surprised at Lockhart to be in the sudden 
conflict.  The smallest and best tailored of the group looked bored and 
embarrassed.  He was most likely the man in charge; the other men 
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began to square off for defense while he stood his ground and stared at 
Lockhart. 

Lockhart took a step back and raised his hands palms outward to 
demonstrate he wasn’t offering any more aggression.  Two of the men 
took up position in front of their leader, but didn’t advance.  They were 
waiting for the order.  But their companion was not.   

Turning around and identifying his target, Greasy sprung with a 
wild lunge to grab Lockhart’s midsection and grapple him to the grown 
and finish the fight.  It was sloppy and undisciplined; Lockhart easily 
sidestepped the center of his opponent’s advance and spun him 
sideways into a new trajectory.  Greasy smashed into a mirror-covered 
wall, shattering it on impact and leaving a bloody stain where his head 
recoiled off the surface.  But the fight wasn’t out of him yet.  He shook 
off the second blow to his thick head, stood up straight and came up at 
Lockhart with a wide right cross.  Lockhart blocked the blow with his 
left forearm and followed through by smashing his right palm up and 
through Greasy’s jaw.  The man hit the ground like a sack of dofu and 
didn’t move.  He was out cold. 

Greasy’s friends moved towards Lockhart; they were not about to 
let the attack go unanswered.  But their boss loudly growled something 
in a language Lockhart didn’t understand and they stopped in their 
tracks.  More orders were issued.  Cutting a wide path around Lockhart, 
the two men helped their friend to his feet and dragged him to the 
waiting elevator.   

The last of the four men slowly walked over and dropped a 
bundle of Yuan in front of the girl at the counter.  He then turned to 
Lockhart and spoke to him in deeply accented Mandarin.   

“Who are you?” 
“Sean Lockhart.” 
He shook his head, “I’ve never heard of you.” 
“Who are you?” Lockhart asked. 
The man smiled, “My name is Sukhbataar Bayar, and we are not 

finished.” 
Lockhart took a step towards the man and leveled cold blue eyes 

at him, “It looks finished to me.” 
Bayar laughed, “We’ll see each other again.”  He turned his back 

on Lockhart, walked to the elevator and exited. 
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When the adversaries were gone Lockhart sighed and looked 
around, “What the fuck was that all about?  Would someone please tell 
me what just happened?” 

Larry stood up and moved to his friend’s side and put his arm 
around him.  “That was great!  Thanks.” 

Yang and Tommy stepped forward, both were relieved the 
violence had passed and were astonished by the outcome.  Lockhart 
repeated his question and this time directed it straight at Larry. 

“I don’t know Sean, the guy bumped into me and when I told him 
to watch where he was going he went nuts.”  Larry looked at Tommy 
and Yang to confirm his story. 

“The man was a drunken hooligan,” Yang cursed him harshly in 
Chinese. 

Tommy stammered, “Jeezzuuuss, Sean, where’d you learn how 
to fight like that?” 

“Marine Corps,” Lockhart shrugged. 
Before the conversation could proceed further the room was 

filled with chattering women dressed in lingerie and a handful of lazy 
looking security guards with large rubber billy-clubs.  The guards 
demanded to know what happened and how the mirror got blood 
stained and broken.  The girls at the desk and accompanying the 
Mongolians quickly told the story, Yang interjected occasionally.  They 
all painted Lockhart as heroically defending his friend.  Larry did his 
best to look the injured party; it was natural.   

A well-curved girl with sleepy eyes, long bangs and wearing a 
pink teddy kissed Larry’s check, she exclaimed he was very gallant.  
Yang translated and elbowed him in the ribs.  Two more women, a tall 
copper colored Kazak with blond hair and red stockings along with a 
Chinese beauty with a high long pony tail dressed in a black silk bodice 
wrapped their arms around Lockhart and pawed him affectionately.  
The swarm of women were aroused by the brief flash of violence.  
Lockhart got the impression that Sukhbataar Bayar and his men were 
not particularly liked. 

Yang grabbed a couple armfuls of women and suggested they 
should celebrate Lockhart’s victory.  All the girls cheered.  But the 
revelry was disrupted as the crowd was broken apart by a bulldozer in a 
nightgown.  Lulu was on the scene and she demand to know what was 
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happening.  The story was retold and embellished further for affect.  
Lockhart played the part of reluctant hero beautifully and didn’t say a 
word; instead he fixed his concentration on his new lady friends. 

Lulu grasped the circumstances in an instant, she knew the 
players involved and was an old study of men’s passions.  She analyzed 
the situation and reacted quickly. 

“Lockhart, you are a brave man indeed, rushing to your friend’s 
defense like that!  And you…” she eyed Larry.  “You didn’t back down 
for a minute, did you?”  Larry barely understood what the Chinese 
madam was saying began to mumble a response but was cut off.  “This 
calls for a celebration!  I’m sending champagne to our finest room.”  

Everyone was overjoyed and the men were escorted upstairs to 
the house’s best accommodations.  Tommy trailed the pack sheepishly, 
seemingly embarrassed by so much flesh and lewdness.  But Lulu knew 
a fledgling whore lover when she saw one.  She grabbed four women of 
various sizes and shapes, including a freckled Ukrainian with milky 
skin and large breasts, she instructed the women to show the giant man 
the time of his life.  She sent them off with a remark about the dragon 
hiding in Tommy’s trousers.   

That night, legends were created at Lulu’s; as well as a plan to 
invest one hundred million dollars in a plumbing fixtures factory in 
Wuhan. 

 
 

Chapter 4 
 
  

The three sat around a large intricately carved sandal wood table 
inlayed with a white marble top.  The room was filled with an air of 
anticipation; preparation before the hunt.  Zhang Huping had just joined 
the two was the first to break the uncomfortable silence. 

“It’s done, he will meet us here tonight.” 
“Did he say that?” the American asked. 
Huping curled her lip,  “No, the man is a wretch.  He committed 

to nothing.  But I don’t doubt he needs the money, and from what I’ve 
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heard he has a talent for getting himself into trouble.  Lockhart is 
stubborn but he won’ refuse our offer.” 

“Well, even if he refuses our invitation we can pay him a visit 
and convince him.  It would make things easier if he came to us and 
accepted our offer, but either way we’ll get him on board tonight.” 

Huping briefly summarized the exchange in Mandarin for the 
other man at the table, who responded with a question. 

 Huping translated, “Are you sure the timing is right?” 
The man scowled at the question. “Absolutely, I’ve been over it 

again and again, the schedule is perfect.  The targets are in place, all we 
have to do is put our man in play and pull the trigger.”  

After another brief translation for the other man Huping lowered 
her eyes at the American, “You are placing a lot confidence in 
Lockhart, he cannot fail.  You had better be right about him.” 

The man smiled, it was a long gaping crevice across a heavyset 
face.  “He is the perfect choice, can you think of anyone better?” 

Huping remained silent.  They all knew Lockhart was their man.    
 

*** 
The Lockhart family, having first arrived in America in the late 

1600s as Scotch-Irish traders and adventurers in New England, built an 
industrial and political empire stretching from one side of the continent 
to the other.  Depending on who was recalling the family history, the 
bloodline comprised of a long string of patriots, entrepreneurs, 
scholars, robber barons, politicians, scoundrels and statesmen.  Ely 
Lockhart, one of the first family members to gain prominence, served 
with General Daniel Morgan’s riflemen in the Revolution; 
distinguishing himself at the battle of Saratoga.  Ely served several 
terms as a representative of New York in the nascent American 
Congress, while his younger brother Maxwell laid the foundations of 
the family’s fortune by founding a wagon building company.  The 
wagon company eventually morphed into Lockhart Rail, and built large 
sections of the original rail network up and down the eastern seaboard 
and into the West. 

As the Lockhart family fortune grew, so did the size and 
influence of the clan.  From New York, Massachusetts, Pennsylvania 
and Ohio to the Carolinas, Louisiana, Texas and California.  The 
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family’s diverse holdings and geographical reach protected it during the 
most tumultuous events in American history.  During the Civil War, 
Lockhart business interests and political influence were decimated in 
the South, only to rise stronger than ever during reconstruction with the 
support of the family’s financial and political capital in the North.  One 
political opponent in Atlanta at the time noted that the Lockharts were 
the only southern born family of carpetbaggers.  

Unlike other large and wealthy families, the Lockharts did not 
succumb to dynastic decline.  Generations of astute business ventures, 
political marriages and careful stewardship of the family’s legacy 
created a vast American empire.  At the dawn of the twenty first 
century, Lockhart Industries, one of the largest privately held 
companies in the United States, was valued over one hundred billion 
dollars and operated in over twenty countries worldwide.   Its board of 
directors was comprised of blood relatives and elections were 
scrupulously held every five years. 

The family’s reach spread far beyond the business realm.  Dozens 
of Lockharts held positions in municipal, state and the federal 
governments, and unlike other American political families, the 
Lockharts were well represented in both the Democratic and 
Republican parties.  Jessup Lockhart, Sean’s father, had held the most 
senior office ever attained by a member of the family, Vice President of 
the United States. 

Lockhart Industries remained patriotic, but strived to be 
apolitical.  Individual family members were free to make political 
contributions on their own, and did in large amounts and with great 
frequency.  However, for several generations the leaders of the family 
business carefully prevented the company from being overtly 
associated with either party.  This was done as much to protect it from 
attacks by political rivals in government as is was to prevent alienating 
itself from large groups of stakeholders, including customers, business 
partners, media and increasingly aggressive NGOs and extreme 
conspiracy theorists who saw the firm’s political power as dangerous to 
America’s democracy. 

Sean Lockhart’s company in Beijing, Lockhart Investment 
Consulting, traded heavily on the family name and connections, but 
otherwise was totally independent from the global family business.  
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Elspeth, a cousin in Ohio who had a seat in the state assembly and sat 
on the Commerce Committee, introduced Tommy Sutton to Lockhart.  
She was responsible for supporting Ohio business and if one of her 
state’s largest home grown firms wanted to aggressively expand in Asia 
she had a cousin who could help.   

Elspeth contacted Lockhart to assist her constituent in a market 
research trip to China.  He agreed to charge seventy thousand dollars 
for a market briefing and help the businessman meet a few potential 
business partners and relevant government officials.  It was about five 
days work, but the previous night felt like it would take five years off 
Lockhart’s life. 

Now the Ohioan wasn’t answering his phone.  Lockhart cursed as 
he thumbed off his mobile.  Lulu told him that her people had poured 
Tommy into a cab a couple hours earlier and sent him back to his hotel.   
Lockhart desperately needed to reach his client, after maxing out the 
balance of three credit cards he still owed Lulu over thirty thousand 
dollars, and she had assured him that if he didn’t come up with the 
money in twenty-four hours bad things were going to happen to him.   

The kind police officers made it very clear to him that after they 
violated his human rights in cruel and unusual ways he would be 
stuffed in a cell where his new playmates would do more of the same 
for thirty days while he was officially held incommunicado.  They also 
reminded him he needn’t bother trying to leave China, his name and 
passport number would be put on a watch list and he’d be stopped at 
any boarder.  Lockhart had doubts whether Lulu’s friends on Beijing 
PSB would so flagrantly abuse their power, but he didn’t want to find 
out. 

The problem was manageable, one way or another he could get 
the money; probably.   Lockhart spent the duration of his ride home 
cursing himself.  How could he be so stupid?  He had had no intention 
of raising an astronomical bill at Lulu’s, especially when he knew Yang 
wouldn’t pay for anything.  He was government, an honored guest, he 
never paid for anything; the man probably didn’t even carry cash on 
him. 

By all rights, last night’s party should be on Tommy’s tab, but 
Lockhart had the suspicion his client wasn’t about to use the corporate 
credit card for extravagances like whores.  Accounting offices tend to 
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question enormous entertainment expenses abroad, especially if they 
were wary of corruption.  Tommy wasn’t the CEO; he was accountable, 
he couldn’t just make a fifty thousand dollar ‘entertainment expense’ 
go away.   

Lockhart envisioned a fight with his client, and that would 
probably lead to a phone call to his cousin, which invariably would 
generate a call to his father.  He preferred to avoid that scenario.  His 
father controlled some sizable purse strings, and a complaint lodged 
against him by a respectable family member like this wasn’t worth it.  

He knew Larry would be good for some of it, but his friend didn’t 
have a spare thirty thousand dollars lying around.  Poor Larry, he 
worked for a living.  Although the lawyer drew a high six-figure salary, 
he also had two alimonies, a mortgage and a daughter in Emma 
Willard.  The man was in debt up to highballs and living paycheck to 
paycheck. 

These happy thoughts and the marching band banging away in 
his skull kept Lockhart distracted while he flicked through the 
messages and email on his phone.  His office was raising hell; they 
hadn’t heard from him in twenty-four hours.  He began to answer one 
email but stopped, he knew that once he demonstrated he was online it 
would open a floodgate.  He just couldn’t deal with that right now, not 
in his condition. 

His mind returned to his money problems and he reluctantly 
made a decision that he knew he would probably regret.  Lockhart 
turned on the phone’s web browser and pulled up the site for a Las 
Vegas sports book located in the Bahamas, the offshore casino took 
bets for gamblers who couldn’t make it to the desert city to place their 
wagers in person.  Logging in under his username, Lockhart accessed 
his account to place five thousand dollars even odds on the Yankees to 
beat the Devil Rays the following day by four runs.  Andy Pettitte was 
on the roster to pitch; Lockhart didn’t think the Rays would have a 
chance against the southpaw, especially when the Yanks would have 
home field advantage.  Within a minute after placing the bet, Lockhart 
received a short message on his phone reading:  ‘Wager received, New 
York Yankees over Tampa Bay Devil Rays, your account will be 
credited/debited within one hour of final game results.’  Lockhart 
snapped his phone shut and slipped it into his pocket. 
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Two minutes later his mobile phone sounded off.  Taking it from 
his pocket, he looked at the screen to check the number; it was an 
international call.  He smiled; he had been expecting this.  Lockhart 
took a deep breath and answered it.  

“Hello.” 
 “Sean, this is Samuel,” the voice on the other end of the line said. 
 “Hi Sam.”  Lockhart could envision Samuel smoking as he heard 
him exhaling into the receiver.  

“So… what’s new in Beijing?” 
 “Things are going good, I’ve been playing a lot of golf and a few 
new night clubs have opened up.  I’ve made some new friends,” 
Lockhart said. 
 “Wonderful, I wish I heard from you more often,” Samuel replied 
gruffly. 
 “I’ve been meaning to contact you, but I’ve kind of been busy,” 
Lockhart wished he could take the words back as soon as they were out 
of his mouth. 
 “That must mean you have a lot to tell me,” Samuel replied. 
 “Yes, let’s catch up later, all right?  Unfortunately right now I 
have a favor to ask.”  Lockhart knew this wasn’t going well. 
 “Fine, when will you be in town?  We can meet at our usual place 
sometime soon.”   
 “In a few weeks, maybe sooner…  But before that, I could use a 
favor.” 

“What do you need?” Samuel sighed. 
 “Well… I could use fifty grand.  You think you could send me 
the money?  It’s for a good cause,” Lockhart said. 
 “It damn well better be for a good cause, what is it?” Samuel 
growled.  Lockhart could hear him lighting up another cigarette and 
slamming the lighter on whatever surface was next to him. 
 “The fifty K is for a tab I wracked up while entertaining some 
VIPs,” it sounded desperate and stupid, and Lockhart knew it. 
 “Sounds like you’re leading a nice life.  I wish I were so lucky.  
Who were you with, anyone we know?” Samuel asked. 
 “Yes, I was playing with one of the boys, a friend from Wuhan, 
I’ve mentioned him before,” Samuel’s question made Lockhart 
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hopeful.  “Unfortunately things got a little out of hand and the bill was 
a lot bigger than I expected.” 
 “Uh huh, can’t you take it out of the office account?  You must 
have some cash put aside for these things.” 
 “I don’t have that much on hand at the moment,” Lockhart rolled 
his eyes.  He could anticipate what Samuel was going to say next. 

“And other than getting you debt free, is there an upside to me 
bailing you out?” Samuel said. 
 Lockhart knew better than to be coy, “Nothing that I can safely 
predict in the near future”.   

There was silence on the other end of the line, Lockhart 
practically heard Samuel making the mental calculations before giving 
his verdict.   

“I don’t see how this is an expense I could justify covering.  
Sean, if you want me to continue to invest in your little company, 
you’re gonna’ have to do better.  I suggest you call your father and ask 
him for the money.” 
 “Never, you know I won’t do that,” Lockhart said.   
 “Yeah, I know your old man well enough to understand why you 
wouldn’t want to do it.  But you can’t expect me to bail you out, not 
without a good business reason for doing so,” Samuel would have 
sounded more sympathetic if he had not been so calculating. 
 “I need to go, I got a lot on my plate these days.  I know we have 
been through this before, but I’ll say it again.  You better deliver 
something good to me soon; or I’m pulling the plug.  The next time you 
contact me; you better have something worth investing in,” Samuel 
hung up. 
 “Shit…” Lockhart thumbed the off button on his phone.   
 
 

Chapter 5 
 

 
Lockhart went home and slept a few more hours; he woke up 

again in the late afternoon feeling refreshed but still disjointed.  Taking 
stock, he ran through the morning’s events again in his mind.  A 
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mysterious woman named Zhang Huping tracked him down in one of 
the unlikeliest spots in Beijing and offered him an as of yet undefined 
piece of business; something lucrative.  She was obviously wealthy, 
connected, and for some reason traveled with two heavies.  That was 
the best the morning offered. 

The bad news was that he’d racked up a monumental bill at 
Lulu’s and he needed to find a way to pay for it.  If he didn’t, a faction 
of the Beijing police was going to make things very uncomfortable for 
him.  He needed a large infusion of cash quick.   

And some how along the way he’d made an enemy of a mad 
Mongolian with an impossible name.  Lockhart figured he might as 
well forget about that, the sinister little fiend was probably all talk.  
Besides, he wasn’t impressed by his first encounter with the man or his 
friends. 

He made up his mind to meet Huping at the Vermillion Dragon; 
he was in no position to turn down business of any kind.  Also, he 
wanted to know more about the woman, she seemed liked someone 
worth knowing.  Lulu’s money was another thing.  If he accepted 
Huping’s offer, it might be the answer to his problem.  But he still 
hadn’t exhausted all the possibilities.  He picked up his mobile and 
tried Tommy again at his hotel but was politely informed the ‘Do not 
disturb’ indicator was still on for Tommy’s suite.  Lockhart left a 
message to return his call.  

Lockhart tried Larry next.  His friend had rallied in late morning 
and been in the office since after lunch.  The lawyer was determined to 
put in at least half of his usual twelve-hour workday.  They relived the 
night and commiserated with each other’s hangovers – fitting 
punishment for so much enjoyment.  Lockhart informed Larry about 
the hefty bill, the lawyer whistled in acknowledgment, but the best he 
could reluctantly offer at the moment was a few thousand dollars.  
Lockhart told him he’d let him know if needed the money or not, he 
was still hoping Tommy could cover it.     

For the rest of the day Lockhart returned emails and phone calls 
that had piled up over the last day.  Some of his key staff was 
demanding his presence in the office, but Lockhart flat out refused and 
sidestepped all inquiries to his whereabouts.  They also wanted to know 
where their client Mr. Sutton was; he had missed a meeting with 
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members of the consulting team who had prepared a presentation on the 
manufacturing of plumbing equipment in China.  Lockhart informed 
his staff that he and Tommy and arranged other meetings at the last 
minute and was thankful to be able to pass some of the blame for his 
absence onto the client. 

Lockhart dressed for his meeting; dark grey suit, light blue shirt, 
no tie, and a soft pair of loafers.  Donning his business uniform he 
mentally prepared for next confrontation with Huping, it would be on 
her turf, so she would again have the upper hand and use it to her 
advantage.  She found him at his worst that morning and probably 
hadn’t formed a positive opinion; with good reason Lockhart admitted.  
Her parting words were a hint to her feelings and intent, something 
about him being comfortable dealing with filth.   

There are all kinds of dirt Lockhart thought to himself.  What 
kind did she mean?  Low caste vermin, or was it the upper-crust 
insidious type?  What was she?  Probably the later he thought.  In 
China, where its first generation of millionaires after the Communist 
Revolution is still coming into its own, there are two kinds of wealth.  
There are entrepreneurial, honest, rags to riches success stories, and 
then there is savage corruption fed by influence or the threat of force.  
Invariably, because of the Party’s jealous grip on power, examples of 
either form of wealth are some kind of criminal or another.  The 
country was one giant grey area exploited by the rich and powerful, or 
ones seeking it.  

Zhang Huping was comfortable with wealth and power, Lockhart 
knew it when he saw it; he had been around it his whole life.  From the 
way she dressed to her habit of issuing orders, and how those orders 
were obeyed by her men.  She was not someone to take likely, and he 
wouldn’t underestimate her. 

 
*** 

 
The former Qing Dynasty mansion housing the Vermillion 

Dragon was painted dark imperial red and trimmed with traditional 
clay-tiled roofs and ornate carved wood shutters painted in gold.  In 
front of the restaurant, the parking lot was filled with black sedans and 
numerous expensive automobiles.  The sedans held government and 
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military license plates, including several cars with WJ tags, identifying 
them as Chinese Armed Police, the country’s paramount internal 
security bureau.  Many of the cars did not have license plates; a sign 
that the automobile was likely owned by a government official or 
family member who did not want to be identified or was powerful 
enough not to have to register their vehicle.  

Lockhart purposely arrived twenty minutes late.  He entered the 
foyer and was greeted by a young waifish maitre de dressed in a 
flawlessly pressed black suit.  The young man was flanked by two six-
foot gilded vases and stood behind a dark oak desk.  “Do you have a 
reservation?” he said glancing at his book. 

“Lockhart.” 
Running his finger down the list of names he stopped at 

Lockhart’s name and frowned.  “Ms. Zhang has been waiting for you.”  
The maitre de picked up a telephone and rapidly said “keren laile”, 
“your guest is here.”  

“Please come this way,” the maitre de gestured towards large 
double doors that were immediately opened by two waiting female 
attendants in red and gold gowns.  Lockhart walked through the doors 
to a massive two-story dinning room.  The bottom floor was the main 
dinning area; Lockhart estimated there were nearly fifty tables spread 
through the cavernous room.  Many of the tables were tucked in 
alcoves or placed next to large wooden pillars lining the room; 
traditional ornate silk screens painted with watercolor landscapes 
shielded others.  For a dining room that easily sat over two hundred it 
was exceedingly intimate.   

From what could be seen of the second story balcony 
overhanging the main dinning area, the upstairs was a series of private 
rooms.  Beautiful uniformed young men and women waited at stations 
outside like posh sentries waiting for requests by the guests within.   

The restaurant was full and loud; the din of conversations, 
clattering utensils and the harmonic sounds of the zheng, a Chinese 
harp, produced a stimulating but tranquil atmosphere.  The elegant 
dining establishment was a stark contrast to traditional Beijing eateries, 
which were usually boisterous, smoky and untidy. 

“This way Mr. Lockhart” a hostess led to a small elevator in the 
corner of the room.  Inside the elevator car, she produced a key, which 



 38 

she fit into a hole on the console, turned and then punched a button for 
the fourth floor.  The button was demarcated with the Chinese character 
for dragon.  Lockhart assumed this was chosen over the number four, 
which rhymes with the word “death” and is infrequently used in 
Chinese buildings. 

Arriving at the floor, the elevator opened and Lockhart stepped 
out.  Judging by the high sprawling ceiling he was in a very large room, 
however his view was obstructed by a wooden and jade divider in the 
shape of a twisting Chinese dragon.  Walking around the barrier into 
the rest of the room, Lockhart was struck by the interior’s majesty; it 
was a suitable throne room for an emperor.  The room comprised of 
nearly the entire top floor of the mansion.  In the center of the opulently 
decorated room lined with porcelain vessels, paintings on silk scrolls 
and rich tapestries was a large table with three people.  Zhang Huping 
was in the center, at her side was an elderly Chinese man dressed in a 
dark green silk shirt and smoking a cigarette, on the other side was a 
Caucasian man who looked familiar to Lockhart. 

“Mr. Lockhart, you are late.  Do you usually keep your clients 
waiting?” Zhang Huping said sternly. 

“You are not my clients yet,” Lockhart wasn’t about to be rattled; 
Huping was obviously posturing for her two male associates.  He 
waited for introductions and to be offered a seat.  Huping scowled and 
said nothing. 

The other foreigner in the room broke the mood.  “Ms. Zhang, 
Sean has come in good faith, there’s no reason not to be more 
hospitable just because he’s a few minutes late.  I’m sure it couldn’t be 
helped, right Sean?”   

The middle-aged, portly man rose from his chair and approached 
Lockhart with his hand outstretched.  He was dressed in an inexpensive 
brown suite and Hushpuppy shoes.  “Bureaucrat”, Lockhart thought to 
himself; and he’s playing the “good cop”.  He was starting to get the 
sense that they needed him more than he needed their money.   

“I’m Bob Conally,” he said, shaking Lockhart’s hand.  “Come, sit 
down.” 

Lockhart searched his memory for the familiar face.  A filing 
cabinet was opened in a far corner of his mind and he remembered 
seeing the man once while visiting the US embassy to help clear up a 
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client’s customs problem.  Bob Conally, as he now knew him, had not 
attended the meeting, however he had passed him in a hallway.  
Lockhart remembered seeing him speak with the Cultural Affairs 
Attaché, whom Sean knew was the Beijing CIA station chief.  The 
spook’s identity was a poorly kept secret among those who were 
familiar with the embassy personnel. 

“Hello Bob.  Nice to see you again,” Lockhart said taking a seat 
at the massive white marble top table. 

“You two know each other?” Zhang Huping asked suspiciously, 
her lips pursed together in dissatisfaction. 

“We’ve never met,” Conally glanced sideways at Huping. 
“No, not officially.  But I believe I have seen you at the 

embassy.”   
Lockhart had won a small but important victory.  Zhang Huping 

obviously hoped to empower herself with the grand setting and strong 
tact.  Unfazed, Lockhart remained calm and unbalanced her with the 
possibility that she did not know as much about him or Bob Conally as 
she had thought.  Lockhart assumed Zhang Huping expected him to 
practically kowtow, if not outright plead for the business opportunity 
she was about to offer.  Instead he had increased his bargaining position 
by demonstrating he was of more substance than she may have initially 
estimated.  The theatrics was part of the negotiation process, each side 
trying to demonstrate they held the advantage. 

 Lockhart switched from English to Chinese and turned his 
attention to the elderly man at the table.  “Sir, it is a pleasure to meet 
you.” 

The man exhaled a long slow cloud of cigarette smoke and 
exposed tobacco stained teeth, he nodded in response, barely 
acknowledging Lockhart’s presence.  Huping spoke for him, “This is 
my father.” 

Without offer any further introduction Huping clapped twice and 
waitresses scurried to the table from hiding spots with food filled 
dishes and several bottles.  When the food and drink were set Huping 
dismissed the servants and they left the room, it would be a private 
conversation. 

“Let’s have a little something before we discuss business,” Zhang 
Huping waved her palms across the table offering the numerous 
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delicacies.  “Would you like something to drink?  There’s a nice French 
Shiraz and a cognac, or if your prefer something Chinese, I can offer 
you a very fine Hunan sorghum spirit.  It’s my father’s favorite,” she 
said nodding to the older man. 

“Excellent, let’s have the baijiu.” Lockhart stood quickly and 
poured four glasses of the clear fiery liquid, offering the first glass to 
Zhang senior.  “To your health Mr. Zhang”, Lockhart said touching the 
top of his glass to the bottom of the elder man’s in a sign of respect and 
sipped the intoxicating drink.  He quickly toasted Zhang Huping and 
Conally next.  “Thank you for your gracious hospitality”. 

Out of the corner of his eye Lockhart noticed a slight nod of 
admiration from the old man.  The American’s uncommon appreciation 
of Chinese etiquette had struck its mark.      

“You are a charming man Mr. Lockhart, it is one of the reasons 
we chose you,” Zhang Huping smiled at him, folded her perfectly 
manicured hands and rested her chin on them.  

“If I may ask, what exactly have you chosen me for?” despite his 
poise, Lockhart was eager to hear the proposal. 

“If I may,” Conally looked at the Zhangs for approval.  When no 
refusal was raised he continued, “Sean, let’s start with you telling us 
just exactly it is that you do.” 

Lockhart paused and then launched into his usual sales pitch, 
“My firm’s a consultancy, we facilitate investments in China; our 
services include market research, policy analysis, partner identification 
and due diligence.  From time to time we also support outward 
investment from China…” 

Conally smiled, “Yes, that’s all very plainly explained on your 
website.  But let’s skip your marketing bullshit and talk about what you 
really do.” 

Lockhart shrugged, “You seem to have your own ideas, let’s hear 
it from you.” 

“Ok.  Essentially what you are is a middleman.  Vast sums of 
money are pouring in and out of China, and you do your best to grab on 
to small pieces of it by trading information or favors.”  Conally leaned 
back and gave Lockhart a challenging look. 

He was right of course; Lockhart wasn’t going to argue against 
the man’s analysis of his business, “That’s one way to put it… so?” 
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“And what is your firm’s most valuable asset?  What 
differentiates you from all the other little start ups that essentially do 
the same thing?”  Lockhart began to answer but was cutoff, “The 
answer is your family name.  Being a Lockhart is very valuable, isn’t?” 

“I suppose so…” 
“Oh don’t be modest.  Your father was vice president of the 

United States, your family controls one of the world’s most valuable 
companies…” 

“Is there a point to all of this?” Lockhart was tired of hearing 
Conally’s summation of him and his business.    

“Yes, here it is.  We need you.  We need a middleman, and in this 
case, a middleman with a famous name supporting him is of 
tremendous value to us.  Sean Lockhart, there are few people in the 
world who can do what we need you to do.” 

“Who exactly is ‘we’ Bob?  So far you and Huping have told me 
almost nothing about yourselves.  I get the impression you’re US 
government, and I won’t tell you my impression of Huping and her 
mysterious way of soliciting my services.”  Lockhart then nodded in 
the direction of Huping’s father, “And what does he have to do with 
any of this, can I assume he’s the one that would be paying my fees if I 
accept your offer?  An offer, by the way, I have still yet to hear.  Do me 
a favor and tell me exactly who you are and what you want.”     

Huping quietly whispered a translation to her father as the two 
Americans spoke.  The old man frowned deeply; the chestnut features 
of his aged face grew dour at Lockhart’s brashness.  

“All right Sean, take it easy,” Conally was diplomatic.  “I just 
needed to put things in context before I sprung it on you.  You are 
right; I am government.  I am a special agent with the FBI, I’ve headed 
the office here for the last three years, my main priority is to liaise with 
Chinese counter parts on trans-national crime; drug and human 
trafficking, terrorism and more recently white collar crimes such as 
embezzlement and money laundering.”  Pointing at Huping’s father, he 
said, “I’ve been cooperating with Vice Minister Zhang Tieying of the 
Ministry of Public Security.”   

Conally pulled his identification from his jacket pocket and slid it 
across the table to Lockhart, who studied it momentarily before sliding 
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it back.  “Sean, we’re asking you to do our two countries an important 
service.” 

 

Chapter 6 
 
 

This wasn’t what Lockhart expected, he didn’t know what to 
expect exactly, but he hadn’t envisioned dinner with the FBI and the 
Ministry of Public Security when he met Huping. 

Conally continued speaking before Lockhart could comment, 
“For the past three decades or so, our two governments have agreed to 
disagree on several topics, most of which include the security of our 
two nations.  Law enforcement is an arena where we are making 
progress, however there is still a long way to go, especially because on 
some occasions we do not all see eye to eye.  This is where you come 
in.” 

“How so?” Lockhart leaned forward in his chair. 
“We need someone to do an errand, it needs to be handled with 

the utmost care and most importantly, it must be done unofficially,” 
Conally continued. 

“Why unofficially?” Lockhart inquired. 
“I’ll get to that.  You should know we are not asking you to do 

anything illegal and that you will be generously paid for your services,” 
Conally paused for affect. 

“How generous?” Lockhart leaned forward eyeing Conally. 
“That depends on you Mr. Lockhart,” Zhang Huping cut in. 
“There’s a base amount, but a sizeable portion of the fees are 

conditional on the amount of recovered stolen funds,” Conally 
continued.   

Lockhart paused and considered for a moment.  “Stolen funds?  
Unofficial errand?  Let’s stop talking generalities, explain to me exactly 
what you have in mind.” 

“I’ll do that.  And while I hate to be cliché, I am afraid I have to 
inform you that this conversation never took place.  If you discuss this 
with anyone outside this room, it will be denied.  Moreover, neither 
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Vice Minister Zhang nor I will be forgiving of the indiscretion,” 
Conally’s eyes burned into Lockhart.  “Do you understand?” 

“Is that a threat?” Lockhart shot back. 
“No, but I want to remind you that this is serious business.  It is 

not a weekend golf game or midnight romp in a brothel,” Conally 
replied coolly. 

Lockhart mused that the American bureaucrat had the usual 
middle-class sensibilities found in government and wondered briefly if 
he had been under surveillance.  Conally seemed to have his mind 
made up about him.  He waved his hand, “Understood, let’s move on.” 

Conally smiled, “Ok, here’s the deal.  The Chinese authorities 
have identified three white-color criminals, embezzlers, living in the 
United Sates.  They would like us to deliver them.  In addition, they 
would like the US’s assistance in recovering some of the stolen funds.” 

“That’s it?” Lockhart was surprised; he had imagined something 
more nefarious was afoot. 

 “Yes, that’s it.  As you are probably aware, China and the United 
States do not have an extradition treaty.  Those in the US critical of 
China are wary of sending political dissidents or non-violent criminals 
back here, where they could possibly be executed or serve life 
sentences performing hard labor in the Chinese gulag.” Conally said. 

“Hougai”, “they deserve it,” Zhang Huping practically spat.  
“Ok, what does Uncle Sam get out of this?  It’s hard to imagine 

it’s just a friendly gesture on our part,” Lockhart asked. 
“Indeed no, there is a quid pro quo.  The State Department has 

identified four dissidents currently in government custody.  If you are 
successful, the dissidents will be released for ‘medical reasons’, and 
their departure for the US has already been arranged.  If you perform 
this service, the current administration will have a major human rights 
victory.  More importantly, Sino-US cooperation in countering trans-
national crime will be furthered. ” Conally looked at Lockhart.  “What 
do you think?” 

“It sounds like a prisoner exchange,” Lockhart quipped. 
Vice Minister Zhang spoke in Mandarin, “Yes, we are 

exchanging one group of troublemakers for another.  However, these 
thieves must be made an example of, we can no longer tolerate the 
looting of our country’s assets.  And we will no longer sit idle while 
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those that steal from us take refuge in nations supposedly friendly to 
China.”  The Vice Minister lit another cigarette and shot Lockhart an 
accusatory look.  

 “How much did they take?” Lockhart asked, noting Zhang 
Tieying’s icy tone. 

“These three are at the top of the list of more than a hundred that 
have fleeced the Chinese government and others in the country over the 
last fifteen years.  Separately, the three have stolen amounts totaling 
well over one billion dollars,” Conally let the outrageous figure sink in. 

Lockhart was incredulous, “They stole over a billion dollars?” 
“Yes, but a lot was recovered already, large portions of that sum 

remained in China to help cover their tracks; enormous bribes were 
paid.  These funds and the officials who received them have already 
been dealt with.  Now, the Ministry of Public Security would like to 
recover more if possible and punish those responsible.”  

 “So, what do I have to do and how much will you pay?” 
Lockhart looked at Vice Minister Zhang, he didn’t talk much but it was 
obvious he was in charge. 

Conally continued, “First, you must convince all three to 
voluntarily leave the United States.  We cannot force them, they all 
have legal residency, and we can’t prove any of them have broken laws 
on US soil.” 

“Where do you want them to go, back to China?” Lockhart 
asked.  “I don’t think any of them would want to come back here 
knowing what’s waiting for them.” 

“That’s not necessary, you just have to convince them to leave, 
Vice Minister Zhang and his people are not particular where they go 
next,” Conally said.   

“I see.  The minute they are out of US jurisdiction, they are going 
to go missing,” Lockhart sighed.  “Why doesn’t the Vice Minister’s 
men pick’m up in the States?  The FBI could look the other way.” 

“No way, first off you can never count on what local law 
enforcement will find out; second, the FBI cannot be seen to be 
complicit in anyway,” Conally countered.  

“This is dirty business.” 
“Sean, they are criminals, and this is a good compromise.  The 

PRC is netting a few high-profile felons and some dissidents will be 
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released from prison.  Moreover, China and the US learn how to get 
along in the era of globalized crime and terror, both our nations will be 
securer.  Best of all, none of it is getting mixed up in anyone’s bullshit 
political agenda.  It makes sense,” Conally was adamant, he sounded 
like a true believer. 

Lockhart wondered what else the fed had vested in the project. 
“Ok, so I convince them that world holds greener pastures than 

the US.  It shouldn’t be hard; I haven’t lived there for years.  What else 
do I have to do?” 

“We already said.  Recover the money from the goddamn 
wangbadan,” Huping said. 

“And how much do you expect me to get from these so-called 
turtle eggs?” Lockhart glibly responded. 

“We’d like you to get at least ten million from each of them, you 
can let them know it’s a ‘tax’,” Conally said.  “But, by all means, try to 
recover more if you think you can.” 

“A tax? How so?” Lockhart shifted in his chair. 
“This is the ugly part Sean,” Conally looked away for a moment.  

“This is where you earn your money.  All of these criminals have 
family, in China or in one case, in the United States.  You will need to 
suggest to them that if some of the money isn’t returned, not only could 
bad things happen to them, but it could happen to their family as well.” 

“No way,” Lockhart said.  “I don’t want any part of that.  It’s one 
thing to go after thieves; it’s another to go after innocents.  Find 
someone else.” 

“I didn’t expect you’d be so squeamish,” Huping laughed coldly.   
“I wasn’t speaking to you princess!  By the way, what’s daddy’s 

little girl doing here anyway?” 
Huping grimaced, ready to attack, Conally interrupted before she 

was able to unsheathe her claws.  “Let’s stay on topic.  Huping will be 
your contact from now on; you will not meet with the Vice Minister 
and I again.  It would be better if you two were civil.” 

“It doesn’t matter, I’m not going to’ do it,” Lockhart growled. 
“We think you will,” Huping countered.  “Tell him the offer 

Conally.” 
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The FBI agent scowled at the woman; he wasn’t about to take 
orders from the spoiled child, no matter who her father was.  Turning 
back to Lockhart he tried to regain his diplomatic composure.  

“Sean, the carrot is two hundred and fifty thousand dollars tax 
free when the targets leave the US, and a point on the funds recovered, 
which is another three hundred thousand or more, depending on how 
much you can convince them to give,” Conally said. 

“The carrot? What’s the stick,” Lockhart stood and leaned across 
the table. 

“Sticks, actually,” Conally said calmly pulling a thin manila 
folder from a briefcase taken from under the table.  He opened it and 
scanned as he spoke.   

“First, you’re a tax evader.  According to the IRS, you haven’t 
filed a return in the last six years.”     

“So what? I’m an expatriate, I’m not earning any taxable income 
in China,” Lockhart said triumphantly. 

“True, as far as we can tell your business is losing money, maybe 
breaking even on a good year.  What do you care?  It seems to be 
nothing more than a hobby with you anyway?  But then there’s your 
trust fund, from which you get the tidy sum of a hundred and fifty 
thousand a year.”  Conally paused to give him a look.   

“It’s good to be a Lockhart.  I wish my family had a few billion 
dollars...  However, it would be better if you paid your capital gains 
taxes, which you have not done since you relocated to China.  You owe 
roughly three hundred and fourteen thousand dollars and face a 
maximum jail sentence of five years.  And I assure you, the federal 
judge we choose will throw the book at you, regardless of who your 
father is.” 

“I think you are underestimating me and the family,” Lockhart 
said. 

“Maybe, maybe not.  Tell me something, if your family is so 
wealthy, why are you living off a measly low six-figure-a-year 
allowance?” Conally paused, waiting for an answer.  Lockhart stared 
back hard and said nothing. 

“Never mind, you don’t have to answer that; I already know.  The 
Lockhart Family Trust.  The trust was created several generations ago 
and its main purpose is to prevent the family’s hard earned fortune 
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from being pissed away by good-for-nothing children.  If I understand 
correctly, you don’t receive any substantial money until the trust’s 
board is convinced that you will contribute to the Lockhart fortune 
instead of bleeding it dry.  You see; the downside of being one of 
America’s most famous families is that you get a lot of press.  You and 
your cousins’ ungenerous circumstances make good copy for the 
tabloids.  So let’s face facts, Lockhart or not, you could use the 
money.” 

Conally let the statement sink in and a carnivorous grin stretched 
across Huping’s aquiline face.  They had him cornered. 

“There’s more,” Huping said.  
“Here’s the other thing.  Your business in China will suddenly 

have its license revoked.  The Vice Minister will see to that.” Conally 
gestured to Zhang Tieying. “This leaves you a tax evader in the States 
and out of business in China,” Conally said.   

“Fuck you,” Lockhart growled. 
“You have a very limit vocabulary, I’d expect more from a Yale 

man.  What’s it gonna’ be, are you ready to put the screws to a few 
felons and make over half a million dollars or do you want to pack up, 
go home a disgrace and do battle with the IRS?” 

“Since you asked so nicely, how can I refuse?”  Lockhart 
mumbled. 

“Sean, I really think you are looking at this the wrong way.  If 
you do your job right, no one is going to get hurt who doesn’t have it 
coming, and you are going to make a hell of a lot of money.” Conally 
tried to soothe Lockhart.   

“Meanwhile I’ve just become a bagman and a heavy for the 
world’s most populous totalitarian state.  No offense intended Vice 
Minister,” Lockhart eyed Zhang Tieying.  The old man either did not 
understand the English statement or chose to ignore it. 

“I’ll take the quarter of a million up front in cash, or there’s no 
deal.”  

“Ha!  Nice try.  You are in no position to demand such terms,” 
Huping slapped the table.  “We will give you a hundred thousand and 
that’s because I know you have a debt to pay besides needing travel 
expenses.” 
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Lockhart slunk in his chair.  Huping knew about his debt to Lulu, 
he began to wonder if she had helped orchestrate some of the previous 
night’s events.  “So you know about Lulu?” 

Huping laughed maliciously, “Mr. Lockhart, you do not 
appreciate who you are dealing with.  Who do you think owns that 
establishment?” 

Lockhart groaned, that explained a lot.  The cold-hearted bitch 
had set him up.  The conversation slipped into Mandarin as the two 
verbally jousted, “And Yang Shifeng, did he have anything to do with 
this?” 

Huping enjoyed revealing the trap, “He’s an old friend.  When I 
found out you two were acquaintances I asked him to bring you to that 
place.  But I must say, you have no one but yourself to blame.  You and 
your friend’s rapacious appetites have helped sink you.” 

Lockhart felt he’d been placed in a vice and was slowly being 
squeezed.  “What about the Mongolian?  Is he a friend of yours too?” 

“Sukhbataar Bayar?”  Huping made distasteful face, “He’s no 
friend of mine…” Her eyes began to sparkle, “But you have made 
yourself a powerful enemy.”  

At the mention of the Mongolian’s name Conally took back 
control of the conversation.  “A piece of advice Sean, the next time you 
get in a brawl in a whorehouse, I suggest you don’t do it with a 
sociopath.” 

“What are you talking about?” Lockhart asked. 
“Bayar is one of the biggest drug runners in Asia; mostly heroin 

and methamphetamines from Myanmar, through China and Mongolia 
to Russia, Korea and Japan.  He’s also a real vicious bastard, he’s had 
countless people killed.” 

“Oh shit,” Lockhart cursed.  
“Oh shit is right, you just picked a fight with Mongolia’s 

Scarface,” Conally laughed.  “You should be more thankful that we 
came along,” he stood up and patted Lockhart on the shoulder. 

“Give’m the money,” Conally told Huping. 
Huping sat up from the table and pulled a large envelope from an 

antique wooden box on a sideboard.  Dropping it on the marble surface, 
it made a low papery thud before she forcefully pushed it across the 
table.   
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“Here, this will be useful.” Conally pulled a small flash memory 
stick from his suit jacket and tossed it on the table. 

Lockhart scooped it up.  “What’s this?” 
“Intelligence; files on your targets, including their backgrounds, 

locations, daily routines and detailed financial records.  We already 
have fairly complete banking records; use that as leverage for 
extracting the money from them.  You have a week to convince…  
What did Huping call them, the ‘wangbadan’?  If you can’t convince 
them to payback some of the money and leave the US within that time I 
expect you won’t be able to get it done at all.” 

“Anything else?” 
“No,” Conally replied. 
“You can go,” Huping gleamed. 
“Don’t fail!” the Vice Minister grunted.  
 

*** 
 
 After Lockhart left the private dining room on the top floor of 

the Vermillion Dragon, the three figures sat quietly for a moment.  A 
thin cloud of apprehension filled the room.  

Conally broke the silence.  “Well, what do you think?” 
“He seems capable enough.  Will his family be a problem?” the 

Vice Minister asked. 
“No father, they will want to distance themselves from his 

actions,” Huping replied.  “And when it’s over, what can they do 
besides make some inquiries which will be politely rebuffed from our 
government?” 

“I agree.  According to my sources, the guy is well known as a 
black sheep in the family.  It was just a matter of time before he got 
caught up in something unseemly.” 

“Yes, and now we have the good fortune of being able to tie 
Lockhart with Sukhbataar Bayar,” Huping said.  

“Yes, how were we able to orchestrate that?” the Vice Minister 
asked his daughter with an admiring glint in his eye. 

“Luck, father.  Mr. Lockhart was stupid enough to find that 
trouble all by himself,” she said, remorseful she could not take more 
credit. 
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Conally quipped, “It is fortunate timing, but privileged sons like 
Lockhart tend to think they are invincible.  Now we happen to have the 
opportunity to prove him wrong.”  

 
 

Chapter 7 
 
 

Before reforms in the 1980s spurred China to becoming an 
exporting powerhouse and economic miracle, Dashanzi was a 500,000 
square meter sprawling former factory site in northeastern Beijing.  It 
housed electronics manufacturing facilities for China’s military 
industrial complex and heavy other industry that was the backbone of 
the country’s socialist economy.  The shady streets of the complex 
were once populated by nearly twenty thousand factory workers clad in 
faded blue Mao-suits and surrounded by walls bearing Communist 
slogans in large red characters— ‘Serve the People’, ‘Long Live 
Chairman Mao Zedong and the Communist Party of China’, the ‘East is 
Red and Glorious’.   

As a model work unit Dashanzi boasted high-end living quarters 
and benefits for its workers; including virtually free rent, an orchestra, 
literary, sports and social clubs, and an extensive health clinic.  It also 
manned a volunteer military force equipped with heavy weapons and 
anti-aircraft guns.   

New visitors to Dashanzi understand the bygone era of socialist 
fantasies and Orwellian fears is deader than Marx.  The series of 
Bauhaus-style brick and concrete structures with swooping arcs and 
giant windows laid dormant through most of 1980s while their 
machines rusted inside.  The complex had become an inflated and 
atrophied relic.  But, with China’s opening economy and social 
evolutions, avant-garde artists and a few entrepreneurs gravitated 
towards the spacious, cheap buildings and transformed them into artist 
studios, galleries, nightclubs, cafes and offices. The workers’ paradise 
gave way to a haven for pseudo-intellectuals, commercial artists and 
young, hip Beijingers looking for an alternative to the homogenized 
culture approved by government censors and a flood of Western pop 
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entertainment bearing little relevance to a Chinese reality.  Mixing 
Soviet influences with Cultural Revolution kitsch and modern art, the 
former factory complex turned artist colony has become a commentary 
on the country’s Long March into the twenty-first century. 

 Lockhart’s office and home was located in one of the quieter 
corners of Dashanzi.  After a silent ride back to his residence, Mr. Gu 
dropped off Lockhart at the curb in front of his building.  One of the 
earliest residents of Dashanzi, Lockhart had found an old two-story tool 
shop and converted it into a spacious office on the first level and a loft 
apartment on the second. He punched an eight-digit code into the 
security panel at the front door and let himself into the building’s foyer.  
Large glass double doors with “Lockhart Investment Consulting” 
painted on them led into the office; to the side of them was a heavy, 
reinforced unmarked door.  Next to the door was another security 
panel, Lockhart punched in a second series of numbers and then passed 
a magnetic card across a reader mounted on the wall.  The door lock 
sounded an electric click and he turned the handle to let himself into the 
narrow staircase leading up to his apartment. 

The living space resembled a single occupant fraternity house.  
The twelve hundred square foot loft was wide open except for a large 
bathroom set off in one corner of the apartment.  Other than a scattering 
of assorted modern furniture and a few traditional Chinese pieces, the 
room held an impressive array of electronics, including a 74-inch LCD 
television mounted on the wall complete with a surround-sound system 
and woofers the size of small coffins.  A well equipped home gym, 
including a treadmill, weight bench and assorted free weights was 
positioned along one wall.  Next to the gym area was a foosball table 
and a large net for driving golf balls.  Alongside the net stood two pro-
sized golf bags overflowing with clubs and other equipment.  The faux 
astro-turf tee-area in front of the net, and half the room, was littered 
with golf balls and a few scattered empty Tsingtao bottles. 

Lockhart crashed on to the bed in an uncluttered corner of the 
room and let out a long, deep sigh.  The best thing that could be said 
about the day was that it was over.  He took the large manila folder 
holding the hundred thousand dollars and placed it under his pillow for 
safekeeping.  Fishing into his pants he found his Blackberry, thought a 
moment and then began typing furiously.   Re-visiting the online sports 
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book, he doubled his bet on the Yankees and fell asleep waiting for the 
expected automated response confirming his wager. 

Outside Lockhart’s building, a figure sat behind a ten-foot paper 
Mache modern sculpture of a Fuhua, the Beijing Olympic mascots that 
still litter the city in unexpected places.  The figure fixed his eyes on 
Lockhart’s windows, lit a cigarette and waited. 

 
*** 

 
Lockhart awoke as the sun crept across the floor through the 

large windowpanes on the eastern side of the room and filled the loft 
with Beijing’s morning hazy-gray sunlight.  Instinctively his hands 
swept through the sheets and to the nightstand searching for the 
Blackberry, finding it he checked for overnight messages.  There were 
a few emails from clients and potential business leads, but nothing that 
kept his attention.  The message he expected was not there. 

“Christ…” he mutter and yawned deeply. 
Lockhart lay in bed for a moment collecting his thoughts.  He had 

a day full of meetings to get through, starting first with Tommy Sutton.  
On top of all of that, he also needed to make plans to visit multi-
millionaire embezzlers in the United States and coerce them into 
returning their ill-gotten fortunes.  At some point he also needed to 
square his debt with Lulu. 

 Weighing his options, he decided he could deal with the client 
and his debt today, and then catch one of the daily flights to New York 
the following morning.  His mind made up he grabbed his Blackberry 
and shot off an email to his assistant Ms. Xu requesting her to book the 
flight and rent a car. 

His first order of business out of the way, Lockhart rolled out of 
bed landing on his hands and feet.  Rapidly he pound out fifty push-ups 
and stood up.  He was still in a morning fog, but a little more exercise 
would cure that.  After throwing on a pair of running shorts and 
sneakers he moved to the treadmill.  Pacing himself he jogged steadily 
for thirty minutes before hitting the shower. 

  Dressed in chinos, loafers and a sports jacket, with a leather 
briefcase in his hand, Lockhart trotted downstairs to his office ready to 
face the day.  It was only 8:00am and the small business was already 
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buzzing with activity.   Mr. Gu was perched by the front door in his 
favorite chair sipping tea and beginning to work his way through his 
usual stack of daily newspapers.  The driver looked up from his pages 
and caught Lockhart’s eye to inquire if they were setting out right way.  
After receiving a cordial good morning nod, and seeing the laoban, or 
boss, head into the office he re-focused his attention on the paper.  Mr. 
Gu would remain there until Lockhart needed him to drive.  

The first and largest desk in the main office area was Ms. Xu’s, 
the office manager.  It was empty; her hours tended to resemble that of 
a pensioned banker.  She paid the bills, arranged Lockhart’s calendar, 
and kept the rest of the staff in line, except for Kelley; her nemesis and 
the lynch pin of the consulting firm. 

The shapely and bespectacled Kelley Willis was a self-exiled 
Harvard PhD candidate in China’s political economy.  At twenty-nine, 
she left Boston two years earlier to finish her doctorial research in 
Beijing.  During a long night’s binge, Lockhart met Kelley in a bar in 
Sanlitun, the epicenter of Beijing nightlife.  He was struck by her 
beauty and then realized she had brains.  After making several failed 
advances to invite her home, he gave up and offered her a job instead.  

A prodigy with the Chinese language and research, Kelley 
quickly took over Lockhart’s business.  Through her own acumen and 
the diligence of her team, the young woman was able to source and 
disseminate more market intelligence on China than the Wall Street 
Journal and provide strategic counsel on par with an over-priced, 
name-brand firm.   The team comprised of an ex-news editor from the 
Beijing Daily News, a lawyer, a former mid-level director from the 
Ministry of Commerce and a small revolving crop of junior staff and 
graduate school interns. 

Kelley’s ability and tenacity doubled the consultancy’s revenue 
in a year.  As a reward, Lockhart quadrupled her paltry salary and 
promoted her from researcher to vice president.  The American 
woman’s rapid ascent in the company ruffled feathers among almost all 
the staff.  However, after Lockhart showed them the numbers and 
described their increased New Year’s bonuses she became a favorite 
with everyone except Ms. Xu. 

The two women competed for control of the office nominally run 
by the absentee Lockhart.  Although Kelley had talent and ambition, 
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Ms. Xu held a more traditional source of power in China, clerical 
authority.  The older woman was in control of the all-important 
company chop.  The red circular stamp was the company’s legal seal 
and signature.  Without it, no binding decision was executed, including 
payroll, contracts and large purchases.  On occasion, when Ms. Xu felt 
Kelley overstepped her boundaries, the younger woman found herself 
rewriting and resubmitting multiple versions of documents before Ms. 
Xu chopped them.  This usually happened to the delight of onlookers in 
the office who were entertained by the passive aggressive battle of 
slamming desk drawers, whispered curses and flying papers and pens, 
but never an outburst that could cause either to lose face. 

Lockhart never interceded in the disputes.  He was rarely in the 
office to do so.  Moreover, he strategically ignored the feuding staff 
members; he had no desire to get in between the two.  In truth, he liked 
the balance of power in the office. 

He passed Kelley on the way to his private office; she was busily 
drafting a document at her workstation.  On either side of her were 
haggard looking staff members frantically pouring over official 
statistical yearbooks and cross-referencing the data on government 
websites.  The scene had an air of an impending deadline.  Hearing his 
footsteps Kelley looked up and smiled. 

“Great, you are here.  I need you to check with your sources at 
PetroChina, Sinopec and the NDRC about the proposed natural gas 
pipelines in Sichuan.  Officially they are slated to go operational in the 
summer of 2011, but the client wants to know if they are going to make 
that deadline.  Considering the enormous devastation caused by the 
recent earthquake and turnover in the provincial government, it’s 
possible this project could run a year or two late and go way over 
budget.  Of course, I don’t have to explain to you this would be a boon 
to our client who…” 

Lockhart cut her off.  “I’ll see what I can do.  In the meantime do 
you think you could clear your schedule for the next few days to 
babysit Tommy Sutton?” 

Kelley was apocalyptic.  “Sean, you can’t be serious!  We have 
the quarterly reports due to two clients this week and need to prepare 
for next week’s client CEO briefing.” 
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Lockhart paused for a moment; he didn’t know what she was 
talking about. 

  “Really?  Do you think you can find someone else to cover 
those, I need Tommy to be taken care of, I’m going to New York 
tomorrow and…” 

“What!  When did you decide you are going to New York?  
When will you be back?  Will you still give the briefing on Monday?  I 
really need that pipeline information by Friday.” 

“Something’s come up, I’m not sure if I’ll be able to do any of 
that.  Let me know if you need more foot soldiers, I’ll approve the 
hiring of any researchers or whatever else you need…”  

Lockhart began retreating into his office; he did not wish to be 
confronted by his best employee.  She was usually right about 
everything, but that did not change the fact that Conally, Huping and 
the Vice Minister had rearranged all of Lockhart’s priorities. 

Kelley scowled, “We are going to have to talk about this, we 
can’t go on this way.  Sean you are supposed to be running a business.” 

“Uh huh,” Lockhart said as he closed the door on Kelley. 
Alone in his office, Lockhart flipped open his laptop and began 

checking emails.  He scanned a few that came in overnight and a heavy 
backlog of neglected emails, forwarding the majority of them to staff 
members with terse instructions which included “do it”, “handle it”, 
“check into this”, “how the hell did this happen? talk to Kelley 
ASAP!”, “no fucking way” and “tell them to politely drop dead”.  After 
forty minutes of intensive business correspondence Lockhart grew 
impatient and dumped the remaining twenty-odd emails in one and 
forwarded it to Kelley with the subject heading “sort these out”. 

Lockhart realized the terrible burden he had just placed on Kelley 
on top of her existing workload, he began mulling over how to make it 
up to her when his office door burst open. 

“Are you kidding me?” Kelley held her open laptop in one hand 
and pointed the other at Lockhart.  “Are you willfully trying to run this 
place into the ground or do you just not give a fuck?” 

Shocked at her own insubordination and the scene she was 
making Kelley quickly turned on the balls of her feet and closed he 
door behind her. Lockhart saw that some of the wind left her sails after 
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the immediate outburst and paused a moment to let her collect herself 
before replying. 

“I would never purposely destroy this business, I don’t know how 
else I’d fill my days.” 

Her anger returning she replied, “You mean other than drinking 
and playing golf?” 

“Both of which are legitimate business expenses.  Now sit down 
and try to pretend I’m your boss.  What can I do for you?”  Kelley 
might always be right, but no matter what, the name on the shingle 
outside the office was still his. 

She took a seat and lowered her voice.   
“As I said, we need to contact the folks in the natural gas 

industry, someone has to give the briefing to our client’s CEO and we 
have about half a dozen quarterly market reports to send out next week, 
on top of all of that you just dumped a couple dozen emails on me…” 

He cut her off.  “I’ll send you the contact info of the people I 
know who can provide some insight on the pipeline, mention my name, 
buy them an expensive dinner and charge it to the client if you have to.  
Next, you are more than capable of briefing the CEO; just remember 
that while he might run a multi-billion dollar company, he doesn’t 
know shit about China, you do.  You’ll be fine.  And push quarterly 
reports off to someone else, hire an native English-speaking exchange 
student to do the editing and let me know if you have any other 
suggestions for new staff.”   

 Kelley gazed at Lockhart.  “You think it’s all that easy?” 
“I didn’t say it was easy, it’ll be damn hard.  But I just told you 

how it could be done.  You’re smart, you can do it.”  Behind his desk, 
Lockhart reached into his briefcase for the envelope containing the 
money Huping gave him and began counting bills. 

Abashed, Kelley began to stammer.  “Well… thank you for the 
confidence, but…” 

“Shhhhh… hold on a second.  Lose that thought.”  He continued 
counting through a ten thousand dollar bundle, flipping through 
hundred dollar bills until he had fifty of them.   

“OK, here you go,” he said sliding the money across his desk. 
“You’ve been working pretty hard, and in the next week or two I’m 
gonna’ ask you to do more…” 
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“Jeeeezus…” she muttered when she saw the thick stack of large 
bills.  

“That’s an unscheduled bonus for keeping this sinking ship 
together this long, keep it up!” he said smiling.  It wasn’t everyday that 
he got to be so generous with his staff; Lockhart enjoyed it.  

“Oh my god, I could kiss you,” Kelley blurted and then realized 
the faux pas.   

Shocked, Lockhart shot her a look. 
“But I sure as hell won’t.  Thanks!”  She said. 
“Hold on a second,” Lockhart counted out three thousand-dollar 

piles on the desk.  “Give these to the senior team, I’ll be expecting a lot 
more out of them in the next few weeks as well.  Tell them there’s 
more where that came from if they do a good job.  I’ll take care of Ms. 
Xu as well.” 

“Where’d all the money come from?  You win a bet or did 
someone die?” she looked at him accusingly. 

“Nice.  It just so happens we have a new client and they paid up 
front,” he said. 

“What kind of client pays up front in cash?”  Kelley was wary. 
Regretting he had said anything, Lockhart thought for a moment, 

and chose his words carefully, “The kind that’s wealthy and wishes to 
be anonymous.  Don’t worry this is just some due diligence for a 
private equity firm, they want me to check up on a few potential 
business partners.” 

“Ok, what can I do to help?” 
“I got it covered.  You just mind the store until I get back.  I’ll be 

in New York for about a week contacting some friends”.  He said 
grabbing his Blackberry and laptop computer off his desk and heading 
for the door. 

“This doesn’t sound right, are you sure about this?” Kelley said 
as he made his way out of the office door. 

Ignoring her, he shot Mr. Gu a look that meant “Let’s go now!”  
Lockhart did not want to hang around and answer more questions. 
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Chapter 8 
 

 
Lockhart arrived at the China World Hotel late in the morning, a 

few minutes prior to a pre-arranged breakfast meeting with Tommy.  
After Mr. Gu dropped him off he sent his driver to Lulu’s with an 
envelope of cash to pay the remainder of the debt.  He called the 
Madame ahead of time and told her to expect the payment. 

Calling the client on his mobile phone from the lobby, Lockhart 
was not surprised to hear a very hoarse and groggy voice on the phone.  
Obviously the mid-western plumbing fixtures executive had had 
another very late night. 

“Sorry Sean, can we pushed back breakfast for an hour or so?  I 
hate to keep you waiting, but I need to collect myself.  Yang kept me 
out until early this morning.” Tommy grumbled. 

  Lockhart let out a mischievous chuckled.  “Sure no problem.  
Did you have fun?” 

“Oh God, yeah I guess so.  I can see why you would live here,” 
he said. 

“I’ll wait for you in the café, call my mobile if you need 
anything,” Lockhart hung up.  Assuming Tommy would likely turnover 
and fall back asleep Lockhart settled in at the lobby restaurant and 
prepared to be there for the next few hours.  He picked a few light 
dishes from the buffet and washed them down with several cups of 
coffee.  After eating he brought out his laptop and reviewed the files 
given to him by Conally.   

He was surprised to see that the files were an accumulation of 
FBI and PSB files.  The possession of classified US documents and 
Chinese state secrets would probably be enough to get him arrested and 
thrown in prison for several years in either country.   Nevertheless, he 
marveled at the extensive intelligence on the three subjects.  The files 
had detailed background information, current surveillance records and 
financials.  The term wangbadan, as Zhang Huping so colorfully 
referred to the criminals literally translates to ‘turtle eggs’ and has the 
connotation ‘sons of whores’.  Lockhart was beginning to understand 
why the Chinese curse was so vehemently applied to the eclectic group 
of white-collar criminals.  The three had systematically manipulated 
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weaknesses in the Chine political and economic systems to steal 
hundreds of millions of dollars and move their ill-gotten gains offshore.  

Fang Lihui, the highest ranking and most successful thief of the 
lot was a leading provincial Party member and former vice mayor in 
Shenyang, an industrial city in China’s northeast.  According to the 
files, during his seven-year tenure in his post Fang was able to 
accumulate a vast fortune through a series of bribes, illegal loans from 
state banks and looting of state-owned assets.  The Chinese government 
estimated that Fang built a six hundred million dollar illicit empire 
before he quietly slipped out of the country with an undetermined 
amount of the funds three years earlier.  Although the authorities had 
long suspected Fang was corrupt, his political ties to the highest 
echelons of the Party apparatus, astute control over his network 
throughout Liaoning province and ability to cover his tracks made him 
practically untouchable.  Lockhart was surprised to read that a 
investigative team sent from Beijing to look into allegations of 
corruption in Shenyang died in a fire at a Shenyang hotel, a second 
team was never sent.  Fang must have deftly pulled some strings. 

However, a sweeping corruption scandal in Liaoning a year after 
he left China unearthed the extent of Fang’s crimes.  Apparently his 
replacement as vice mayor was not so adept at keeping the wolves at 
bay.  Once the extent of Fang’s economic crimes were realized he was 
one of China’s most wanted men, but by that time he was safely in the 
United States. 

If Fang was a case study in official corruption in China, Reggie 
Xin was an equal example of crime in the country’s freewheeling 
market economy.  The youngest of the group, Reggie was only in his 
mid thirties, however in less than five years as a real-estate developer in 
Shanghai he was able to pilfer over three hundred million dollars.  The 
son of a Shanghai Party boss and a graduate of Wharton, Reggie had 
the connections and financial savvy to make an illegal fortune in 
Shanghai’s booming property market.   

Using his father’s connections, Reggie took unsecured loans from 
state banks and bought distressed properties in Shanghai months or 
years before local major infrastructure projects were announced.  Once 
work began on new subway lines, highways and other major projects, 
the property values skyrocketed.  The purchases were made on behalf 
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of his father and his cronies, so that the local officials could cash in on 
the glitzy city’s development.  However, Reggie had other ideas.  As 
the middleman in the transactions and the front for the scheme, he 
controlled all the money, doling out profits intermittently.  The partners 
trusted Reggie’s father and felt relatively safe with his son.  This turned 
out to be a mistake.  Leveraging the value of the properties, Reggie 
borrowed tens of millions more and placed the cash in Bahamian 
banks.  Next, as private equity from Asia flooded into the Shanghai’s 
skyrocketing market, unbeknownst to his partners Reggie began selling 
off the properties.   

Not satisfied with merely selling the mortgaged properties once, 
Reggie bribed officials at the municipal land office to fake documents, 
and sold the same properties multiple times.  While Reggie worked his 
plan, he satisfied his father and the partners with the occasional bag of 
cash, five million here and ten million there, no one but Reggie had an 
inkling of the vast sums at play.  Meanwhile he kept investors mollified 
with forged documents and access to his father and other local officials.  
On the surface everything looked as if it was running well. 

Reggie was smart enough to know he was living on borrowed 
time.  After skirting hundreds of millions offshore he took a business 
trip to the States and never returned.   Within weeks of his departure the 
house of cards collapsed.  Investors clamored for their properties, 
Reggie’s father and his friends began trying to find the money and the 
Shanghai Party Disciplinary Commission began investigating.  One 
morning, Lao Xin, Reggie’s father, was found in an alleyway behind 
his apartment building with his skull splattered across the pavement.  
Officially he leapt from a window in his home; unofficially the 
investigators suspected his business partners helped the old man off the 
ledge.  

Lockhart glanced at his watch; it had been over an hour since he 
last spoke to Tommy.  Fascinated by the accounts within the files he 
shifted through more pages and read on.  Two tables behind Lockhart 
in the café sat three men, passing the time sipping tea and smoking.  
None spoke.  Their eyes never left Lockhart. 

Opening the last of the three files, Lockhart saw a picture of a 
frail, balding man in his early eighties with large eyeglasses.  
According to the portfolio, Wang Jin had been a foot soldier in the 
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Chinese Revolution.  Orphaned in a Japanese attack in his native 
Shandong province, he joined the Communists when he was twelve 
years old.  By sixteen he was a party member and guerilla soldier in the 
partisan warfare raging across China’s countryside.  In 1949 he 
marched into Beijing as part of the victorious forces led by General 
Zhu De.   After the war, the gifted young man won a scholarship and 
studied economics and finance at Tsinghua University in Beijing.  He 
was a member of one of the first graduating classes after the founding 
of the People’s Republic.   

The following thirty years of the man’s life was an account of the 
political turmoil and bloody purges that were the trademark of the Mao 
era.   In 1958 Wang was imprisoned in the first anti-rightist campaign 
and spent three years in a labor camp working in the western province 
of Qinghai.  After the political winds shifted and his so-called 
rehabilitation, Wang returned to Beijing to work in the People’s Bank 
of China, helping implement economic reforms under the new 
Chairman Liu Shaoqi and the up and coming Deng Xiaoping.  Eight 
years later in the chaos of the Cultural Revolution, Wang was 
denounced as a ‘capitalist roader’ and tortured by colleagues and 
school children to the point of mental collapse.  After slicing his wrists 
in a failed suicide attempt Wang recuperated in a hospital for several 
weeks before being resent to a labor camp, this time on China’s 
northern border across from Siberia.   Wang’s second internment lasted 
nine years. 

Returning to Beijing in 1979, Wang convalesced for two years 
from the ravages of prison life until he was called upon by the State 
once more.  Working under the Ministry of Finance, the accounting and 
economics expert was part of teams charged by Deng to plan and 
operate the Special Economic Zones.  These economic incubating units 
were China’s first experiments in open markets and quickly became the 
model for China’s export-driven growth a decade later.   With the 
tumultuous political and ideological struggles under Mao relegated to 
the dustbin, Wang rose through the ranks of the State’s financial 
bureaucracy.  In 1991, the aging official became a Director of the 
Securities Regulatory Commission and assisted in overseeing the 
Shanghai Stock Exchange.  For the remaining four years of his official 
career he carried out his duties in the post without incident.   
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Short of financial expertise, the Commission invited Wang to 
stay on after retirement in an unofficial capacity for another few years 
as a consultant.  During this time the former revolutionary and 
pensioned bureaucrat is suspected of illegally earning in excess of one 
hundred million dollars in insider trading and bribes.  While not only 
privy to secret information such as when and how the State would 
manipulate the market by dumping shares of state-owned companies or 
injecting new capital into the market, Wang was in fact an architect of 
some the schemes to manage China’s fledgling stock market and 
promote its growth to wary investors.  Wang used this information to 
buy and sell stocks and support cronies.   

At the age of seventy-one, Wang quietly relinquished his role as a 
consultant and he and his wife moved to the United States to join their 
granddaughter who moved there as a university student and never 
returned.  The file did not disclose how Wang’s crimes were 
discovered. 

 
*** 

 
Tommy rambled into the hotel restaurant at nearly noon, over 

two hours since he and Lockhart last spoke.  The tall burly man had 
dark circles under his eyes and he moved slowly on his feet.  Obviously 
embarrassed he motioned Lockhart not to get up to greet him as he took 
his seat at the table. 

“I’m sorry as hell, it’s really bad manners to keep you waiting 
Sean,” he said flagging down a waitress and ordering a Coke with lots 
of ice.   

Lockhart waved it off “No worries, I’m just happy you are having 
a good time in Beijing.” 

Tommy let out a hardy guffaw.  “I’ll say I am, I’ve never had a 
time like this before.”  The big man paused a moment turning serious.  
A look of remorse developed on his face  “I hope what happened the 
night stays just between the two of us.  I don’t make a habit out of that 
sort of behavior.”   

“Of course, I’m in the business of keeping my clients’ secrets 
Tommy.  I wouldn’t be much valued any other way,” Lockhart said.  
“But speaking of the other night, we rang up a very large bill, how shall 
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I place this as an expense on your bill?  I am pleased to describe it in 
anyway that’s most convenient for you.” 

Tommy raised a hand to signal for Lockhart to stop talking, 
“Nothing happened the other night, do you understand?  After dinner I 
went straight back to my hotel room.” 

Lockhart was taken aback; he wasn’t expecting to have to have to 
play these games.  “Look, I understand it’s an uncomfortable situation, 
but…” 

Tommy was angst ridden.  “Sean, not only is there no way the 
company will eat that expense, I have a reputation back home.  I’m a 
family man.  I go to church.  If people knew…” 

Lockhart was taken aback; Beijing’s expatriate community was 
generally not a God-fearing community with middle-class virtues.  He 
knew of enough affairs, whore mongering and substance abuse among 
the business people, diplomats and reporters in Beijing to make the 
Chinese capitol look like a rival to Hollywood.  The city was awash 
with new money, few scruples and thousands of foreigners a long way 
from home.  The neuvo-rich Chinese were enjoying the spoils of a 
booming economy and opening society, and the laowai were along for 
the ride. 

“But this is fifty thousand dollars we’re talking about.  How can 
you expect me pay that myself?” Lockhart wasn’t surprised by 
Tommy’s refusal, but angry nonetheless. 

Tommy thought for a moment, “I’ll make it up to you, we can 
send some more business your way, maybe I could invite you to 
participate in helping us build a market entry plan and presenting it to 
our board.  What would your firm charge for that?” 

Lockhart smiled, “Well, considering the circumstances, let’s say 
three hundred and fifty thousand dollars.  Can you make that happen?” 

Tommy shrugged, “I think I can.  Can I trust you never to 
mention this subject again?” 

Lockhart looked at Tommy in the eye and said, “To use a popular 
expression these days… what happens in China stays in China.” 

“Ok, that’s good to hear,” Tommy said re-assured.   
Feeling more at ease Tommy studied the menu and ordered a 

breakfast.  Lockhart waited until the food arrived and his client had a 
mouthful of eggs Benedict before he broke the news. 
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“I’m leaving for New York tomorrow morning, I’ve arranged for 
my team to take care of everything while…” 

“New York!” Tommy chocked.  “I thought we were to meet with 
more potential partners and visit factories in the south.  I’ve come along 
way and spent a lot of money and time preparing for this trip.  Now you 
are going to New York?”  Tommy’s heavy hand slammed the table. 

The waitress and a few fellow patrons looked nervously at the 
large American throwing a temper tantrum.  Lockhart was surprised at 
the outburst. 

“It’s okay, the plans haven’t changed; you are in good hands with 
my team.  I’ll introduce you to them this afternoon at the market 
briefing,” Lockhart cajoled his client, marveling at how quickly his 
mood changed. 

“Fine, but I don’t appreciate the bait and switch.  I thought you 
were handling my account personally.” 

“Tommy, I had planned to, but something unexpected and very 
urgent has come up.  I must go to New York; it can’t be helped.  I 
appreciate your understanding and I expect you to be fully satisfied 
with our services,” Lockhart said firmly.  He was in no mood to 
kowtow to a whining client, especially after doing him a favor and 
putting himself into a fifty thousand dollar hole. 

The sulking Ohioan sat for a moment and contemplated his 
options.  “Your team better be very good.” 

Lockhart smiled, “Trust me, they usually do all the work anyway. 
They know a lot more than I do.” 

Momentarily mollified Tommy looked for the waitress, “Forget 
it.” 

   Tommy finished his breakfast and Lockhart drank more coffee 
as he summarized what Tommy would hear during the briefing later in 
the day. Afterwards Lockhart excused himself and headed for the 
restroom, Tommy ordered another Coke and waited.  Lockhart passed 
the three men smoking and drinking tea at a nearby table on his way 
out of the café.  They were Asian, dark complexioned, large and 
dressed in expensive suits more appropriate for a nightclub than a 
boardroom.  They were out of place in the hotel café, none of them 
looked at him as he passed, almost as if they intentionally tried to keep 
their eyes off him.   
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Lockhart exited the café, walked across the enormous lobby and 
found a hotel staff member.  As he got her attention to ask the woman a 
few innocuous questions he pivoted his stance so that the café’s exit 
was in his peripheral view.  Seconds later he saw the three men exit the 
café and walk in his direction.  They stopped in their tracks when they 
saw Lockhart loitering in the lobby and circled around each other to 
speak.  This was an unwelcome surprise; these men were following him 
and they didn’t look friendly. 

The China World Hotel is a favorite venue for conferences, trade 
shows and other business gatherings in Beijing.  Lockhart was on 
familiar ground and knew how to use it to his advantage.  Without 
giving the men a second glance he thanked the woman and headed for 
the escalators descending to the labyrinth of function rooms in the 
hotel’s sub levels.  Making his was through broad hotel hallways he 
caught a glimpse in a mirror of the trio behind him; they were closing 
on him and making no effort to be subtle about it.  He quickened his 
pace to extend his lead by a few seconds, while still in line of site he 
abruptly turned and slipped through a service doorway. 

The doorway led to a series of access halls serving the function 
rooms and connected to store rooms and freight elevators.  Lockhart 
had used it previously when accompanying VIPs with security details 
that avoided public spaces whenever possible.  The underground 
parking garage could be reached from access hallways and was more 
secure.  

Lockhart was in luck, he noticed right away no hotel staff was in 
the hallway and there were no security cameras in sight; they were 
probably only located in public areas where guests gathered and 
moved.  He also saw there was something hanging on the wall that 
would be handy; he grabbed it and took position alongside the 
doorway.  When the door opened inward he was behind it.  The three 
men walked in, turned their heads up and down the hall looking for 
Lockhart. 

“Hi guys.” 
They turned and were surprised to be met by a gaping muzzle 

directed at eye level.  Lockhart blasted them.  A high-pressure stream 
of fire retardant foam jetted from the fire extinguisher and covered their 
faces.  The men coughed, choked and tried to wipe their eyes clean of 



 66 

the stinging white foam.  Lockhart picked a target and swung the heavy 
canister with all his strength, cracking one of the men in the skull.  The 
man dropped as the hallway rang with the dull bell sound of impact.  
The man’s two companions were still struggling to clear their vision 
and their mouths of the disgusting chemical residue when Lockhart 
placed a viscous kick at one of them in the crotch.  The kick lifted the 
man off the ground and ruptured a testicle; he curled on the ground and 
vomited. 

The remaining man swung wildly hoping to ward off an attack, 
Lockhart easily grabbed his arm and wrenched it behind up and behind 
his back in a chicken wing.  The man screamed in anguish as Lockhart 
forced the joint to near breaking point. 

“English or Chinese” Lockhart asked him in two languages. 
The man replied in accented Mandarin. 
“Did Bayar Sukhbataar send you?” 
The main didn’t confirm Lockhart’s suspicion until he forced the 

issue by pushing his arm further back and was rewarded with a scream. 
“Where is he right now?” when he got the answer Lockhart 

pushed the arm hard and broke it neatly.  
“I’ll be sure to tell your boss what a great job you three did.” 

Lockhart searched the men; they didn’t try to stop him.  He found a 
collection of knives; one of them had a meat cleaver in a sheath under 
his arm.  The weapons were thrown in a nearby garbage bin.  He also 
found mobile phones, several thousand yuan in cash in their wallets, 
and identification.  Lockhart pocketed the cash and wallets then 
stomped the phones to pieces.  He left the access hallway and looked to 
see if anyone heard the ruckus.  The fight occurred in a discreet corner 
of the large luxury hotel; no one had been in earshot of the combat.  He 
took a few moments in a nearby restroom to clean up and pull himself 
together before returning to the café.   

“What took you so long?  Everything okay?” Tommy asked. 
“Everything’s fine, but I’m afraid I have to leave early.  Please 

finish your meal, Mr. Gu can take you to my office and I can meet you 
there in about an hour or so. Unfortunately I need to run a quick errand 
right away.”   

Lockhart pulled out his mobile phone and sent a quick message 
to Mr. Gu, who responded immediately. 
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“He’ll be here in a few minutes,” Lockhart said. 
Tommy was annoyed but figured there wasn’t anything he could 

do about it; his consultant obviously had plans of his own.  “Okay, I’ll 
see you later.” 

 
*** 

 
The Raffles Hotel was only a fifteen-minute cab ride away in 

midday.  Arriving at the front desk, Lockhart asked to place a call to 
Sukhbataar Bayar’s suite.  The woman behind the desk pleasantly 
obliged. 

“Weeeeiiiii….” a man answered in the traditional Chinese 
telephone greeting. 

“Bayar?” Lockhart asked. 
“Who is calling?” the voiced said. 
“It’s Sean Lockhart.” 
There was a moment of dead air on the phone before the voice 

came back online.  “We will send someone down immediately.” 
“No, I’ll come up.  I want to see Bayar personally,” Lockhart 

said. 
Again there was dead air, several seconds passed before the voice 

returned.  “All right, suite 2304.” 
Lockhart hung up the phone and headed towards the elevators. 
Arriving at the suite, Lockhart knocked forcefully on the door 

twice.  Another flunky in an ugly suit opened it; Lockhart entered the 
room.   Bayar sat in a leather easy chair in the far side of the room, he 
didn’t get up, only motioned for Lockhart to come to him. 

“Why are you here?” the man growled. 
 “I didn’t like the three men you had following me, so I took care 

of them.  Unfortunately things got a little rough,” Lockhart said flatly, 
and tossed the men’s wallets on a coffee table. 

The flunky snatched the wallets, scanned their IDs then nodded 
in confirmation; they were Bayar’s men. 

“Where are they now?” Bayar asked. 
“They are probably on their way to the hospital at this moment.  

And my guess is they might have a police escort.  That is unless they 
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were able to get out of the hotel on their own feet, which I seriously 
doubt.”   

Lockhart to a step closer to Bayar, that man at his side reached 
under his suit jacket and pulled an automatic pistol.  Bayar motioned to 
him not to raise the weapon. 

“Whoa…” Lockhart stepped back. 
 “You put three men in the hospital?” the drug boss looked at him 

incredulously. 
“Yes, well they shouldn’t play with knives unless they know how 

to use them,” Lockhart looked at Bayar hard.  “Now you know I am not 
someone to be taken lightly.  And I’m here to tell you I don’t want 
anymore trouble.  You have a business to run, why are you bothering 
with me?  So I got in a fight with one of your men while we were both 
drunk, let it go, I’m not worth the trouble.” 

“Who are you Sean Lockhart?” 
“I’m someone you don’t want to mess with and don’t need to. 

Forget about me.” 
Bayar’s head bobbled back and forth on his shoulders and his 

face turned grotesque as he considered what Lockhart had to say.  “But 
you’ve hurt my men and embarrassed me.  I can’t let this pass; it won’t 
do.”   

The two men were at an impasse.  Bayar needed to save face and 
Lockhart had to defend himself. 

“What shall I do with you Mr. Lockhart?” Bayar asked. 
Lockhart smiled, “Well, I suppose we could be friends.  Friends 

do favors for each other.  If you forgive my…” Lockhart searched for 
the right word. 

“Insult,” Bayar said. 
“Right, if you forgive my insult… I suppose I would owe you a 

favor.  Ask around about me and my family, you’ll hear it’s a good 
thing to have a Lockhart owe you a favor.”  Lockhart pulled a business 
card from his pocket and dropped it on the table. 

Bayar thought for a moment and smiled, “Yes, I’ll do that.  Then 
I’ll let you know how I shall have you repay this favor.  Until then, 
remember you owe me.”   
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Chapter 9 
 
 

After the confrontation with Bayar and his men, the rest of 
Lockhart’s day was comparatively uneventful.  He returned to his 
office to find the briefing with Tommy had already begun.   His senior 
team was in the conference room with the client running through a 
summary of China’s investment climate, followed by details of the 
plumbing fixtures industry.  Lockhart popped his head in to make for 
sure everything was going smoothly, reassured by a happy client and a 
confident response from Kelley he bowed out and headed for his own 
office. 

 On his way he ran into one of the junior researchers, he could 
not remember the young man’s name.   

“You were working on the quarterly report on the ICT industry 
with Kelley this morning, right?  Send me a soft copy, I want to review 
it.” 

The office worker quickly did what he was told.  Lockhart 
reviewed the lengthy report, which included a summary of the major 
transactions in China’s information and communication technology 
industry over the last three months, a description of new or pending 
regulations, market rumors and profiles of market players — 
government officials, companies and entrepreneurs.  The profile section 
of the report was an update on the web of relationships that ran the 
most robust and potential filled ICT market in the world.  Most of the 
information was not from open resources, but rather from the extensive 
collection of contacts in the industry maintained by the small firm. 

Satisfied with the document prepared for a large communications 
hardware company based in Los Angeles, Lockhart saved a copy to his 
desktop. He then emailed it to Samuel; the old man could probably find 
some value in it for himself. 

Lockhart spent the following hour placing phone calls and emails 
to support the various projects that needed to be managed in his 
absence.  Afterwards he joined the group in the conference room and 
fielded questions from Tommy and tasked team members with follow-
on research as needed.   
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At six o’clock the briefing was finished for the day and the 
consultants took Tommy out to dinner at a nearby Beijing duck 
restaurant.   The duck was slow roasted until a dark golden-brown, 
sliced into slivers and served on thin wheat pancakes with plum sauce 
and chopped cucumbers, onions or radishes.  The dish was 
accompanied by plenty of Yanjing Beer, the city’s local brew.  The 
small group of consultants toasted their client and showed him how to 
eat the Chinese capitol’s signature dish.  The dinner broke up early, and 
Tommy still felt the effect from the previous night was too tired for 
more drinks.  Lockhart sent his client home with Mr. Gu, thanked his 
team on a job well done and took a cab back to his home. 

In the loft, Lockhart made preparations for travel.  He packed his 
bags and then confirmed his flight and car reservation.  With the trip’s 
necessities out of the way he sat down in his favorite chair next to one 
of the loft’s large paned windows and began to think.   

His mind was bending; he was trying to conceive of all the 
different angles of Conally’s story and follow them through to logical 
conclusions.  He had endless questions, but few satisfying answers.  
Why him?  What was going on that he did not see?  Would his 
employers pay?  Did this really have to be done ‘unofficially’ as they 
claimed?  Was there a way out? 

His mind churned for over an hour.  Satisfied he was not much 
closer to finding answers he looked at his watch to check the time.  
Seeing it was just passed 9:30pm Beijing time, he realized offices 
across Washington D.C. were beginning their day.  He reached for his 
phone and called the Harry S. Truman Building, headquarters of the 
U.S. Department of State. 

“Department of State, where can I direct your call?” a voice on 
the other end of the line answered. 

“Gerald Cavanaugh Lockhart, IO Bureau,” he told the operator, 
placing particular emphasis on the middle name. 

A man answered the phone in a monotone, dour voice, 
“Associate deputy under secretary Gerald C. Lockhart speaking, how 
may I help you?” 

“Hi Jerry, how are you doing?” Lockhart said good-naturedly.  
He waited for the inevitable response.   

“Oh… Sean, it’s you.  Don’t call me Jerry.”  
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“I was wondering if you can help me out, I have a few questions I 
want to ask you…” 

“I can, and will, only provide information to you that is available 
to the general public, no more.  And if you call me Jerry again, 
certainly a great deal less.”  Gerald’s voice rose to an octave higher 
than the undead. 

Polished to a fine dullness, Gerald Cavanaugh Lockhart was the 
second son of Lockhart’s oldest uncle, and one of his least favorite 
cousins.  It was not that Gerald never tried being likable.  It was that 
being friendly never suited the incessantly morose and pretentious man.  
He had little need for others’ approval and rarely gave it.  Despite his 
human failings, or potentially even because of them, he was a rising 
star in U.S. diplomacy.  No one ever made it a rule that diplomats had 
to be charming. 

Gerald was a consummate bureaucrat, orderly, efficient and 
obsequious to perfection. Working for the State Department’s Bureau 
of International Organization Affairs, he assisted in implementing US 
policy within the United Nations and other international organizations, 
where his bureaucratic merits were highly prized.  The Lockhart name 
and family connections helped him enter and navigate the byzantine 
State Department, but he did not need to trade on the family name to 
achieve success.  More often than not, his lineage was a pleasant 
surprise to his superiors.  Oh, you are one of those Lockharts.   

In being one of those Lockharts, Gerald excelled greatly.  
Although widely acknowledge within the family as an utter bore, it was 
undeniable that at a young age he already contributed to the family’s 
prestige.  No one really liked him, his parents included, but the family 
could not help but to be proud of their budding young associate deputy 
under secretary.  To Lockhart he was one of the worst the family had to 
offer; Gerald was an unimaginative and mediocre product of numerous 
generations of refined American snobbery.  

What’s more, Gerald was rewarded handsomely for being so 
mediocre.  Upon receiving his last promotion and achieving middle 
management within the State Department before forty, his father gave 
him a forty-five-foot yacht and increased his trust fund to a million a 
year.  The Lockhart family trust promoted stability and political or 
business success above all else.  Lockhart was nauseated, but jealous. 
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 “Gerald, I was wondering what you have heard about US and 
Chinese negotiations over extradition rights,” Lockhart said. 

“Why do you want to know?” Gerald replied. 
“I am doing some due diligence work for a client, he has heard 

that an agreement between the two sides could be imminent.  In which 
case, one of the principals in the firm he would like to partner with 
could have serious legal issues.  Potentially, this individual could be 
extradited to face charges in the PRC.  Needless to say, this would gum 
up the works,” Lockhart lied spontaneously. 

“I suggest you advise your client to do business with someone 
who is not worried about extradition,” Gerald said solemnly. 

“Sage advice, I have already mentioned this.  However, clients 
tend to have minds of their own on these things,” Lockhart responded.  
“As I understand it, the US does not cooperate with China on 
extradition; primarily because of human rights concerns, is that right?” 

“Yes, it seems a lot of tax payers take a dim view on forced labor, 
torture and executions, especially for non-violent crimes.  The whole 
United States is not Texas you know,” Gerald said without humor.  

“So, than there has been no cooperation between the US and 
China on extraditing criminals?” 

“Not hardly, there is the case of Yuan Kenxing.  He and his 
cohort, who included his wife and business partners, were arrested five 
years ago in Los Angeles for money laundering and using counterfeit 
visa documents.  Yuan was a former branch manager of the People’s 
Bank of China wanted by his government for embezzling nearly five 
hundred million dollars.   State and the Chinese Foreign Ministry cut a 
deal, Yuan was given the option of volunteering to return to China and 
serve a sentence of no longer than the twelve years, the same sentence a 
US court had handed.  The Chinese had to give assurances Yuan would 
not be tortured or executed.  Really, the whole thing was sort of a 
public relations campaign to demonstrate cooperation between the two 
sides is possible.  I’m surprised you don’t know about this, it was in the 
newspapers.  I suppose you were too busy playing golf,” Gerald 
finished. 

Ignoring the snide remark, Lockhart continued asking questions, 
“So, has there been more cooperation in the last few years, is an 
extradition treaty in the making?” 
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“Cooperation has been limited, both the US government and the 
Chinese government have an interest in tracking and capturing 
international criminals and terrorists.  However, to my knowledge no 
treaty is about to occur.  The Chinese human rights records within its 
courts and prisons is simply too deplorable for some policymakers to 
accept.  Moreover, while such a treaty might be of high value to the 
Chinese who are faced with mounting problems with corruption and 
embezzlement, it is not a pressing issue for the US government 
compared to the trade imbalance, North Korean and Iranian nuclear 
weapons programs, etc.  It seems to me, the question of extradition is 
something that is perennially tabled for further discussion,” Gerald said 
tersely. 

“Thanks Gerald, I appreciate the insight.  Let me know if there’s 
anything I can ever do for you,” Lockhart offered. 

“I shouldn’t think there would be.  If that’s all then, I would like 
to return to my work,” Gerald said. 

“Okay, bye,” Lockhart hung up.  “Asshole”, he cursed at the 
receiver. 

“Loser,” Gerald said hanging up the phone. 
 

*** 
 

Lockhart spent the next hour online surfing through search 
engines collecting English and Chinese language media stories about 
Chinese embezzlers.  Conally and Gerald had been right, apparently the 
United States was a safe haven for Chinese criminals.  Chinese state 
media reported that as many as four thousand officials had absconded 
with a total of fifty billion dollars and escaped overseas, many to the 
United States and Canada.  Very little of the stolen money had been 
recovered and few had been brought to justice, Yuan being only one 
highly public exception.  Dozens of others remained free while their 
lawyers fought extradition. 
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Chapter 10 
 

 
Lockhart sipped a scotch on the rocks sitting in business class 

somewhere over the frozen terrain of Siberia.  The daily flight took a 
twelve-hour route straight over the pole.  While other passengers dozed 
or viewed movies on the onboard entertainment system, Lockhart 
watched the barren expanse of eastern Russia slide beneath him and 
mulled over his conversation with Gerald. 

Forgetting the turtle eggs for the time being, Lockhart’s thoughts 
turned to his cousin.  If it was not for his own determination, Sean 
Lockhart very well could have ended up a lot like Gerald.  That is to 
say, he could have become an insufferable member of America’s elite 
with a paucity of redeeming qualities besides a revered name and a 
large bank account.  While few people would reject such a lot in life, 
Lockhart had wanted something a little less and a lot more.  He had 
been willing to sacrifice some of the trappings offered by the family’s 
business and political empire if only to chart his own course.  Or, at 
least that’s how he explained it to himself. 

At twenty his father, whom had just finish his first and only term 
as vice president of the United States, sat his son down to talk about his 
future.  Jessup Lockhart could be as taciturn and cold as the granite 
from his native state of New Hampshire, especially when it came to his 
youngest son.   He asked Sean what he planned to do with his life.  Did 
he want to enter the commercial world with Lockhart Industries, or was 
he more interested in public service?  Perhaps he had a calling for 
another profession?   Sean wanted none of it. 

Standing in his den and lecturing his son, Jessup Lockhart stood 
in front of the mantel over the fireplace with the portrait of his own 
father, Heath Lockhart, industrialist and Under Secretary of the 
Treasury for Truman.  His father, like all good politicians, could have a 
flare for dramatics.  But the scene was lost on Sean.  The conversation 
progressed no further.  Jessup presented options and scenarios, assuring 



 75 

the young man that all he needed to do was make a decision and work 
hard.  Sean would not relent, no matter what his father proposed the 
young man obfuscated, and said he would “think about it”.   

A rift grew between the father and son, the senior Lockhart was 
obsessed with the idea that his son would not turn into a wastrel and 
fodder for the tabloids like the younger generation of so many other 
prominent families.   His father’s single mindedness about his future 
was only exacerbated by his retirement from public service.  Jessup 
Lockhart was determined that Sean would be an outstanding American, 
beyond reproach.  The man wanted it as part of his legacy. 

   Sean would not let his father dictate terms; he declined offers to 
intern in government, at Lockhart Industries or with charities supported 
by the family.  If it had the name Lockhart, he wanted no part of it.  
From Sean’s perspective, it was just too easy.  He was not about to sign 
away his life to his father’s and the whole family’s expectations of him. 

Where his father took a firm hand his mother cajoled.  Margaret 
Stockton-Lockhart, was the daughter of the former Governor of Rhode 
Island and a queen WASP.  Her tactics were subtler and more enticing 
than Sean’s father.  Sensing that boys might as well be boys, she gave 
her son plenty of room to enjoy wealth and status, while at the same 
time guiding him through a series of successive courtships of debutants 
and what she saw as prospective wives.   

While Sean’s father badgered the young man to find summer 
employment during high school and university, Margaret would take 
the young man to the country club and sign him up for golf lessons and 
introduce him to friends’ daughters over cocktails at the pool.  His 
mother’s feeling was that if the good things in life tempted her son, he 
would eventually chart his own path to acquire them and this would 
inevitably lead him to a future within the family empire.   

His parents’ tactics, or similar variations, had been applied on his 
older sister and brother, as well as his numerous cousins across the 
country.  It usually worked.  Twenty-something year old Lockhart’s 
were graduating from Ivy League schools and joining the family 
company, others where working on political campaigns or starting 
professional careers.  A few of the more liberal members of the 
younger generation joined the Peace Corps or did similar work with 



 76 

NGOs.  Their parents largely abhorred such an idea but it was 
recognized as a legitimate first step in a career in public service.   

The Lockharts, however, were not without their failures.  The 
occasional drug or alcohol abuse and problems with the law occurred 
from time to time.  The family took great pains to keep it out of the 
papers, settled out of court if possible and made sure the family 
member in question received the best treatment money could buy in the 
most secluded and private facilities.  In an era when nearly everyone 
was open to public scrutiny and dirty laundry sells as at a premium, the 
Lockhart dynasty managed to maintain a nearly untarnished reputation.    

Sean’s eventual break with the family’s status quo was as 
dramatic as it was unforeseen.  The first step began with a year he spent 
in China.  His uncle Martin established Lockhart Industries’ business in 
the country in the early eighties and had moved his family to Beijing.  
Martin was one of Sean’s favorite uncles and he was close to his 
cousins on that side of the family.  When Sean was sixteen they invited 
him to visit them in Beijing for the summer holiday.  He accepted and 
quickly became fascinated with the country and assortment of people 
living in Beijing.  His summer days were filled with hikes and picnics 
at the Great Wall and other historical sites that ringed the former 
imperial city.  In the evening he spent time with the children of foreign 
dignitaries in discos and embassy parties.  

The summer visit turned into a yearlong affair after much 
pleading on Sean’s part.  His parents were reluctant at first, however 
they relented after his uncle described the great prospects that lay ahead 
for China and Lockhart Industries in the market.  Sean was enrolled in 
the American School in Beijing and spent a year studying Mandarin 
along with the other usual subjects.  He excelled in the language and 
practiced daily on the streets of Beijing.  At that time foreigners were 
rare and very much a curiosity in the city.  Street vendors, store clerks, 
waitresses and anyone passing in the street were easily taken with the 
tall, lanky American youth enthusiastically attempting to speak Chinese 
about subjects well beyond his vocabulary. 

Returning to United States, to boarding school and his parents’ 
estate in Connecticut was a difficult transition.  The situation was 
exacerbated by his father’s campaign for office.  Sean’s previous 
teenage life was replaced with photo opportunities at the national 
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Republican Convention, dinners at the White House and other exercises 
in pomp and circumstance.  It was all very exciting, but also served as a 
warning.  If Sean didn’t chart his own course, one would be made for 
him. 

Sean’s final years in high school and his father’s tenure as vice 
president were a blur.  One day he was an American prince, the next he 
was just another privileged son in elite society.  Entering Yale, Sean 
majored in Chinese Studies and business.  The course work was fairly 
unchallenging.  Content with passing grades; Sean spent as much time 
as possible honing his skills with the golf team, drinking in bars and 
chasing girls.  He returned to China in his third year studying in an 
exchange program at Peiking University.   

Deciding there was no better language classroom then the real 
world, Sean spent the majority of his time with Chinese classmates and 
exploring Beijing.  During the holidays he traveled widely across the 
country, visiting the famous walled city of Xi’an and its terracotta 
warriors, the majestic scenery of Guilin’s Li River, and the jungle 
landscape of Xixuangbana near the border with Myanmar.   

Sean enjoyed the adventure and the distance from his intrusive 
family, and attempted to enroll for another year in the program.  
However, his father refused to pay and demanded the son return for the 
fall semester.  Left without options he returned as ordered and started 
his final year of university. 

The year became an ongoing contest of wills between the father 
and son.  Jessup wanted the best for his son and hoped to set him on a 
path for success after graduation.  Sean would have preferred to play 
golf or spend another year traveling around China.  Weekly telephone 
conversations turned into arguments, Jessup threatened to cut off his 
son’s money and throw him out if he refused to grow up and find a 
respectable job after graduation.  After all, several options were waiting 
for him if he would just choose something.  Sensing the decision would 
forever shape his life Sean refused and delayed making a decision as 
long as possible.  He was not sure what he wanted, but he knew he did 
not want to be harnessed and guided by the family.   

As graduation loomed his arguments with his father became more 
explosive.  Finally, Jessup announced that he made preparations for 
him to work at Lockhart Industries in Beijing in the spring.  It was a 
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logical fit, his son needed a job and to apply his education, the business 
needed fresh talent and future leaders that knew the country.  Jessup’s 
plan held a caveat; refusal would mean being cutoff.  If Sean did not 
want the family’s support, he could find out how tough life could be 
without it.   

In a stubborn display of defiance Sean joined the Marine Corps.  
The military looked exciting and he figured it would be a four-year 
reprieve from his family and making decisions about his life.  He even 
rejected to the recruiter’s pleas to apply for Officer’s Candidate School, 
preferring to be a grunt instead of a leader.  

Sean told his parents when they came to New Haven for his 
graduation.  His mother cried; his father’s only comment was “it’s a 
terrible waste”.  Five days later he arrived in South Carolina for basic 
training, thirteen weeks of hell.  Lockhart had been an avid runner and 
swimmer, but like most new recruits he was unprepared for the 
physical and psychological stress of Marine training.  The drill sergeant 
and instructors did their jobs well, Lockhart found new determination 
within himself he never knew existed.  By the end of training he was a 
chiseled warrior, prepared to fight and die.  Although he hoped he 
never had to. 

The Marines were not at a lost with what to do with Lockhart, he 
was tall, handsome, and looked good in dress blues.  Moreover he was 
highly educated, possessed social graces and had traveled 
internationally.  These qualifications made him an ideal candidate for 
training at the Marine Corps Embassy Security Group at Quantico, 
Virginia.  The primary duties of the Marine embassy security guards 
are to protect the installation, its diplomats and classified materials.  
While military bureaucracy can yield mystifying decisions, the Corps 
did not overlook Lockhart’s background; his first posting was in the 
embassy in Beijing. 

 Lockhart excelled at his job.  His mission was straightforward, 
and mostly boring at times, Beijing was not a dangerous city and there 
were no terrorist groups targeting US personnel in the country.  
However, the soft posting never caused him to shirk his responsibilities 
or lose sight of its importance.  His superiors appreciated the young 
Marine, but his social standing as a Lockhart and athletic ability made 
him a star among the diplomatic staff.  Off duty, Sean was invited by 
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his uncle Martin to mix with the American business leaders in the city, 
including at the golf course, his favorite arena.  Regularly playing with 
his uncle and the ambassador, the young Lockhart earned a reputation 
among the small community of Beijing expatriates and embassy staff as 
a scratch golfer and welcome addition to any foursome.   

Marines do not usually remain at an embassy longer than two 
years. However when Lockhart’s rotation was due, unbeknownst to 
him, phone calls were made and strings pulled; he stayed on a third 
year, before rotating back to the States and finishing his enlistment.   
 The Marines unsuccessfully tried to lure Lockhart into continuing 
his career, but he had other plans.  With money saved up after his four 
years of service and his limited but enviable trust fund, as well as 
assistance from the GI bill and bank loans, Lockhart enrolled in the 
University of Texas’ MBA program.  Austin made Lockhart’s shortlist 
of graduate schools because of its low tuition, good weather, golf 
courses, and distance from his family on the East Coast.  UT’s growing 
population of Chinese exchange students was also a bonus, his Chinese 
language skills did not atrophy in Texas.   

Harvard or Wharton would have been a better education and a 
more valuable network, but Lockhart did not have the grades to test in 
and he was not about to have strings pulled for him.  The MBA, 
regardless of the fact that it was not from an Ivy League school, gave 
Lockhart’s parents new hope that the prodigal son was finding a path 
back to the family.  Obviously their son was interested in a career in the 
business world, and Asia appeared as if it was becoming the best place 
in the world to do business.  Again the potential of working in Lockhart 
Industries in China or elsewhere was raised, and again it was refused.  
Befuddled, Jessup asked his son why the family’s multi-billion dollar 
empire was not good enough for him.  He received an answered that 
caused him and others in the family never to repeat the question. 

“If I ever work for company called Lockhart, it will because I put 
the name on it.” 

Within six months after finishing graduate school Sean Lockhart 
hung his shingle in Beijing as the founder and general manager of 
Lockhart Investment Consulting.  Five years later, his company was 
barely surviving, the Chinese secret police and the FBI were coercing 
him into running an errand of questionable legality, and he very well 
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might have started a feud with a Mongolian drug kingpin.  Lockhart 
doubted very much if Gerald wanted to trade places with him. And not 
for the first time in his life he was cursing himself for being stupid and 
stubborn enough to be in the position he was in. 

 
 

Chapter 11 
 

 
 

The plane touched down at nearly eight pm at Newark Liberty 
International Airport.  As soon as the 747 began taxiing towards the 
terminal Lockhart powered on his Blackberry.  He had received about a 
dozen emails during the flight, scrolling through the inbox he opened 
two immediately.  The first was notification that the Yanks lost to the 
Devil Rays and his account had been debited.  The second email from 
the same online sports book was a promotional advertisement for a free 
swimsuit calendar and companion DVD of the Girls of Paradise if he 
renewed his subscription to the service.  Lockhart pocketed his 
Blackberry and prepared to deplane.   

An hour later he had moved through customs and immigration, 
collected his luggage and arrived at the car rental counter.  The 
surveillance team was waiting for him within eyesight of the counter. 
They knew about his reservation ahead of time.  Both men were young 
and wore unassuming business attire.  If questioned, their 
identification, passports and business cards would verify they worked 
for a Hong Kong financial firm with offices in Manhattan. 

Before Lockhart arrived they rented a car from the same rental 
agency.  One loitered nearby waiting for the subject, the other left to 
retrieve the rented car from the lot when they made visual contact.  
Lockhart signed the rental agreement, collected his keys and headed for 
the parking lot.  His tail stayed fifty yards behind him and then peeled 
away after Lockhart popped the trunk of the Lincoln Town Car and 
placed his luggage inside.  Noting the color and make of his subject’s 
car the man found his partner in their own vehicle several rows away.  
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Lockhart exited the airport; his two minders were five cars behind him 
and keeping a close watch.  

Lockhart drove on Route One to the New Jersey Turnpike and 
over Newark Bay.   A half a mile before entering Jersey City he pulled 
into a pink neon lit diner named the Paradise Café.  The greasy spoon 
was wall-to-wall Formica and plastic lithographs of Frank Sinatra, 
Bobby Darrin, Sammy Davis Jr. and numerous other singers a 
generation before Lockhart’s time.  The air reeked of hamburger grease 
and burnt coffee; to Lockhart it was the familiar and comfortable smell 
of America.  Surveying the patrons he noticed no thing or person out of 
place; the staff and patrons all appeared solid working class Jersey.  
Lockhart took a seat, ordered a cheeseburger and a chocolate 
milkshake.   

Across the street in a parking lot two pairs of eyes looked out 
their car window at the diner and Lockhart’s car.  One of the men 
monitored a hand held GPS device.  They called a second team and 
reported the unexpected stop.  They were given orders to remain 
outside; there was no reason to enter the restaurant and risk being 
spotted.  They knew exactly where he was and where he was going.   

Lockhart watched the minutes tick by on a clock on the wall in 
the shape of New Jersey.  He was used to the routine.  Almost an hour 
after he ordered his meal, a man entered the café.  Everything about 
him was wrong.  His suit was dark, formal and inexpensive, probably 
purchased on sale at a major retail store.  The shoes, which always tell 
a lot about a man, spoke volumes.  They were more expensive then the 
suit, shinny and well cared for, more importantly they matched the 
man’s haircut; short and neat.  He took a seat at the counter far away 
from Lockhart and ordered black coffee.  

Lockhart placed a ten-dollar bill on the table and went to the 
men’s room.  It was a small restroom, two stalls and two urinals.  “Why 
is it always in the bathroom?” he thought to himself. 

The man at the counter asked if there was a pay phone, the 
waitress directed him to the phone in the back of the diner near the 
restrooms.  He walked to the phone, dropped in two quarters and called 
a phone number to listen to movie show times from a local Cineplex.  
He spoke a few times into the receiver just in case anyone was paying 
attention to him.  The diner was more than half empty and the only 
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people within earshot were a mother and three small children.  She had 
her hands full with the young ones and did not give the man in the suit 
a second thought.  He hung up and entered the men’s room. 

Lockhart was inside waiting, “Nice of you to show up.  I guess 
this is where all the dicks hang out.” 

The man stopped in his tracks and looked at Lockhart quizzically.  
For a moment Lockhart was afraid he had made a mistake and was 
wondering what kind of degenerate the shocked stranger thought he 
was.  But when the suit spoke he realized it was his own failure to 
follow protocol that put the stranger off, not the unusual conversation 
starter. 

“I think we have a mutual friend,” he said. 
“Yes, his name is Samuel and he’s a God awful prick,” Lockhart 

replied. 
The man walked over to a sink and began washing his hands 

while eying Lockhart in the mirror.  He spoke in a voice barely above a 
whisper.  “Does Samuel have a home?” he said. 

Lockhart rolled his eyes; this guy was completely by the book.  
“Yes, sometimes the farm, but never the office.”  The code was not 
fancy; it was actually a fair description of the man they were referring 
to. 

“That must be why he is so fair haired.” 
Lockhart laughed, “Bullshit, we both know what little hair the 

bastard has left is gray.  Are we through with this yet?” 
The man turned around, “Yes, I’m, Tillman, do you have 

something for me?” 
“Yes, here you go,” Lockhart kept his voice low and pulled out 

the thumb drive.  “This was given to me by a FBI agent named 
Conally, in addition to a Vice Minister of Public Security, Zhang 
Tieying, and his daughter, Zhang Huping.”   

“Ok, can I ask what’s on this?” 
“It’s too complicated to go into details right now, I wrote a brief 

report, it’s the first file on there and it’s encrypted with the usual code.  
Get it to Samuel and have him to check it out. I need to know if 
Conally is on the level.” 

“You need to know if a Fed is on the level?  Could he be 
turned?” 
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“Probably not; at least I don’t have any reason to think so.  But 
there’s something weird going on and I want to know more.” 

“OK,” Tillman said. “Anything else?” 
“Yes, there’s also a file on there about a drug trafficker named 

Bayar.  He’s a new friend and I’d like to know more about him.” 
“OK, but Samuel is out of play at the moment, he’s on 

assignment.  How urgent is this?” 
“It’ll keep for a day or so, but I need a no bullshit assessment as 

soon as possible.” 
“I’ll be able to reach him within seventy-two hours.” 
“Ok, I can work with that.  Have him contact me, I’ll be in the 

New York area for a week and then I’m going back to Beijing.” 
Tillman nodded and then asked, “Did you take any counter-

surveillance precautions, do you know if you’ve been followed?” 
“No, that’s the sort of things spies do.  And since I’m not 

supposed to be a spy, I don’t fucking act like one—including showing 
my hand by shaking surveillance.  Now if you don’t mind, I’m getting 
the hell out of here.” 

“Be careful, I think you were followed.  I’ve been waiting outside 
for the last two hours.  A moment after you pulled up to the diner 
another car pulled in across the street, no one exited the vehicle, and 
it’s still there.  I called in the plate, it’s a rental registered to a man 
named T.C. Kwok from Hong Kong.  Does that mean anything to 
you?” 

“No.  Is anyone else with you?  I can’t afford to be seen 
associating with a bunch of Virginian farm hands.” 

“No, I’m alone.  Samuel wanted this kept as intimate as possible; 
I am to report to no one besides him on this. ” 

“That’s good.  Do me a favor, listen to Samuel and keep 
everyone away from me.  I don’t need any help; I’m not involved in 
anything critical or dangerous as far as I know.  I’m just running an 
errand and I don’t want to get on anyone’s radar because of this Mickey 
Mouse bullshit.  Got it?” 

“Yeah, ok.” 
 

*** 
 



 84 

As they watched Lockhart’s car pull out of the diner parking lot 
the driver fired up the engine and was prepared to follow.  The second 
man motioned for the driver not to move, he showed him the GPS 
device and frowned.  A red pulsating dot on the display map was not 
moving.  Lockhart was driving away, but the flash memory stick, 
which held a tiny transmitter recharged by any computer it was plugged 
into, was still in the diner.  They called in the situation report and were 
told to stay with the memory stick, it was imperative to find out who 
Lockhart contacted and retrieve the information.  The second team 
would be on the scene momentarily. 

Tillman exited the diner ten minutes after Lockhart, he paused a 
moment to purchase a newspaper from a vending machine and glanced 
across the street to the parked car he spotted earlier.  It was still there.  
Whoever it was, they were not following Lockhart.  It’s possible the car 
rented to a Chinese man was just a coincidence.  However, Tillman was 
trained never to believe in coincidences.  He loitered for a minute 
scanning the newspaper under the light of the diner and kept an 
occasional eye on the car.  Its engine was running, but it remained 
stationary.   

Tillman wanted to drive directly to his home on Long Island 
where his young wife, the sofa and his television were waiting for him.  
But now that he had possession of sensitive materials that needed 
safekeeping so he had to stop off at his Manhattan office first and 
deposit the thumb drive in his safe.  The detour would cost him at least 
an hour and probably a cold shoulder from his wife.  Sighing, he folded 
his newspaper and walked to his government-issued Ford.  As he pulled 
the keys to open the car he noticed man walking towards him. 

The stranger wore a pea coat and a dark baseball hat, he didn’t 
look at Tillman, he was fixated on an electronic device that resembled a 
large mobile phone.  He walked across the parking a lot next to the 
diner and stopped a few feet away from Tillman, raised his head and 
grinned.  Alarm bells were ringing in Tillman’s head; the man had 
Asian features, this was no coincidence.  Someone was after him, 
muscle memory kicked in and he reached for a small automatic in a 
holster on his back.   

Before he could draw, the stranger pulled a Taser from his coat 
pocket and keeping it low and away from potential witnesses’ field of 
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view fired the wired electrical dart into Tillman’s leg.  Voltage shot 
through the CIA man’s body and he flopped to the ground.  A white 
SUV pulled into the parking lot a moment later, and a second man help 
bind and gag Tillman before they placed him in the Ford’s trunk.  They 
acted swiftly, the assault and kidnapping occurred in less than half a 
minute.  The surveillance team in the car across the street didn’t see 
any witnesses. 

Before they closed the trunk, hands moved across Tillman’s body 
searching his pockets.  The thumb drive was found.  That was the 
priority, the next step was to interrogate the captive and find out who 
he was and what he knew. 
 

*** 
 
 Tillman woke up in a cold metallic darkness, the sound of the 
road passed underneath him.  He was in the trunk of a car, probably his 
own.  Taking inventory he found his arms were bound with plastic 
handcuffs; his legs were tied as well, probably with the same.  He was 
gagged, and his pistol was taken from him.  As best he could tell, his 
pockets were empty also.  Whoever they were, the thumb drive had 
been important to them, probably important enough to kill for. 
 He couldn’t see his watch, but he guessed he’d been out only a 
few minutes, so that placed them not far from the diner and probably 
still well within a heavily populated area.  The longer he stayed in the 
trunk and the further they drove, the more likely they were going to 
take him someplace secluded, where they could work on him.  That 
would be the end.  Tillman concluded he needed to get out of the trunk 
fast, but how? 
 He felt around the confines of the narrow space and he found 
some of the familiar objects he knew were in the trunk.  He found the 
jack and a tire iron in a plastic sheath, jumper cables, a flashlight and a 
heavy army blanked.  Tillman’s main role was currier and messenger, 
he drove a lot, and he was a boy scout, so he was taught to be prepared.  
Taking further inventory he was relieved to find a set of road flares.  
Whoever his enemy was, they hadn’t enough time or didn’t think to 
remove these valuable objects from the trunk.  Tillman had tools to 
work with and he got busy. 
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 Ten miles from the diner as the Jersey landscape slowly 
transitioned to suburban sprawl before turning rural the Ford’s new 
driver began to smell smoke.  It was coming from the backseat.  He 
glanced in the rearview and didn’t see anything unordinary, but the 
smell of smoke and burning plastic was growing heavier.  The source 
of the fire would be a serious problem.  He pulled a mobile phone from 
his pocket and alerted his partner following in the SUV behind him.  
His partner would inform the surveillance team traveling the same road 
a mile further back that they needed to make a stop. 
 A burning stench filled the car and smoke began to waft through 
the interior.  The driver checked the rearview again and was alarmed to 
see a small flame jutting through the rear seat of the car, the automobile 
was on fire.  Scanning the roadside he quickly searched for a secluded 
spot to pullover and deal with the situation.  It took another minute 
before he found a dark road with no houses in sight.  He pulled over 
and waited for his partner to pull up behind.  They looked at each other 
before opening the trunk and got ready. The first man pulled the Taser 
out of his pocket, pointed it at the trunk as he worked the key to the 
lock and opened it.  The second man stood beside him and prepared to 
react to whatever their captive did. 
 Smoke poured out of the compartment as soon as it was opened.  
Momentarily blinded, they didn’t see the tire iron swing forward until it 
made contact with the first man’s raised arm.  The Taser flew from his 
grasp and landed on the ground.  Tillman burst up and out of the trunk 
and landed on the ground between them.  He coughed and cursed 
madly as he swung his weapon.  The first man received a hard blow to 
his leg and hobbled away from the attacker, the second drew his 
weapon and pounced.   
 They wrestled on the ground for a few seconds, but their captive 
was on his back with cramped joints and half asphyxiated from smoke 
inhalation.  The life and death struggle didn’t last long.  The second 
man’s weapon found its mark, then he struck again and then again.  The 
knife repeatedly punctured Tillman’s rib cage as the killer punched it 
into his side and chest. The unexpected fury of their captive’s attack 
had trigged an animal savagery in response.  The CIA man bled out and 
died. 
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 The two doused the flames in the car with the blanket, then 
wrapped Tillman’s body in it and placed it back in the trunk.  There 
would be no interrogation; the dead man had nothing more to offer 
them.  They separated and drove back towards the airport.  The Ford 
was left in a long-term parking lot.  Tillman’s body wasn’t found for 
days. 
 
 

Chapter 12 
 

 
As Lockhart entered the lobby of the Ritz Carlton in midtown, 

the mobile phone rang in his pocket.  He answered it and stopped dead 
in his tracks.  Some voices send chills down your spine like ice water; 
they command respect and fear, as if God Almighty himself was 
speaking to you.  Lockhart’s jaw clenched and his pulse ran when he 
heard the sound of it through the receiver; it held his attention with a 
steely, unrelenting grip. 

“Hallooo dahling, it’s mummy, kisses and hugs.  Why didn’t you 
call me as soon as your flight came in from that dreadful country?  You 
simply cannot imagine how annoyed I am that you did not call ahead to 
let your father and I know that you were returning to civilization.  Oh 
well, let’s not dwell on that, I’m simply dying to see my baby.  Will 
you be coming straight to Connecticut dear, or will you spend the night 
in the City?” 
 Recovering from the initial shock and the blast of maternal 
umbrage, Lockhart regained his composer, “Mother!  How did you 
know I was in the country?” 
 “Well that’s no sort of greeting, is it?  After all, I can’t remember 
the last time we spoke, and here you are getting all snotty the moment I 
ring.  What have I done to raise such an ungrateful little wretch of son 
as you?  When I think of all my friends and how their children 
positively dote on them.  I know even your toady little friend Larry 
calls his mother at least every week, even though he lives in that same 
God awful city as you.  Really, I don’t know what’s the matter with 
you two.  At least Larry had the good sense to get married.” 
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 “Yeah, twice already, and I’m sure he’ll have the good sense to 
do it a third time.”  Lockhart was settling into the usual verbal duel he 
expected with his mother.  “But you haven’t answered my question.  I 
am extremely curious to know how you knew I was in New York.  Did 
you call my office, did Kelley tell you?” 
 “Oh heavens no, and don’t go blaming that sweet girl.  She has 
problems enough if she gave up a Harvard education to work for you.  
No dear, I simply asked daddy to have Homeland Security give me a 
call whenever you are back in the States.  It’s wonderfully kind of 
them, don’t you think?” 
 “What?  You can’t be serious!” 
 “Of course I am.  A mother needs to keep track of her children 
after all.” 
 “You had the federal government spy on me for your own 
purposes?”  Lockhart was indignant. 
 “Of course my dear, daddy and I do it all the time.  Don’t be so 
naïve.  How did you think Rose Kennedy kept a leash on that brood of 
Irish hooligans of hers?”  The shrill Connecticut accented tone of his 
mother’s pique gave way to bourbon smooth flattery and coddling.  
“Come on now, let’s not argue.  Mummy misses you, how are you 
darling?” 
 Lockhart sighed, it was useless to argue with his mother; he never 
won anyway.  His father he could shout to a stalemate, but his mother’s 
potent combination of guilt, guile and gall was too much for any man.  
His father, half the US Senate, and more than a handful of world 
leaders would agree.  The best you could do was bide your time and 
look for the first opportunity to flee. 

“I’m doing fine, been a bit busy with work,” he sighed. 
“Oh how nice, are you finally going to make any money from 

that little project of yours?” she said without the slightest hint of 
condescension. 

“We are doing all right, yes…” Lockhart changed the subject.  
He did not want to describe his company’s profits to her, she spent 
more money on greens’ fees in a single year than he earned.   

“That’s nice, if you are doing well enough, then maybe you could 
sell off that little company of yours for a tidy some and move back to 
the States.  I’m sure something would be found for you in the family 
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company, or we could look into something else.  How about a seat in 
the Assembly, with your looks and the family behind you I think you 
would be highly electable.  You are so much smarter and handsomer 
than the Bush boys, and look how well they did!”  The sentiment was 
without irony.   

“I could see it already, we could try to get you elected in 
California, it’s filled with a bunch of Asians anyway, we’d run you on 
a ‘globalization’ platform, you’d be the friend to new immigrants and 
international business at the same time.  Why, it’s just marvelous.” 

“No mom, I don’t have any plans of selling my company, or 
running for Congress.”  Lockhart had to stop her but she started 
drafting his acceptance speech over the phone. 

“Oh…” she said, pausing strategically while Lockhart waited for 
the next salvo.  “I just thought you might have had enough of China 
and it was time to come home.  The family misses you dear; I miss you.  
Hell, I even think your father misses you, and you know what a 
stubborn old bastard he can be.” 

“I remember.”  Lockhart did not want to reopen old wounds.  He 
was tired and the following day promised to be challenging to say the 
least.  “I’ll try to visit soon, but I’m in town on business and looks like 
I’ll be all tied up for the next several days.  Sorry, but I won’t make it 
out to Connecticut to see you and dad.” 

“Oh, but I am sure you can find at least a few spare hours to see 
us.  Let’s see, I have my usual foursome on Tuesday and tomorrow 
your father will be in Washington until evening, but then I think he has 
a squash game the following morning.  Well, never worry, I’m sure we 
can find a time.”  She rattled on unfazed by Lockhart’s comment. 

“We’ll see mother, but I really doubt I can make the time.  
Maybe I’ll come back in a few weeks and we can meet down in the 
cottage on the Outer Banks for some golf and a beach holiday.  Can we 
do that?”  Lockhart knew he was long overdue for a family reunion, 
and now that he was within his mother’s sites it was better to agree to a 
negotiated settlement as soon as possible. 

“Well, I really was hoping to see you this week since you were in 
town.  But if you absolutely promise to be back home next month, then 
I think I can forgive you for not coming to see us.  However, I insist 
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you call your father and speak to him.”  She laid out her terms, 
Lockhart knew better than to refuse. 

“Ok, I will.” 
“I would have you speak to him now, but he’s all the way over on 

the other side of the house doing God knows what in his study and I 
can’t be bothered to get out of bed now that I’ve settled in for the 
night,” she said offhand.  

“I don’t blame you,” Lockhart said, thankful for the reprieve. 
“That’s a dear, now don’t forget to call.  We’ll talk again soon 

about next month.  I think I’ll invite the Cabotts, you know them.  
Alfred is in the Senate; a Republican from Wyoming.  Unfortunately 
his wife is an insufferable bore, but their daughter Cecile is still not 
married. For such a mousy little girl she’s grown up to be quite a 
beauty, such elegant cheekbones. You two would make a wonderful 
match.”   
 “Invite whoever you want mother…” Allowing his mother to 
daydream about his grandchildren’s cheekbones and his future political 
fortunes seemed like a good opportunity to make an exit.  “I’ll call you 
in a few days.” 

 

 

Chapter 13 
 
 

Zhang Huping’s house was a traditional Beijing courtyard 
siheyuan near the city’s old imperial drum tower north of the Forbidden 
City.  Sitting on an acre of prime real-estate, the Ming dynasty home 
ran along a north-south axis.  It consisted of two courtyards surrounded 
on four sides by two levels of lavish rooms renovated with every 
modern convenience. The entire edifice was constructed out of grey 
stone, clay tile roofs and brilliant imperial red and vermillion painted 
wood inlaid with polished brass fixtures.  From the second floor 
windows the rooftops of the neighboring single-story homes 
comprising the sprawling hutong, the traditional Beijing alleyways, 
could be seen stretching to the nearby Houhai Lake.  The house that 
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formerly sat adjacent to the property, and the only other home on the 
small lane leading to the house, was purchased and converted into a 
four-car garage.  The residence was a tranquil culmination of ancient 
Chinese architecture and contemporary luxury.  One opulent era 
overlaid with the promise of the next.  

The first courtyard was dominated by a large fountain 
constructed out of a natural limestone formation brought from Guilin in 
southern China.  Goldfish swarmed the fountain waters in intermixing 
groups of red, yellow and white.  Around the fountain lay a ring of 
hibiscus trees and perennials supported by an intricate bamboo lattice.  
Dressed in a black floral qipao Zhang Huping sat on a marble stool at a 
large marble table placed under a gazebo.  She looked intently at her 
father and Conally.  

“Do you still think Lockhart was a wise choice?” Huping 
simmered.  

“I’m still confident he’ll do what we need him to do.  We didn’t 
anticipate this trouble, but it can be handled.”  Conally was on the 
defensive.  He was thankful he rigged the thumb drive with the tracking 
device, otherwise the situation could be far worse.  Because of the extra 
surveillance Lockhart was becoming more and more a known quantity.  
Not everything about the man was as it appeared. 

The tracking device was redundancy, one surveillance device on 
top of a myriad of others.  Conally had spent a career eavesdropping on 
criminals and foreign spies; he knew how to do it right.  But something 
about Lockhart didn’t add up.  If he was planning a clandestine meeting 
he certainly made no effort to cover his tracks.  Was he an amateur, or 
just plain sloppy?  Or had the meeting been a surprise?  Maybe he was 
unexpectedly approached and barring any other hard intel he just 
handed over the thumb drive; he must have copied the contents on to 
his laptop.  

“I think this changes very little,” he said. 
“I disagree,” Huping countered immediately.   
Vice Minister Zhang Tieying looked at the two of them; his 

thoughts were forming behind calculating brown eyes.  Attired in 
yellow silk pajamas and the black cloth slippers favored by many 
Chinese, his outward appearance implied sanguine inertia.  He moved 
slowly and rarely spoke.  However, neither of his fellow conspirators 
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underestimated the old man’s attention or cunning.  Pouring 
chrysanthemum tea from a clay pot he addressed his daughter in thick 
Beijingese, the rumbling, consonantal dialect of their home city.   

“I don’t like it.  Lockhart is in the States for a few hours and the 
first thing he does is pass off the information we gave him.  And to 
whom?” 

Huping translated and summarized for Conally.  The old man 
could effectively communicate his thoughts in English, but he would 
not allow himself to lose face by speaking in heavily accented and 
imperfect sentences.  Moreover, he did not like conversing with 
foreigners under any circumstances. 

“Maybe we should send Lockhart a warning.  He should learn to 
keep this business to himself,” Huping spat. 

“No, that would be unwise,” the Vice Minister growled.  “We 
shouldn’t let Lockhart know what we are capable of, if we corner him 
he might strike back.”  

“I agree, let’s not give the man any more reason to work against 
us,” Conally shook his head.  Emotion was getting the better of the 
woman. 

“Well, then what do we do?” she snapped. 
Before Conally could answer the Vice Minister dismissed his 

daughter’s question with a raised hand and cut in, “My people tell me 
they think Robert Tillman, the man Lockhart met, was most likely FBI 
or CIA.  Whoever he was, he appeared to be trained in counter-
surveillance measures and self defense.”  

 Conally listened to Huping’s churlish translation, and calmly 
replied.  “It’s unfortunate your men killed him, now we may never 
know. It’s unlikely he’s FBI, I would have heard something…” 

“Not if you were the subject of the investigation,” the Vice 
Minister retorted.   

Conally ignored the remark and continued with his own analysis.  
He rose and paced around the table as he spoke.  “According to my 
sources, the car he drove was registered to a small insurance company 
based in the Midwest.  He was the only person working in the 
Manhattan office for the last two years.  It doesn’t feel like FBI to me.  
My guess is CIA, or maybe NSA.” 

Huping translated and the Vice Minster listened intently.  
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 “Lockhart’s family is connected to government at the highest 
levels, any number of people could want to speak with him about his 
movements in China and his opinions.  That doesn’t make him a spy, 
just well informed and plugged in.”    

“This wasn’t a cocktail at a country club, it was brief exchange in 
a dirty little restaurant in New Jersey.  Obviously the meeting was a 
secret.  Doesn’t that say anything to you?” Huping delighted in 
translating the accusation for the Vice Minister. 

“It could mean Lockhart’s careful and doesn’t want to be seen 
rubbing elbows with anyone from the intelligence community.  If word 
got out he had friends in the CIA it might not be comfortable for him in 
China.  Or, maybe the CIA chose a convenient location and approached 
him.  We don’t know.”  Conally had been around along enough not to 
immediately believe in guilt by association.  Lockhart obviously swam 
in some strange waters; it was one of the reasons he was chosen.   

“Can you find anything out about Lockhart’s connection to CIA 
or any other government agency?” Huping quizzed Conally. 

“Unlikely, and at this point I don’t want to go poking around and 
start raising any suspicions.” 

Huping pursed her lips and stared at Conally, she contemplated 
the unforeseen limitations of the man’s value.  She looked at her father; 
they traded glances confirming each other’s thoughts. 

“I don’t like it, but we shouldn’t abort at the first sign of trouble, 
too much is at stake,” Huping hissed.  “You said it could be handled, 
tell us how.” 

Conally rolled his eyes skyward pretending to think, but in fact 
he already had a solution.  He enjoyed baiting Huping and her father; 
they were hamstrung by their limited experience within the confines of 
China’s borders.  They couldn’t see beyond their own heavy-handed 
tactics; tactics based on political authority, cash and violence.  The FBI 
man had set up stings around the world and netted drug lords and 
terrorists.  He could manage massaging a small case of a disappearance.  

“Let’s suppose Tillman was CIA or an agent from some other US 
intelligence service, when he goes missing an alarm will go off.  The 
fist thing we do is delay the discovery of his absence.” 

“How do we do that?” Huping challenged. 
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Conally curled his lip in amusement, “Simple, we send out a 
decoy.  We have his credit cards and drivers license; let’s use them.  
Vice Minister, can we use the woman you have in New York for the 
night?” 

The old man nodded. 
“More importantly, do you think she can find a friend?  We need 

a man who can match Tillman’s general description.  It shouldn’t be 
too hard, from the information I saw he was an average guy; not too 
tall, or heavy, brown hair with a simple haircut.” 

Huping answered Conally’s question without translating it for her 
father.  “The woman is very resourceful, and she’s operated in New 
York before.  She’ll be able to find someone.” 

“Fine, then this is what I propose.  The woman and a Tillman 
stand in take a trip to Atlantic City, use Tillman’s card to get a room; a 
nice one.  They also use his bankcard to make as large a cash 
withdrawal from an ATM as possible, unless I miss my guess, your 
people should be able handle that.” 

“Of course,” Huping snorted. 
“The woman and our Tillman than take a walk through the hotel 

lobby, play a few games in a casino and then get lost.  They never need 
to check out.  But we also need to make flight reservation to Miami two 
days from now as well as book a room there.”  Conally leaned back, 
stretched his arms across the table and tapped it triumphantly.  “That’ll 
be enough.” 

After Huping finished translating Conally’s plan for her father 
she remarked, “That hardly covers up a murder.” 

“No, but it doesn’t have to.  See, this is what’s going to happen; 
sometime in the next several hours Mrs. Tillman is going to ring the 
police and report that her husband is missing.  I doubt very much she 
knows her husband is a spook, so she’s probably not going to call CIA.  
Either way it doesn’t matter very much, because the cops, or maybe the 
CIA, will start looking at Tillman’s credit cards and see that either he is 
having the time of his life with some woman, or someone who stole his 
credit cards is.” 

“And then?” Huping asked. 
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“They’ll waste their time trying to track them down in Atlantic 
City, the airport and then Miami.  Meanwhile we’ve just bought 
ourselves about forty-eight hours.” 

The Vice Minister considered the plan and then grumbled an 
objection to Huping.  “My father wants to know what happens if 
Tillman’s superiors question Lockhart.  What then?” 

“We’re watching Lockhart, so we’ll know if that happens.  If it 
does, then hopefully it won’t happen until for forty-eight hours from 
now when it won’t matter.  If it happens sooner, we pull the plug on the 
operation and prepare our best defense.  But no one will be able to 
prove anything.” 

Huping was confused, “Why wouldn’t it matter forty-eight hours 
from now?” 

“Because that’s how long we give Lockhart to complete his 
mission.” 

“Can he do what we need him to do in such a short period of 
time?” Huping looked doubtful. 

“We’ll see.  The man appears to be quite persuasive when he 
wants to be,” Conally said.  “We should at least let him try, at this point 
we have a lot to gain and very little to lose.” 

 “I’ve instructed my people to keep an even closer eye on 
Lockhart.  I won’t hesitate to get rid of him and stop this whole thing if 
he makes any more attempts to reveal our identities or plans,” the Vice 
Minister said. 

“Fine, but let’s not be too hasty, a lot is at stake.  It would be a 
shame to blow it when we are so close,” Conally said. 

“Nothing should deter us from getting what we are after,” Huping 
concluded. 
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Chapter 14 
 
 

The electric chirping of the hotel suite’s telephone melodically 
jerked Lockhart from a deep sleep.  He ignored the phone, rolled over 
and groaned.  Whoever it was, if they were calling at this hour of the 
night they were likely to be calling about something serious and they 
would be persistent.  The phone continued to ring a badly synthesized 
songbird.  Lockhart listened to the ring and collected his thoughts; he 
was fairly sure he knew who it was.  
 A client would not be calling anything besides his mobile phone 
if they had the number; and the mobile’s ringer was turned off.  
Lockhart was fairly sure no one from his office would let any client 
know where he was, it was made clear in no uncertain terms to do so 
was a hanging offense. Nearly a minute of ringing passed.  Deciding he 
was awake enough to handle what was on the other end of the line, he 
reached to the nightstand and answered. 

“Yes…” 
“Hello, Sean Lockhart?”  It was Zhang Huping.  
Lockhart hung up. 
She called back immediately. 
“You better have a good reason for calling me at this time of the 

night!” 
“Is this some kind of a joke?  This is not at all funny.”  Confusion 

turned to anger on the other side of the line.  As he felt Huping’s 
temper flare Lockhart grew more at ease.  It was nice to be in control of 
the situation, even if it was just a phone call.   

“Is this how you treat all your clients?” she growled. 
“Just the ones that blackmail and wake me up in the middle of 

night.  Isn’t it nice to know you’re special?”     
“I suppose you are used to barroom sluts and naive society 

debutants finding your childishness amusing.  However, neither one of 
us have time for your games right now.” 
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A red flag was raised.  “I am used to women finding me 
charming, but let’s forget about that for the moment.  I’m listening, 
what this about?”  
 There was another pause, Lockhart envisioned Huping on the 
other end of the line collecting her thoughts.  He had the impression 
what she was about to say was important and she wanted to express 
herself carefully. 
 “The situation has changed, we need you to complete this project 
within the next forty eight hours and then return to Beijing.” 
 “I was given a week, what happened?” 
 “Don’t ask questions and do what you are told,” Huping spat. 
 Lockhart hung up the phone again.  Yawning, he walked over to 
the mini bar and poured himself a scotch on the rocks.  Before he could 
take a sip the phone began to sing again.  Lockhart envisioned blasting 
it with a shotgun.  He let it ring a few moments as he sipped his drink 
and then picked up the receiver. 
 “Hello,” he said calmly. 
 “You are an impossible man Mr. Lockhart.” 
 “That’s what everyone tells me.  Are you finished treating me 
like one of your servants?”  He tossed back the end of his drink and 
placed the empty glass on the nightstand.  
 Huping ignored the question.  “It would be better if you accepted 
the task as offered and did not resist us at every step of the way.  The 
circumstances have changed, please deal with it the best you can.  The 
sooner this is over the sooner you get the rest of your money.” 
 “I think you should appreciate that I am not a hired hand who just 
fell off a vegetable truck from the provinces.  If you tell me the 
situation has changed, I need to know how and why it changed in order 
to effectively deal with it.” 
 Silence.  Again Huping was considering what she should say 
next.  “All right, understood.  But I can’t give you details over the 
phone, only a brief description of the situation.” 

“Fine.” 
“As you know, we have been collecting information about the 

business partners you are preparing to meet.  It seems that some of 
them might have become aware of our research.  Now, unfortunately, 
one or two of them might be ready to leave the market.  Understand?”   
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“I see...  This does not seem all together undesirable on your part.  
Why bother rushing the project, how about calling it off?”  

Lockhart could hear Huping exhale violently on the other end of 
the phone.  She was impatient.   

“No.  If they leave the market, they will not invest the amount we 
discussed.  Also, it raises the possibility that we will not be able to do 
business with them in the future.  This is all I’m going to say on the 
subject.  Will you complete this project in time?”  

Lockhart made some quick calculations.  “I will, but since you 
changed the terms of the contract, I’m raising my fees.  Let’s make it 
another one hundred thousand up front and a full percentage on the 
incentive amount.” 

“That’s outrageous!” 
“I don’t think so.  Especially in light of the fact that you are not 

going to be able to replace me and get the job done in the next forty 
eight hours.” 

Until now the conversation had occurred in English, but Huping 
was no longer able to contain her anger, it was better expressed in her 
native language. 

“Who do you think you are?  You are nothing!  If you do not do 
as we ask you will pay the consequences!  Your business in China, and 
your life as you know it, will be ruined.” 

Lockhart remained calm.  “You can damage me and definitely 
fail to achieve your goal.  Or you can pay me what I ask, and we both 
get a chance at pulling this off.  What’s it going to be?” 

He had a few more things on his mind that he would like to say, 
such as how long have you been following me and what will you get 
out of all of this?  Oh, and by the way, you are a world-class bitch.  But 
that was a discussion for another time.  For the moment he would settle 
for more cash in hand and see what happened next. 

There was still no answer from Huping.   
“Please wire the hundred thousand dollars, plus the required five 

percent Chinese business tax to my firm’s account in Hong Kong.  You 
may contact my office for the bank details; ask for Ms. Xu.  I will 
check the account in the morning New York time when I wake up.  If 
the money is not there, then I suppose our business is concluded.”  
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Lockhart waited for his words to sink in; they both knew she was going 
to accept the terms.   

“I will arrange the payment, good evening Mr. Lockhart.”  The 
phone hung up abruptly. 

“Bye bye now, thanks for calling,” he hung up the phone and 
switched on the ‘do not disturb’ button.  This was the last telephone 
conversation he would have tonight.   

Lockhart rolled back into bed and turned off the light.  Laying in 
darkness he ran through the conversation with Huping in his head.  
Obviously they were desperate, or they wouldn’t have agreed to pay his 
terms so quickly.  Huping did not even haggle.  A hundred thousand 
dollars was not a significant amount of money to someone like Zhang 
Huping, she had millions.  Nor was it a large sum for the Ministry of 
Public Security and the FBI for that matter.  But the fact that Huping 
did not check with her father or Conally about renegotiating the terms 
probably meant they had already prepared for this eventuality and 
accepted it.  They were acting fast.  What was the hurry? 

At face value, the idea that some or all of the targets knew they 
were under surveillance, were preparing to flee and therefore could get 
beyond reach made sense.  Conally and the Zhangs appeared to have 
their play well planned and operating for at least several months.  It 
could be an expensive waste of resources if the pigeons flew the coop 
now.  But Lockhart could not help but feel there was more to this.  
There were angles he was not seeing. 

He let those thoughts leave his head.  It was comforting to know 
that there was more to him than his new clients could know or would 
even suspect.  Obviously they have been following him, he suspected it 
in Beijing, but Tillman confirmed it.   

It was unlikely whoever was following him witnessed the 
meeting in the diner, all they could see from their position in the car 
across the street was that he had gone in, had diner, went to the 
restroom and left - nothing suspicious about that.  

The only way they could know what transpired in the men’s 
room is if they bugged him.  This was highly unlikely.  First of all, in 
order to pick up the conversation the bug would have to be on his body, 
or, more probably, in the clothes he was wearing.  He had been through 
the Beijing airport metal detector and security personnel with metal 
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detecting wands; nothing was detected.  In addition, his sports jacket, 
belt and his shoes had gone through an x-ray machine.  Something 
would have been found if it was there.   

However, in theory, Vice Minister Zhang Tieying could have 
made arrangements at the airport to make sure he passed through 
unnoticed or bothered; the Vice Minister did have home field 
advantage after all.  Lockhart thought about that, it seemed a little far-
fetched, but not impossible.  He would have to carefully check his 
clothes. 

But another obstacle to bugging or electronically tracking 
someone is an electrical power source.  If they planted a device on him 
it would have to be small and mobile, therefore it would not be attached 
to an external power source like a car battery or wall socket, the usual 
means for a long-term surveillance.  He was no expert, but Lockhart 
had never heard of miniscule batteries with extended life.  Therefore 
any hidden device placed on his person would likely be active for only 
a few hours at most.  At least that is what he guessed. 

It seemed improbable that their conversation was overheard, 
unless a bug was on Tillman or already in the bathroom, which seemed 
impossible or least so convoluted it was not worth thinking about.  If 
Tillman was the source of the problem then that was something for 
Samuel to sort out. 

Another possibility was that someone listened to he and Tillman 
using sophisticated microphones.  Lockhart heard of instances where 
agents eavesdropped on people inside a room in a house from a 
neighboring building with a twenty-inch highly sensitive microphone 
pointed directly at an open window.  Again, this seemed unlikely, that 
precluded the notion that whoever was following him probably had 
reason to believe he planned a clandestine meeting in a New Jersey 
men’s room and placed themselves in a position to listen in on the 
conversation.   

Lockhart concluded it was possible, but highly unlikely that 
anyone unfriendly knew about his meeting with Tillman.  In the 
morning he would check his clothes and drop the matter.  After that he 
could continue to work under the assumption that neither Conally nor 
the Zhangs had any idea he had made contact with CIA.  Meanwhile, 
Tillman or Samuel would get back to him soon with information about 
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his blackmailers.  It would be nice to know if they had an unstated 
agenda, and what it was.  Lockhart drifted off to sleep with more 
questions left unanswered and a feeling that his purpose in New York 
would have unhappy consequences for more than just the turtle eggs. 

 
*** 

 
Despite the night’s interrupted sleep Lockhart woke before seven 

in the morning.  Mechanically he rolled out of bed and pumped out 
fifty rapid push-ups and then fell back onto the carpet and half snoozed 
half mentally prepared for the day.    

The first thing he needed to do was check his bank account.  If a 
hundred thousand dollars had not been deposited overnight then the rest 
of the day’s schedule would be fairly open.  After that he needed to 
thoroughly scan his clothes for electronic surveillance devices, he had a 
fairly good idea how he was going to accomplish that.   

The proceeding tasks would take the rest of the day and into the 
evening.  First he planned to visit the homes and other known locations 
of the targets and make a preliminary reconnaissance.  He was not 
about to make his approach without getting a decent lay of the land 
first.  Unfortunately, while everyone he needed to contact was in the 
New York area, they could not be much further apart from each other.  
The day would include traveling to Chinatown in downtown 
Manhattan, then over the Hudson River to Westchester County and 
then into New Jersey.  Thankfully none of the targets lived in Long 
Island, which would have further stretched the geographical limits of 
his area of operation. 

Lockhart reviewed his mental checklist and rose from the floor of 
the hotel suite.  He pulled the drapes from the windows; sunlight 
flooded into the room and the undulating metropolitan current of New 
York City was revealed several stories below.  He ran his eyes over the 
countless office buildings, intersecting streets and avenues and the edge 
of the vast Atlantic Ocean.  There are a thousand stories in this naked 
city Lockhart mused to himself, and I’m about to make a few more. 

After taking in the view for a few moments Lockhart snatched up 
his phone from where it lay recharging on the hotel room’s desk.  He 
glanced at his email inbox; there were no emails that could not wait.  
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Kelley must be doing a good job deflecting client demands from 
reaching him.  He pulled up the Internet browser and checked his Hong 
Kong bank statement online.  There was a one hundred and five 
thousand dollar deposit made to his account from Pleasure Joy 88 Inc 
located in Fujian province.   

Lockhart raised an eyebrow.  He had only half expected the 
payment to come directly from Zhang Huping herself, potentially as 
payment from whichever holding company owned the Vermillion 
Dragon.  Pleasure Joy 88 Inc was probably a completely separate 
company, and it would likely be difficult to make any connection to 
Zhang Huping or her father.  He doubted that Conally would have any 
connection with the company as well.  Lockhart thumbed out a brief 
message to Kelley asking her to have one of the staff find out what they 
could about Pleasure Joy 88 Inc. 

Lockhart looked at the mobile phone for a moment, other than his 
laptop it was the only electronic device he had brought with him from 
Beijing.  He left the laptop in the rented car when he met Tillman at the 
diner, but he had has his phone with him.  Unclasping the casing and 
accessing the back of the device he took out the battery and SIM card.  
No extra small pieces appeared to have been added to the device.  
Lockhart shook his head in quiet contemplation before grabbing a 
Swiss Army knife from his shaving kit and unscrewing the cover off 
the device.  The guts of the phone spilled out on to the desk, an LCD 
screen, circuit board, and rubber number pad.   

Lockhart had visited a number of mobile phone factories in China 
as part of a client market investigation project and had a general idea of 
the pieces that comprised a mobile phone.  He carefully examined the 
board for a small piece of circuitry that could have been hastily 
soldered on after factory, but nothing appeared out of place.  He was 
only an amateur technician, but he was satisfied that the device was 
clean.  He reassembled the phone and made for sure it was in working 
order.  Another small source of paranoia was removed. 

Lockhart called room service for coffee and then headed to the 
bathroom for a quick shower.   The coffee arrived just as he stepped out 
of a long hot shower and he relished the caffeinated charge to the 
morning.  After sinking two cups he snatched his dirty underwear, 
socks and t-shirt from the floor.  He did not plan on wearing these again 
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today, but if he was to make a thorough job of checking his clothes for 
electronic snooping equipment he should check every article.  It was 
hardly possible that anything would be in or on these pieces of 
clothing.  How would they get there?  Someone would have to have 
snuck into his bedroom the night before he left to plant the gear, how 
would they know which piece of underwear he was going to choose?  
Nevertheless, if you discount all the possibilities, then you can only 
arrive at one conclusion.  In this case he was hoping to conclude that 
Big Brother was not watching or listening from his own nether regions.   

He took the clothing into the bathroom and held the different 
pieces up to the powerful fluorescent light.  The nylon and cotton 
fabrics were thin enough to be transparent in the direct light.  After 
careful inspection he decided there were no wires or microchips in 
there.  What a relief. 
 

*** 
 
 Lockhart exited the elevator and entered the spacious and ultra-
modern hotel lobby wearing the same sports jacket, shirt, slacks, loafers 
and belt from the previous day.  Glancing across the expanse of a 
myriad of desks, sofas and a variety of amenities, Lockhart spotted the 
hotel concierge and headed in his direction. 
 “Yes sir, how can I help you?” 
 “Would you mind directing me to the nearest courthouse?” 
Lockhart inquired. 
 The concierge blinked and in a nano-second registered the odd 
question and found a solution.  “Yes sir, please wait a moment, I will 
check right away for the nearest courthouse.” 
 Lockhart waited while the man scanned his computer screen.  
“Sir, there’s a federal courthouse about twelve blocks from here on 32nd 
Street and a municipal courthouse a little further away.  I’d be pleased 
to give you directions to either one.”          
 “The federal one will be perfect, thank you.” 
 The concierge quickly jotted down directions in excellent 
penmanship and graciously offered them to Lockhart as if they were 
theater tickets. 
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 The walk to the courthouse took less than twenty minutes, on the 
way Lockhart made no effort to spot a tail or elude surveillance.  He 
arrived very shortly after the courthouse opened to the public.  The 
large edifice sat on the majority of a city block and was in the typical 
Greek revival style of most buildings of its type across the United 
States.  Outside its entrance a series of massive marble columns 
guarded large brass doors, overhead Latin inscriptions were carved 
along the rim of the exterior.  Entering the building, Lockhart was 
pleased see that the marble foyer was filled with a bank of metal 
detectors and x-ray machines cordoned off by a nylon maze of ropes.  
Trust the federal courthouse to have high security.   
 Standing at the entrance, Lockhart was jarred by attorneys, clerks 
and probably any number of defendants rushing towards the security 
checkpoint.  Only in New York would people be in such a hurry to 
dispense or receive justice.  Lockhart entered the line; he was made to 
put his jacket, shoes, belt, wallet, phone and any other loose items in a 
basket to be passed through an x-ray machine.  He walked through a 
metal detector and then a bored looking African American woman with 
bright red lipstick and a large handgun on her hip waved a metal 
detecting wand over his body. 
 Nothing in his clothes seemed to arouse any suspicion.  Case 
closed. Lockhart was probably being followed, but he was not infested 
with any electronic bugs.  This was satisfying; he could still count his 
conversation with Tillman as secure. Lockhart exited the federal 
courthouse less than two minutes after entering and stood on the marble 
steps in plain view.  If he was being followed he wanted to make sure 
that whoever was watching knew he had only been in the building for a 
brief amount of time.   

A lean Asian gentleman in a dark suit stood in a doorway across 
the street from the courthouse steps.  He did not brood over the 
mysterious visit to a government building; it was not his place to trifle 
with analysis.  He merely extracted a small mobile phone from his 
pocket and keyed a short message noting the time, place and duration 
of Lockhart’s movements.  The mobile phone in his hand buzzed with 
the vibration of an incoming message.  A terse not in Chinese 
characters read, “Continue to monitor and report.  Termination 
possible, remain prepared for flight”. 
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Chapter 15 
 
 

Canal Street had once been the Pennsylvania Avenue of the 
Sicilian mafia.  The surrounding neighborhood, dubbed little Italy by 
the rest of the city, was the epicenter of Italian American culture, 
including the nefarious crime families such as the underworld empires 
of the Genovese, Lucchese, Gambino, Colombo and Bonano.  The 
remaining sliver of the once sprawling Little Italy is now little more 
than an enclave for tourists to enjoy the St. Gennaro Festival and the 
few surviving Italian restaurants worth visiting. 

In the last thirty years, with the rise of the Pacific Rim, and more 
specifically China, Little Italy gave way to an encroaching Chinatown.  
Alongside honest working-class residents of the neighborhood, new 
landlords of the surrounding city blocks built empires out of time 
honored illicit industries; gambling, prostitution, racketeering and 
narcotics.  Just as the previous rulers of the territory preyed on their 
fellow countryman in a wave of migration to the new country, the 
Chinese tongs also found it convenient and profitable to take advantage 
of those least able to defend themselves.  Ignorant new arrivals and 
illegal immigrants fearful of authorities provide tempting targets; and 
their population replenishes itself with every boat or plane from the old 
country. 

Fang Lihui immediately set his eyes upon New York’ Chinatown 
after fleeing the People’s Republic.  The neighborhood was a small sea 
of Chinese culture and business he could get lost in.  At home with the 
intricacies of crime and politics, Fang was quickly able to distribute 
some of his millions up and down Canal Street, cementing alliances 
and building a base of operations.  He paid for influence and power, but 
also attained it through bartering his own knowledge and remaining 
guanxi in northern China, a comparatively untapped market for the 
southern Cantonese and Fukenese who ruled New York’s Chinatown. 
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After purchasing a series of legitimate business, on which he paid 
squeeze to the local tongs, he established his first illegal venture in the 
United States.  Fang made introductions between a gang of car thieves 
plying their trade in the tri-state area and a network of smugglers and 
distributors in northern China, most of whom were People’s Liberation 
Army officers.  Fang took a small cut, and let his new business partners 
in the United States take the lion’s share.  This and other shrewd deals 
built Fang a reputation as a generous facilitator of business between 
American and Chinese syndicates.  His role earned him protection and 
information, helping insulate him from enemies from where he came 
and in his new home.  Settled into the Chinatown community, Fang 
hoped to retire and fade into obscurity with the vast stolen fortune 
hidden away in banks stretching from the Caymans to Switzerland. 

Sitting inside a plastic booth by the window of a take-out 
restaurant named the Magic Wok Lockhart continued to reread Fang 
Lihui’s dossier on his smart phone.  Fang’s exploits made for good 
reading material.  If he did not already know the man existed in living 
flesh, he would have thought the file was airport fiction.  In addition to 
extensive financial records the dossier included detailed daily schedules 
and places frequented by Fang.  Whoever conducted the surveillance 
and drafted the file knew their job.  From the window where Lockhart 
sat he hoped to catch a glimpse of the man leaving his favorite 
underground gambling parlor where he sat for all night mahjong 
sessions.  In this case, the place was literally underground; it was 
located in the basement of a large Sichuan restaurant.   

Taking up position in the Magic Wok Lockhart saw Fang’s 
Cadillac in the alleyway across the street.  He noticed a bulky figure at 
the wheel and assumed it was Ouyang, a cousin and long-time 
associate.  The dossier did not contain any information about the man 
other than his military file and list of charges he was wanted for, 
including murder, arson and graft.  According to the files, the remains 
of two inspectors from the Party’s disciplinary section were found in 
the trunk of a car buried at a construction site in Shenyang.  They had 
been sent to investigate allegations of corruption in Fang’s 
administration.  They were last seen alive with Ouyang who reportedly 
was charged with driving them to their hotel, but the pair never checked 
in.   
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The dossier worried Lockhart.  He would have to be careful; 
Fang could have Ouyang punish the bearer of bad news.  Unfortunately 
that was Lockhart, and he didn’t relish the idea of tussling with the 
Manchurian.   

After an hour of waiting in the cheap take-out place and 
occasionally scanning a Wall Street Journal, Lockhart caught site of 
Fang slowly walking up the steps of the subterranean gambling den.  
His car quickly pulled up in front of Fang and he scampered into the 
backseat before it merged into traffic and was gone seconds later.  Fang 
was cautious; his security was tight.  Ouyang had the car waiting for 
him and ready to roll on a moment’s notice, meaning Fang did not wait 
long outside where he was exposed.  If he did have trouble there was 
little doubt that Ouyang could handle it.  It would be best to approach 
Fang directly, on his turf, where he felt safe.  There was no telling how 
he would respond to a surprise or a threat. 
 

*** 
 
 The walk to Fang’s residence was a fifteen-minute odyssey 
through a Chinese microcosm.  Signs advertised the Bank of Shanghai, 
Mongolian barbecue, tours from Beijing to Xi’an, Guangdong real-
estate ventures and Tibetan Buddhist curious.  All around, the street 
noise was a jumble of pedestrians chattering in more than a dozen 
Chinese dialects with the un-rhythmic beat of honking horns, crashing 
steal doors and the occasional whoop of a siren.  Marveling at the 
nuanced differences and stark similarities between the Diaspora and the 
cousins they left at home, Lockhart walked swiftly through a series of 
side streets and alleyways until he reached a former garment factory 
now owned by Fang. 
 The dilapidated four-story brick building comprised half the 
block; the street front entrances included large garage doors and steps 
leading up to an alcove entrance way.  Sizing up the building, Lockhart 
estimated that it contained at least ten thousand square feet of living 
space.  It wasn’t a townhouse on Park Avenue, but the unassuming 
edifice made for a nice city mansion.  At a casual glance the exterior 
was broken brick, faded blue paint and an unkempt sidewalk. It didn’t 
look pretty, but a fortress didn’t have to.  If one bothered to take a 
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careful study, they would notice soundproof windows installed in every 
window frame, reinforced steel doors, video cameras, motion detectors 
and security lights on every corner of the building.  
 The rest of the block and the surrounding streets were typical 
lower Manhattan, businesses on the street level and apartments on the 
upper.  Vehicle and foot traffic was fairly heavy in the middle of the 
day.  Outside of the building Lockhart would be reasonably safe in the 
public space, however inside Fang’s lair was another story.  He would 
be on enemy ground, out-numbered and unaided; a daunting prospect 
when you are trying to strong-arm someone into handing over ten 
million dollars in cash and leave the country.   
 Lockhart stood on the sidewalk across the street studying the 
building in the reflection of a dry cleaner’s window.  He mentally ran 
through the conversation with Fang in his head.   

“Hi, you don’t know me, but trust me when I say the US 
government is going to make your life miserable unless you leave the 
country.  Oh, and by the way, the folks back home want some of the 
millions you stole, if you give that to them all sins will be forgiven.  
Yes, I’m serious.” 

Lockhart was reasonably confident about turning the other marks, 
but Fang was tough, rich and smart.  He doubted Fang could be bullied, 
cajoled or bribed, and Lockhart was beginning to be afraid of trying.  
He was going to have to think of something else. 
 

*** 
 
 After spending the morning making a reconnaissance of Fang’s 
neighborhood and brainstorming a plan, Lockhart returned to his hotel 
to pick up his rented car.  It was easy enough to take a taxi into 
Chinatown, but he would need the car to travel to Westchester and New 
Jersey.  He drove uptown, making his way towards the New York State 
Throughway and the towering Tappan Zee Bridge stretching the three-
mile breadth of the Hudson River.  A plan of attack was quickly 
forming in Lockhart’s mind.  First he would survey the ground around 
the Wangs and then Reggie Xin and try to anticipate potential trouble.  
If everything looked all right, he would make first contact tonight and 
end this terrible business within twenty-four hours after that.  



 109 

 Judging from what he read about the Wang’s, they were not 
hardened criminals and they didn’t associate with any.  They were an 
unassuming, elderly Chinese couple living a quiet life in the 
Rockwellian small town of New Bedford.  Not that their neighbors 
were likely to take an interest in the foreigners living down the street, 
but few would have guessed that Wang Jin was once a Communist 
guerilla in the Chinese revolution and then later in life was a 
contributing architect of the PRC’s economic miracle before stealing 
well over one hundred million dollars.  If they had known, the 
stockbrokers and lawyers living on his street would have been 
impressed – patriots and thieves make for interesting dinner guests. 
 Lockhart arrived in the Wang’s neighborhood and circled the 
block slowly.  Small New England cottages were intermixed with lager 
raised ranches and the occasional designer home.  Given the town’s 
picturesque setting and the forty-minute commute to Manhattan, even 
the smallest three-bedroom home was worth over a million dollars.  
The Wang’s was neither the smallest nor the largest home on the street, 
however its pristine lawn was surrounded by a spotless white picket 
fence and the mailbox at the end of the driveway hung a small 
American flag.   In the front yard a tiny woman in dirty overalls and a 
sun hat fastened to her head with a long white piece of cloth was 
pruning a flowerbed.  Beside her was a pile of leaves, twigs and dead 
flowers. 

Lockhart frowned; it appeared the Wang’s enjoyed living the 
American dream.  Unfortunately for them the dream was about to come 
to a rude awakening once he entered the picture.  Finding a parking 
space down the block, Lockhart pulled over and sat for several minutes 
observing the house.  Thumbing through the files on his phone he 
scanned the Wang’s’ schedule.  The Wang’s did not leave home much, 
it was observed that they would spend numerous hours a week working 
on their yard in their garden.  At night they tended to take a stroll 
before dark and then eat at home, or occasionally order a delivered 
meal from one of the restaurants in the town.  In previous years they 
left the cold New York winter behind them and spent a month in Miami 
or Hawaii.   

Their only visitor was a granddaughter named Wendy who lived 
in Manhattan; she recently graduated with as Masters Degrees in 
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Sociology from Columbia University and started working for Social 
Services in the city.  Lockhart paused at this; the young woman must be 
an idealist.  His curiosity was peaked. 

He tossed the phone on to the passenger seat, let out a long deep 
sigh and closed his eyes.  Envisioning sitting at the Wangs’ kitchen 
table, Lockhart ran the conversation he had to have with the old couple 
through his head.  Being old and alone, they might be easy to 
intimidate, but it was also just as likely they would be stubborn as hell.  
They were not a young couple that could easily start over somewhere.  
They had money and that helps, it helps a lot.  But the two had 
essentially done nothing but putter around the house and do yard work 
for seven years while they were in America.  They had a routine, they 
were comfortable and they weren’t getting any younger. 

Lockhart was concentrating deeply, placing angle on top of angle 
and then turning the picture around in his head.  Ideas were forming; a 
strategy was beginning to take shape in his mind.  Distracted by his 
own thoughts, he didn’t see the larger dull grey Crown Victoria pull 
alongside his parked car and box him in.  Sensing movement outside 
his window, Lockhart turned to see a man in a blue uniform with an 
American flag on his shoulder and a name badge roll down his 
passenger side window and motion to him to roll down his window. 

“Can I help you sir?” 
Definitely a rent-a-cop, Lockhart thought.  Real cops almost 

never offer to help you, they demand a license and registration or they 
order you to step out of the car.  If they don’t know who you are and 
what you are doing they make you do things to show you they are in 
control.  Rent-a-cops, on the other hand, work for other people and they 
tended to be polite so as not to offend the clients and business 
associates of their employers. 

Lockhart’s face lit up with a smile revealing perfect white teeth 
and a lively sparkle in his eye.  It was the smile he used on Mrs. 
Davenport in the second grade after he had poured a jar of glue in a 
classmate’s desk and it was the same smile he used on Felicia 
Montgomery in the boathouse the summer he was sixteen.   The smile 
beamed what mischief could I possibly be capable of?  The smile 
worked on Mrs. Davenport and Felicia Montgomery, and they were 
both probably a hell of a lot smarter than the average rent-a-cop. 
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“No, thank you officer.  I’m just waiting for my realtor, she’s 
supposed to meet me here before we take a look at a few houses.  It 
looks like she’s running late.” 

There wasn’t a single lawn with a for-sale sign stuck in it in sight. 
The security guard eyed Lockhart, and ran his gaze across his 

expensive clothes and spotless rented car.  Lockhart continued smiling; 
hoping that referring to the rent-a-cop as ‘officer’ would generate some 
bloated self-esteem and goodwill. 

“This neighborhood is patrolled by Hudson Security,” the 
uniformed man said in his best-practiced official language. 

Lockhart continued smiling and nodded.  His eyes radiated of 
course it is, and you are doing a wonderful job too!    

“The residents around here tend to get a little nervous when they 
see strangers sitting in a parked car.” 

“Well that’s understandable, I suppose.  I’ve never lived in a 
neighborhood that had it’s own private police force before.  Is there 
anything I should be concerned about?” 

The question caught the security man off guard.  A ‘no’ would 
undermine his existence and authority.  But a  ‘yes’ made it sound as if 
New Bedford was practically just outside the Green Zone in Baghdad. 

“We are here to keep an eye on things, just in case,” the man 
said, pleased with his improvised answer. 

“That’s good, I feel safer already,” Lockhart said.  He looked at 
the man for a moment, the smile still flashing from his face.  A moment 
passed.  The silence between the two cars was verging on awkward. 

“What’s your name?”   
Lockhart silently groaned deeply in the pit of his stomach, he had 

wanted to avoid giving his name.  He was carrying his own driver’s 
license, passport and a pocket full of name cards.  Lying wasn’t a good 
option.      

“Sean Lockhart, nice to meet you.  What’s your name?” 
The security guard smiled, people rarely wanted to know his 

name.  The Westchester elite viewed him as a servant, an employee 
from down the road in Yonkers.  Not one of them.  Not worth knowing 
his name. 

“Charles Welker, call me Charlie.” 
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“Hello Charlie.”  Big smile, the one that got Felicia 
Montgomery’s panties to hit the boathouse floor. 

“Well Mr. Lockhart, there’s coffee shop just down the road at the 
bottom of the hill.  I’d appreciate it if you would wait for your realtor 
there.” 

“Ok Charlie,” Sean turned the key in the ignition and 
demonstrated he was prepared to go. 

Charlie waved a two-finger salute and pulled away, opening 
space for Lockhart to pull out of his parking spot.  The security guard 
followed him all the way to the coffee shop and drove on as Lockhart 
parked his car and walked in.  Lockhart noted that Charlie was 
professional and thorough, but not too bright.  If the Wangs felt 
threatened would they call on his company’s services?  Lockhart would 
have to avoid that, it was already bad enough he was noticed as a 
suspicious loiterer; he didn’t want to be charged with harassing the 
elderly couple, or worse.    
 

*** 
 

The massive leather Titleist pro bag was as wide as a barrel and 
weighed over thirty pounds.  Jutting from the open end of the bag were 
seventeen custom made clubs with graphite shafts and designer 
precision balanced heads.  The bag’s pockets were filled with every 
top-dollar golfing contraption in the catalogue, including hand 
warmers, an electronic distance finder, and five dollar biodegradable 
tees.   
 A spindly, pimpled teenage boy struggled to heft the bag from the 
bag room to the curbside stand.  Reggie Xin’s yellow Humvee rumbled 
from its parking spot in the country club lot up to the curb.  Reggie 
dismounted the giant vehicle and strode over to the waiting bag 
attendant.  Expensive golf attire hung from his skeletal frame.  He 
raised a long bony hand and motioned to the bag attendant. 
 “Did you clean the clubs good this time?” he asked.  Reggie’s 
English was heavily accented but very fluent. 
 “Yes, sir.”  The kid mumbled. 
 “Show me,” Reggie demanded. 
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 Lockhart sat in his rental car in the front row of the parking lot 
and watched the exchange.  In the quiet early autumn dusk he could 
just barely hear the conversation. The night was Reggie Xin’s regular 
golf league.  According to the surveillance file, Reggie golfed with the 
same foursome every week and he had a thirty-two handicap.  He rarely 
ate dinner at the club and usually went home after playing, sometimes 
he ate at one of the few expensive restaurants in the area. 
 Reggie began ripping the head covers from the clubs and tossing 
them on the ground.  The boy frantically began picking them up until 
he was left juggling an impossible pile of them in his hands. 
 “Eeeiiihhhhh, I knew it.  I have to tell you boys every time!”  
Reggie jerked a club from the bag and shoved it in the attendant’s face.  
“There’s still dirt on this one.  Look here.” 
 The boy peered in; he had a dumb but eager-to-please look on his 
face.  Reggie pointed to spot of caked on dirt the size of pea on a sand 
wedge. 
 “Lazy boy!  Next time, do your job more carefully,” Reggie 
scolded. 
 “I’ll take care of it right away.”  The kid ran into the clubhouse 
with the sand wedge grasped in his hands. 
 Lockhart stayed perched in his car examining Reggie.  The man 
glanced at an expensive watch on his wrist and clicked his tongue in 
dissatisfaction.  Less than a minute later the boy came trotting back 
with the club in his hand.  He stopped in front of Reggie and offered 
the club for examination.  Reggie stuck out his chin and waved it away.  
He reached into his pocket and pulled out a wallet.  Opening it he 
snatched a bill and showed it to the boy. 
 “This is the tip you are not getting!  Next time do it right.”  He 
shoved the bill back into his wallet and opened the Humvee’s tailgate.  
“Put the clubs in the car.” 
 The boy did so and walked away dejected.  Reggie slammed the 
tailgate closed, stepped up into the Humvee and drove away.  Lockhart 
waited thirty seconds and then followed Reggie down the long country 
club driveway lined by yellow and red leafed trees, the richness of their 
colors enhanced by the dim radiance of a barely visible setting sun.  
The cool autumn night was placid.  Lockhart smiled again for the first 
time in hours.  It wasn’t the picturesque landscape that caused a 
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swelling of happiness in Lockhart, although the scenery helped.  He 
was relieved to see Reggie Xin in person, and immediately ascertain for 
himself that the man was a first-class asshole.  The slight feelings of 
remorse that were growing in him about confronting the Wangs was 
replaced by a malevolent desire to carryout his assignment.  It would be 
fun meeting Reggie. 
 It was easy enough to keep the big Humvee in sight as Lockhart 
followed it through the country road and on to the interstate.  Slipping 
three cars back and into an adjacent lane Lockhart settled in for the 
twenty-minute drive to the sprawling subdivision where Reggie’s house 
was located two exits away.  Lockhart had made a brief stop at the 
house an hour ago and knew the road.  The Humvee signaled for the 
exit and Lockhart followed, gaining on the vehicle.  Lockhart’s car was 
next to Reggie’s at the light, he waited until he could see the light turn 
yellow for the passing traffic, slowly counted to three, confirmed there 
was an opening in traffic with a quick glance in both directions and hit 
the accelerator.  Lockhart’s big sedan jumped in the lane before the 
light turned green and he sped away ahead of Reggie. 
 Lockhart drove quickly but carefully.  He only needed to be two 
or three minutes ahead, that would be plenty of time to reach Reggie’s 
house and be waiting when he arrived. 
 

 

Chapter 16 
 
 

The motion sensor activated floodlight turned off.  Lockhart 
stood on the side of Reggie Xin’s house hoping no one saw him walk 
across the neighbor’s yard to his location near the garage doors.  The 
light had startled him for a moment, but he ducked behind a pine bush 
out of sight an instant later.  He stood completely still, waiting.  The 
light remained a loan sentinel ready to flash an alert at the slightest 
movement. 

It would be unlucky if one of the neighbors had seen Lockhart.  
But given the darkness of the early night and the blue glow from 
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television sets emanating from the house windows on the street, it 
seemed likely that the neighbors were distracted by the nightly news, 
sitcom re-runs or game shows.  Who bothered to look out their window 
on a quiet suburban night? Lockhart was counting on no one.  It would 
waste a lot time having to explain anything to the cops, and it would be 
awkward.  It could be especially awkward if the cops showed up only 
seconds after he and Reggie had met. 

The growling of the Humvee’s engine could be heard from down 
the road.  Lockhart kept still and got ready to move fast.  Headlights 
washed up the driveway and lit the woods behind the house.  The 
floodlight rained brightness again and Lockhart heard the mechanical 
grinding of an electric garage door opener.  The driveway was shaped 
like an L, with the opening of the garage facing perpendicular to the 
street.  Lockhart would only expose himself for half a second.  He still 
hoped everyone in eyesight was still watching TV. 

The Humvee’s engine turned off, and there was silence for a 
second.  Then the garage door began to grind down.  Lockhart kept in a 
low crouch and bolted around the corner into the garage along the 
passenger side of the large vehicle.  He could have stood up and he 
wouldn’t have been seen.  Lockhart took a quick look around the 
garage.  It was filled with the usual stuff, garbage cans and some lawn 
tools.  Next to the Humvee was parked a large burgundy colored 
Mercedes.  In front of the two vehicles, opposite the garage doors was a 
single house door; next to it was a small consol for an alarm system.   

The Humvee’s door opened and Reggie stepped out; he jiggled 
his keys in his hand and hummed to himself.  Lockhart duck walked to 
the driver’s side edge at the back of the vehicle.  A short series of five 
beeps rung through the garage and he heard a door handle turn.  
Lockhart sprang.  He covered the length of the Humvee in a few quick 
steps and was behind Reggie just as he swung the door wide open. 

Gaining momentum as he ran, Lockhart tackled Reggie with the 
controlled furry of a professional linebacker.  Wrapping up his 
opponent from behind, the two sailed in the air for a split second, 
Lockhart twisted his body so that he would land on his side and take 
the brunt of the fall instead of the smaller man.   The two lay on floor, 
one dazed and perplexed, the other alert and ready. 

Lockhart popped up to his feet and pulled Reggie up. 
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“Hi there,” Lockhart said. 
Reggie tried to speak, but his lips merely sputtered and nothing 

intelligible poured from his blubbering mouth. 
“Look, I’ll try not to leave any marks, ok?  Ok.”  Lockhart 

pumped a sharp right hand into Reggie’s kidney and the man fell to his 
knees.  The punch was less than half of Lockhart’s full strength. 

Lockhart pulled him up again.  “By the way, I’m not here to hurt 
you.  I just want to talk.” 

They were standing in an entranceway to the house; straight 
ahead up two small steps was a kitchen.  To his right Lockhart saw a 
door; he guessed it was to a basement.  Keeping a fistful of Reggie’s 
shirt with one hand he opened the door with the other.  He was right, 
stairs led down to a basement. 

“Ok Reggie, you have two choices.  If you are going to put up a 
struggle or resist in anyway then we might as well go down to the 
basement right now. I don’t want your screams to bother Ward and 
June Cleaver or your asshole neighbor with the lawn jockey.” 

Reggie’s eye lit up.  Who was this psycho? 
“Or we can sit in the kitchen and we can have a nice chat.  If you 

cooperate I won’t hit you again.  What dya’ say?” 
Reggie nodded his head, “Kitchen.” 
“Great.  Do you have any whiskey?  A single malt scotch would 

be nice.  I think you should have one too.”  Lockhart let go of the 
man’s shirt and turned him around towards the kitchen, keeping a hand 
on his shoulder. 

“At the bar, in the living room,” Reggie muttered.   
“Okay, lead the way.” 
Lockhart followed Reggie through the kitchen and into a large 

unlit living room.  Reggie reached for the lights. 
“No lights, where’s the bar?” 
Reggie pointed to a corner, “over there.”    
“Okay, we’ll walk over slowly, get the bottle and go to the 

kitchen.  If you try anything you’ll regret it.”  Lockhart squeezed his 
hand on Reggie’s shoulder and dug his fingers into the other man’s 
bony physique, causing him to squirm.  Reggie stepped to the bar and 
pulled a bottle off its top, he held it to the light slipping through the 
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windows.  Nodded, it was what he was looking for.  Lockhart snatched 
the bottle from him; he wasn’t about to let Reggie use it as a weapon. 

“Ok, back to the kitchen.  Two glasses, and I’ll take mine on the 
rocks.”  Lockhart pushed the man back into his spacious and modern 
kitchen.  The room was located in the back of the house and was the 
only one lit, from the outside a passerby would not necessarily think 
anyone was home. 

Reggie opened a cupboard and pulled out two crystal whiskey 
glasses and filled them with ice from an icemaker on the refrigerator 
door.  The man moved listlessly, he appeared to be already resigned to 
his fate. 

“Sit down, let’s talk,” Lockhart said.  He admired the bottle for a 
moment, poured two healthy servings and pushed a glass to the other 
man.  “Listen, I’m not here to hurt you.” 

“You said that already.  That was after you ambushed me in my 
home and then punched me,” Reggie was finding his voice again.  That 
was good. 

“Cheers,” Lockhart bumped his glass against Reggie’s and took a 
long swallow.  “True.  But that was mostly necessary; I had reasons.  
One, I didn’t think you would invite me in, two I really needed to get 
your attention and three…  Well, let’s just say I don’t like you very 
much.”   Lockhart gave Reggie Xin a hard look. 

“What’s this about?” Reggie said. 
“You can’t be serious?  You steal three hundred million dollars 

and didn’t expect someone would pay you a visit sooner or later.”  
Lockhart laughed and took another drink. 

Reggie shook in his chair.  “What are you talking about?  I never 
stole anything?  I’m a businessman not a thief.”  He took a sip of his 
drink and collected himself.  “Who are you?” 

  “Good question Reggie, I’ll answer that.  But it’s not the right 
question.”  Lockhart let that statement hang for a moment. 

Reggie rolled his eyes, “Ok, what’s the right question?” 
“The right question is who do I work for?  And the answer to that 

question is going to ruin your life.” 
Not enjoying the banter one bit Reggie sat silently and waited.  

Clearly the man he was talking to had more to say. 
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“Reggie, I’m sorry to inform you that powerful people in my 
government, the government of your new home, and powerful people 
from your government, China, where you stole an incredibly large sum 
of money, have come to an agreement concerning you.  That’s who I 
work for, both sides, and they asked me to talk to you.” 

Reggie’s eyes darted from one side of the room to another.  He 
was looking for escape like a rat caught in a trap.   

“Impossible, the US and China do not have an extradition treaty!  
And I have committed no crimes in the United States.”  He paused for a 
moment before he realized his lapse.  “Nor have I committed any in 
China!” 

“Look, don’t waste your time trying to convince me of anything.  
I don’t believe you and I don’t care.”  Lockhart pulled several sheets of 
folded paper from his back pocket.  “Here are bank records obtained by 
the FBI and the Chinese Public Security Bureau.  They’ve tracked you 
moving money from Shanghai to the Caymans to the US and Europe.  
Money investors gave you to build properties in Shanghai.” 

Reggie read the bank records intently, shuffling the papers 
between his hands.  Lockhart thought he saw the smallest trace of a 
smile form on the man’s lips then disappear.   

“So?  What does this prove?  What are you charging me with?” 
Lockhart began to laugh, “Charges? That’s funny.  I’m not here 

to charge you with anything.  I’m not a cop, or a lawyer”. 
“Who are you?  
“Right, I said I would tell you, didn’t I?”  Lockhart reached into 

his back pocket and pulled out a name card and his passport and shoved 
them across the kitchen table.  He spoke in Chinese for the first time, 
“My name is Sean Lockhart, I live in Beijing.  I was chosen by my 
government and yours to unofficially deliver this message and collect 
some money from you.” 

Reggie put the bank papers down and looked at Lockhart’s name 
card and passport.  After a second it registered that Lockhart had just 
spoken to him in flawless Mandarin. 

“Your Chinese is excellent,” he said in the same language.  “So, 
you are an American businessman who does favors for our 
governments.  Why didn’t they send the FBI?” 
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“Good question,” again Lockhart conceded the point.  “This is an 
unofficial visit.  All concerned hope you will take the deal that is 
offered you and avoid any unnecessary official actions.” 

Reggie sat up straight in his chair at the mention of a deal. 
“Deal?” he said. 
Lockhart grinned.  Reggie was on the hook, all he had to do was 

real him in and pull him off. 
“Yes there’s a deal on the table.  But let me describe what will 

happen if you don’t accept the offer.  First, the IRS will probe you like 
a prom queen in county lockup.” 

The remark was lost on the native of Shanghai; he looked blankly 
at Lockhart. 

“I mean the IRS will look at every dollar you ever made or spent 
in the United States, and if there is anything the least bit out of place, 
they’ll start fining you and confiscating your property.  They’ll put a 
hold on your checking account and credit cards, you’ll have to prove 
where all your money came from, and until you do that you’ll need 
their permission to buy a loaf of bread.”   

Lockhart continued.  “If that isn’t enough to get you to play ball, 
then we’ll get serious.  Have you ever heard of Guantanamo?  The part 
of Cuba still occupied by the US Marines.  That’s where we sent Al 
Qaeda prisoners and other scum of the earth.  You could find yourself 
there or some other similar place for money laundering and supporting 
terrorism on US soil.  I bet you’ll look great in one of those orange 
jump suits.” 

“You can’t do that to me!  I have a green card; I am a legal 
resident of the United States.  I pay taxes, I’m not a terrorist!” 

The hand swooshed across the table and landed with a loud slap 
across Reggie’s face.  His head jerked sideways and the whiskey glass 
he was holding flew from his hands and shattered on the floor sending 
ice cubes and broken crystal racing along the linoleum.  The sharp ring 
from the slap hung in the air.  Reggie reeled in horror and rubbed his 
cheek. 

“Wrong!  You are a man without a country.  You stupidly 
thought you could steal a fortune and get away with it by moving to 
America.  You thought you would be safe here.  Well, you are not.”  
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Lockhart stood over him, imposing his full muscular frame over the 
smaller man. 

“You make me sick.  I have a good mind to take you down to the 
basement and start using some of your power tools on you.  I think 
after a few hours of that you’ll see the light.”  Lockhart paused for a 
second and let his captive conjure a mental image of being tortured. 

“No!  Please don’t,” he blubbered. 
Lockhart walked over to the cupboard; his shoes crunched ice 

and shards of crystal with every step.  He pulled a glass out, placed it 
on the table and poured another drink. 

 “Here, drink up.”  Lockhart sat back down.  “This situation is not 
nearly as bad as you might think.  As I mentioned, I’m here to cut a 
deal.  Not cut your legs off with a power saw and steal all your money.” 

Reggie moved uncomfortably in his chair and took a drink.  He 
wished the large, crazy American would stop mentioning power tools.  
His brain was scrambling.  A deal? 

“What is it?  What is the deal?”  Reggie knew that whatever it 
was he was going to have to take it.  If this madman was the messenger, 
and only the beginning, his enemies were serious.  And despite his 
considerable skills at taking other people’s money and making it 
disappear, he wasn’t a professional criminal.  He didn’t know where to 
get false traveling papers; he didn’t know whom to turn to for 
protection.  He simply did not have a lot of options. 

“The good news is you get to keep almost all of your money.  We 
only want ten million dollars.”  Lockhart raised an eyebrow at Reggie 
and smiled. 

“Ten million?  Only ten million?”  Reggie looked confused. 
“Yep, fantastic, I know.  Consider it a small tax.  Considered it a 

bribe for a few ranking government officials.  Unlike you they are not 
too greedy.  Recovering some of the money makes some fellas in 
Beijing look good, and it finances this pleasant little trip to New 
Jersey.” 

Reggie blinked, he was waiting for the other shoe to drop and he 
seriously hopped it wasn’t going to land on his genitals. 

“You see, this isn’t only about the money you took.  It’s bigger 
than that.  This is about a new dawn in Sino-US relations.  And it 
begins with you and others like you getting your ass kicked out of this 
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country.  This is about the United States no longer being a safe haven 
for Chinese criminals.” 

There was silence at the table as Reggie considered what he had 
just heard.  “You mean I have to leave America?” 

“Yes, never come back…  and give us ten million dollars.” 
“That’s all?” 
Lockhart laughed.  “It’s incredible isn’t it?  As I said before, this 

really isn’t about you.  It’s about Washington and Beijing proving to 
each other that they can cooperate against assholes like you, at least 
unofficially.” 

“I don’t believe you,” Reggie said firmly. 
Lockhart looked at him, shook his head and grinned.  “What 

don’t you believe? 
Reggie gripped the bank notes, “I think you are just a thief.  You 

just want the money.  I don’t know where you got these papers from, 
but it doesn’t prove you work for the FBI or the PSB.  How about I 
give you the money and I stay in America?”  Reggie immediately 
dropped his glare at Lockhart, he had momentarily forgotten himself 
and the pain his visitor seemed all too happy to inflict on him. 

“No.  I don’t want your money,” Lockhart lied. 
“You said you wanted ten million dollars!” 
“Let me clarify.  Half my employers, the Chinese half, want the 

money.  I’m doing this for my country.  Besides, I don’t need your 
money, I’m richer than you are.”  It was a whopper of a lie, but like any 
good lie there was a nucleus of truth. 

“Goupi!” the Chinese expression literally translates as ‘dog farts’, 
and it meant ‘bullshit’. 

“It’s true.  It’s one of the reasons I was chosen as the messenger,” 
Lockhart said self confidently. 

“Prove it.” 
“Do you have a computer and internet access?” 
“Of course, my laptop is in the den.  You can get online from any 

room in the house with a wireless connection.” 
“Let’s get it, I want to show you something.” 
The two men rose from the table and walked through a wide 

hallway to a room in the back of the house.  Lockhart remained a half a 
step behind Reggie the whole way.   



 122 

The den was a wood paneled elegantly furnished home office 
with large leather chairs.  Pictures of foxhunts and game birds hung on 
the wall. Air saturated with the smell of wood polish and good cigars 
assaulted Lockhart’s nose.  Reggie grabbed an ultra thin laptop 
computer off a large wooden desk with a leather blotter and a gold pen 
set.  They returned to the kitchen and booted up the computer. 

Lockhart tapped on the computer, “You have my name card, 
Google me, put my name in Wikipedia or Yahoo, you’ll see who I am.” 

Reggie looked at Lockhart quizzically then shrugged and started 
typing.  Tabloid articles, official White House photos, and other 
random pieces of media chronicling the Lockhart empire and Sean’s 
relatively short life scrolled across the screen. 

“Is that really you with the former president?” Reggie asked. 
“Yep, if memory serves that was taken when I was about twelve, 

during the annual Easter egg hunt in the Rose Garden.  I hated those 
things.” 

Reggie kept typing and marveling at headlines from Fortune, the 
New Republic and People.  “Number twenty three on the list of Sexiest 
Men Alive?” 

“Yeah, I know, I thought I would have at least placed in the 
teens.  I hate that picture.”   

Reggie blinked, dumfounded, he stared at Lockhart for a 
moment.  “You’re the son of the former vice president of the United 
States?  Your family is worth billions!” 

“That’s right.  So, you can believe me when I tell you I don’t 
want your money.” 

“What happens if I don’t pay?  What if I just leave?” 
Lockhart shrugged, “That’s not my department.  I suppose you 

could try that, but I doubt things would go well for you.  The boys in 
Beijing seem pretty adamant about you paying.  And considering they 
aren’t asking for much, they expect you to come up with the cash.  
Otherwise, the next time someone comes to meet you, they won’t be as 
nice as me.  Understand?” 

Lockhart leaned back in his chair and let Reggie Xin mentally 
process everything he had just heard and seen.  Evidently the US and 
Chinese governments were targeting him.  They didn’t want much all 



 123 

things considered, but it was a lot just to hand over to a stranger 
without much assurances. 

“What’s it gonna’ be Reggie?  Deal or no deal?”  Lockhart pulled 
out a small card and tossed it across the table.  “That’s the bank account 
you can wire the money to.  You have twenty-four hours; if the ten 
million is sent to us by then we know you’ve taken the deal.  After that 
you have forty-eight hours to pack up your things and get out of the 
US.  We don’t care where you go.”  Lockhart finished talking and 
waited for a response. 

Reggie shook his head.  “I don’t know; this doesn’t seem right.  
Give me more time to think about it.  You’re asking for a lot.  Maybe 
we can figure out a compromise?” 

Lockhart stood up; Reggie flinched.  “No, those are the terms.  
Take it or leave it.  Goodnight.”  He walked towards the backdoor, the 
way he forcefully entered. 

Surprised, Reggie followed Lockhart to the door.  “Wait a 
minute.” 

“This is not a negotiation Reggie.  My visit was a courtesy.  You 
do what we ask or face the consequences.  There’s no reason to contact 
me.  My work is done.” 

Lockhart left through the garage.  Reggie Xin stood in the 
doorway watching him walk into the night, in the back of his head he 
began to hear a thunderous clock ticking. 

 
 

Chapter 17 
 
 
 Three hundred million dollars stolen from Hong Kong investors 
and Mainland banks had turned into closer to a little over two hundred 
million by the time Reggie had split the proceeds with a few junior 
partners and paid off government officials, lawyers and accountants to 
surreptitiously move the funds out of China and cover his tracks.  
Everyone wanted a percentage.  But two hundred million could still go 
a long way.  Between the houses in New Jersey and Bocca Raton, 
luxury cars, a cabin cruiser, a Lear jet and purchasing small businesses 
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to show on paper that he had income, Reggie had spent another thirty 
five million in the United States.   He still had about a hundred and 
eight million liquid and it was hidden in a dozen banks around the 
world.  From the papers Lockhart gave him it seemed that his enemies 
could only account for half his money. 
 Within ten minutes after Lockhart left, Reggie was on the phone 
and his computer contacting accountants to liquidate assets and move 
funds.  Within two hours he put into motion the transfer of his fortune 
through a vast network.  Tens of millions raced through Grand Cayman 
Bank, Swiss Trust, Royal Charter of the Isle of Mann, Bolivian 
National, Emirates International Bank, the Bank of Macau and others.  
Multiple accounts, cross wiring of funds from one bank to another then 
back again, aliases and sixteen digit account codes instead of names 
were used.  Yards of paper work were generated.  Five accountants and 
two lawyers, none of who knew each other, managed the process; the 
transaction fees cost Reggie nearly six million. 
 He wavered all night about transferring the ten million for the 
‘tax’ to the account number given to him by Lockhart.  Although it 
pained him to get shaken down, in the end he sent the money.  It was 
worth his peace of mind.      
 

*** 
 
 The surveillance team sat in their vehicle, the engine was 
off.  One man was at the wheel observing Lockhart’s car through a 
miniature telescope, the other remained transfixed on a computer 
screen, his face illuminated by a dull blue glow in the darkness; he 
wore a set of headphones connected to the computer.    
          “He’s coming,” the driver said. 
          “Shsshh,” the other hissed, “I’m picking up something on the 
phone.” 
          The man with the telescope observed Lockhart walk up to his 
rental car, which he had parked two streets away from Reggie Xin’s 
home.  As Lockhart’s car pulled away the man turned over the engine 
and prepared to place the car in gear. 
          “Hold a moment, I’m listening to this,” the man in the passenger 
seat said.  “Oh, this is good.  This is very good!” he exclaimed.  “Look 
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and listen.”  He ripped off the headphones, turned up the speaker and 
lifted the computer screen displaying the phone number and recipient 
of Reggie’s call.  

“It’s starting already,” the other said.  
The two men exchanged smiles, then sat listening and watching 

the dazzling show unfold before them. Electronic signals swirled into 
motion; voices, faxes, numbers and other data were digitized and 
transmitted.  Previously secure information was unveiled, revealing 
tantalizing morsels of new knowledge to be analyzed and acted 
upon.  Where once there was secrets lay bare-naked truth and 
monetized.  

Their computer screen flashed images from the observed man’s 
computer.  Bank records, account numbers, pass codes, scrolled before 
their eyes.  The same information was coded and sent via multiple 
emails to different online email accounts through a wireless 
connection.  Separately, if any of the emails were intercepted and 
deciphered, they would reveal a minimum amount of a larger picture. 
In a farmhouse twenty miles outside Beijing four young men at 
computer workstations sprung into action.   

 
 

Chapter 18 
 
 

The morning after Lockhart met Reggie Xin he sat in the Wang’s 
living room in the middle of a long couch covered with an intricate 
floral pattern.  Mrs. Wang, or Xiao Li ‘Little Li’ as she was known to 
friends and family, was busy in the kitchen preparing tea.  Lockhart 
heard the rattling of teacups and the beginnings of a loud angry whistle 
emanating from a kettle.  To his side sat Wang Jin in a large brown 
leather easy chair, he was leaning forward with his hands on his knees 
preparing to listen to what the stranger in his living room had to say.  
He shifted in his chair and sighed, Wang Jin was restless, but not 
unnerved.  The two sat waiting for Xiao Li to return with the tea. 

Hours earlier Lockhart had called Wang Jin and said plainly that 
he was a representative of the US and Chinese governments and that he 
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urgently needed to speak with the Wangs.  He drove from his hotel to 
Westchester and arrived before noon.  The Wang’s home was different 
from Reggie Xin’s and different from his own.  The difference was 
family.  On the walls hung photos of children and other friends and 
relatives.  There were several of the Wangs together, including one 
black and white photo of a young couple in Mao suits.  He had a stern 
and piercing look, she had a severe, short haircut, but despite the 
military attire and androgynous coif, the young Xiao Li looked soft and 
girlish. 

In addition to the photos the home was decorated with designer 
furniture, expensive electronics and numerous antiques, including 
several pieces of ornate jade carvings that were positioned on display 
shelves and table surfaces.  It was obviously the home of wealthy 
people with simple good taste; there was nothing ostentatious or gaudy.  
The room reminded Lockhart of his own parent’s home.  

“Here I come, let’s drink some tea,” Xiao Li ambled into the 
room carrying a large tray.   

Wang Jin cleared away a newspaper and a few odds and ends 
from the coffee table to make room for the tray.  Xiao Li poured three 
cups of tea and handed the first to Lockhart.  Once all three steaming 
cups were in hand Xiao Li sat on the couch close to Wang Jin and the 
two looked at Lockhart expectantly.  Lockhart took a deep breadth and 
was about to launch into his prepared speech, but was immediately cut 
off.  

“Are you here about the money?” Wang Jin said in Chinese.  
Lockhart had spoke the language on the phone and the limited 
conversation between he and the Wangs had been exclusively in 
Chinese.    

Surprised, Lockhart replied “What money?” 
Wang Jin closed his dark brown eyes and shook his head.   
Feeling like a reprimanded child Lockhart immediately corrected 

himself.  “Yes, I’ve come about the money.” 
“Who sent you?” 
Without naming Conally, Vice Minister Zhang or Huping, 

Lockhart told the Wangs he was instructed by the FBI and PSB to 
deliver a message to them.  He also began to explain the circumstances 
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of the deal he was offering.  Wang Jin listened pensively before 
interrupting.   

“I’ve heard enough.  You can have the money,” Wang Jin said. 
Lockhart paused, somewhat speechless.  This was going much 

better than imagined, for some reason he expected the old couple to be 
more stubborn.  Instead, they appeared relieved that someone had 
finally come along to take their money. 

“Ok, I have an account you can wire the ten million dollars to.” 
“No, you are mistaken,” Wang Jin said.  Xiao Li reached out her 

hand and placed it on her husband’s knee. 
“I’m afraid I don’t understand.  Are you going to payback the ten 

million dollars or not?” Lockhart said.  Was this a trick? 
“I’m going to give back all of it, more than one hundred million,” 

Wang Jin said seriously.  Xiao Li leaned closer to him and he clasped 
her hand.  The old couple looked elated and strong. 

“All of it?” Lockhart said, “I’m afraid I don’t understand.  They 
are only asking for ten million.” 

“It’s not our money, I am returning it… with interest.” Wang Jin 
said gruffly.  He shook his head with resolve. 

“You’re giving back all of it?  Would you mind explaining to me 
why?” Lockhart said. 

“I have several reasons.  But the main reason is that I borrowed 
money without permission.  The money is not mine.” 

“Some people call that steeling,” Lockhart replied. 
“Obviously, but I am returning the money in full, plus fifteen 

percent interest compounded annually.  The sum is well over one 
hundred and fifty million dollars.  I hardly think my creditors will have 
a problem with that.” 

“No, indeed.  I should think not.” 
“I merely borrowed the money, shall we say, as compensation.  

With it I was able to invest wisely and generate my own fortune.  Now 
the time has come to pay back my debt to the People’s Republic, just as 
it has done to me. 

“Well, the people who asked me to contact you will be pleased.  
But, I can’t help being somewhat shocked.  They are asking for only 
ten million, yet you insist on giving far more than that.  Sir, I suggest 
you reconsider your position.” 
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Wang Jin smiled, “You don’t care about the money, do you?” 
“I have an interest.  But, if you forgive me for saying, I think you 

are being foolish.” 
Xiao Li stiffened in her seat and looked uncomfortable.  She 

placed her teacup on the table forcefully, the china clanked.   
“You are young, and you do not have the benefit of my beloved 

husband’s experiences.  Someday you may realize that there are some 
things more important than money.  Things such as honor, country and 
family.” 

Wang Jin raised his hands in a conciliatory gesture.  “I’m sure 
Mr. Lockhart doesn’t need a lecture.” 

“I’m sorry if I offended either of you,” Lockhart shifted in his 
chair and looked Xiao Li in her soft charcoal eyes.  He was growing 
fond of the old man and woman.  They were principled, and direct.   

“What you may fail to realize Mr. Lockhart is that I am a 
patriot,” Wang Jin said.  “I spent my life building a new, modern 
China.  I sacrificed dearly for my nation.  I fought the Japanese, and I 
fought the scum Nationalists under Chan Kai-shek.  I am a 
revolutionary hero.  After spending my youth fighting, I studied 
mathematics and economics, disciplines critical to building my 
backward country stronger.  Be that as it may, I then spent three years 
in a prison cell during Mao’s Anti-Rightist Campaign because I offered 
sound economic advice.  Advice that was not politically popular at the 
time but today is thought of as so rudimentary that even the staunchest 
party conservative agrees… 

“After that, I was rehabilitated when Liu and Deng were given 
the opportunity to run the government, only to be sent to a pig farm in 
Heilongjiang to shovel shit for nine years during the Cultural 
Revolution.  I gave dearly to my country, a great deal more than most 
men.” 

Lockhart was taken aback.  “So you took the money as some sort 
recompense?”  It was too much to believe.  Was Wang Jin really giving 
back all the money?  Had he only “borrowed it”? 

“Yes, I fought, studied, worked and sacrificed for the dream of a 
strong, modern China.  A country not built on the bones of the peasants 
but on the skill and knowledge of an industrious people; a country 
where no one was exploited by imperialists, landlords or corrupt 
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officials.  I was a fool!”  Wang Jin’s hands shook as he spoke.  Xiao Li 
leaned closer into her husband and buried her head into his shoulder. 

“Lies, treachery, suffering and foul corruption was how it all 
ended.  Yes, China is stronger now than when I was a boy.  We are the 
world’s economic miracle; we stand on our own feet.  The United 
States, Russia, Europe and Japan fear China, fear how much stronger it 
will be in the Twenty-first Century.  That is good for today’s Chinese 
youth, but the PRC took from me, again and again it took.  I wasted 
terrible years in prison and as a slave farmer, and for what?  So Mao 
could live out his mad fantasies?   

“Then what happened?  Deng’s economic reforms, yes they 
worked, but there was a price.  Capitalism’s rotting influence spread 
through the Party and society.  As Deng said “to get rich is glorious!” 
Bah, this just gave leaders an excuse to exploit anything and everything 
they could get there hands on.  Work units that provided housing, 
medicine and education were closed so that the foreigners can come 
back and pay our women and children pennies for their labor.  
Meanwhile, the men leave the fields to build skyscrapers and luxury 
apartments for a new bourgeoisie in the cities. 

“Forgive me, I am an old man, perhaps I have lived too long.  But 
I see a China that little resembles the hopes of my youth.  Gone is the 
rotting Confucianism that left China backwards when the rest of the 
world experienced the renaissance and the industrial revolution.  But 
also gone is the socialism that was meant to replace China’s old society 
and build a modern, egalitarian nation.   

“China has no values, its leaders blindly chase after money while 
its people are exploited and the country’s rivers become toxic sewers.  
The Party worries more about their bank accounts than the peasants.  
The revolution was for nothing!  

“That’s why I took the money, for my family and me.  At least 
my children and their children will have money to protect themselves 
from the capriciousness of tyrants.  But I am no thief, nor am I a traitor.  
Beijing can have its money back, I don’t need it or them anymore.” 

Lockhart sat in silence; he had no desire to further agitate the old 
man.  A gap grew between Lockhart and the old couple sitting next to 
each other.  The space was filled with emotions and unspoken 
memories.  Wang Jin looked away; he had not meant to say so much.  
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Anger and remorse fumed from his withered frame.  Xiao Li pulled 
away from her husband and refilled teacups, the act signified the 
outburst was put aside, forgotten. 

“Mr. Lockhart, you mentioned that the people you work for wish 
that we leave the United States, did you have any idea where we should 
go?” Xiao Li asked. 

“Frankly that’s up to you,” he said. 
“Considering my husband’s generous acquiescence, do you think 

we could negotiate with these people?  Do you think we could stay in 
our home, in America?”  The old woman looked at him hopefully.   

Lockhart considered Conally, Zhang Huping and the Vice 
Minister; he thought about their adamant demands, particularly about 
the turtle eggs leaving the United States.  It was not negotiable.  He 
also thought about the consequences, it was obvious that Vice Minister 
Tieying had some kind of retribution in mind.  Possibly a show trial for 
all of China and the world to see how the government handled 
plunderers of the country’s wealth; and then what?  House arrest, 
prison sentences, or execution.  There was little doubt about it.  The 
Wangs and the others were likely going to be made an example of.  
Wang Jin returning the money should help, maybe a commuted 
sentence, maybe even a pardon, but it was unlikely they would be left 
to go scot-free. 

“I don’t think so,” Lockhart said. 
“But why?” Xiao Li was confused and sullen. 
“The people I am working for do not seem interested in a 

compromise, this is not just about the money.  There is more at stake.” 
“It’s face,” Wang Jin said.  “I spat in their eye.  They will not 

forgive me.”  The old man stiffened in his chair.  “Let’s forget about it 
wife.  We’ll have to move somewhere else.” 

 “No, it’s not fair.  We moved to America, moved here for a 
better life.  We are giving the money back.  We’ve hurt no one,” Xiao 
Li became tearful. 

 Lockhart nodded, “Maybe I can help.  I will bring your counter-
offer to my employers.  I doubt they will listen, but I will try.” 

Wang Jin sighed and looked away.   
“There’s more that I can do.  There are people I can talk to.  My 

family is connected.”   
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“Who would help us, and why?” Wang Jin asked. 
The question hung in the air when a rattling at the front door 

could be heard.  Someone was entering the house.  A rustling of several 
plastic bags and a ring full of keys echoed through the small front 
hallway. 

“Grammy, grampy…  I’m home.  I brought some cakes from the 
bakery on Mott Street, I also got…” 

A slight young Chinese woman rumbled into the living room 
holding armfuls of grocery bags.  She walked and spoke with fluid 
transition, it was difficult to tell when or where one word or thought 
ended and another began. 

“…vegetables from the grocery, but not the one you 
recommended, that place is out of the way and the Fukenese who work 
there are so rude.  I was thinking that for lunch…Oh, hello…” 

The woman noticed Lockhart sitting with her grandparents.  She 
looked at them and immediately detected danger, something was 
wrong.  Without a word she placed the grocery bags on the floor and 
moved to her grandparent’s side, she seemed to cover the expanse of 
the living room in a single stride.  She wore a short, close fitting leather 
jacket, white t-shirt and blue jeans.  Lockhart could hear every motion 
of her body and his nose was filled the young woman’s perfume.  She 
smelled like summer, sunshine and wild flowers. 

“Is everything ok?  Who is this man?” she said.     
Lockhart leapt to his feet, “Hello, I’m Sean Lockhart.”  He 

stretched out his hand to shake. 
The woman looked at the old couple and frowned.  They did not 

meet her large unwavering eyes. 
“What’s going on here?  Who are you?” she said.  The young 

woman pursed her lips and worry lines appeared across her immaculate 
teak-colored face.  She looked at Lockhart defensively. 

Lockhart recoiled his hand, “Ummm, I was just speaking with 
your grandparents.  My name is Sean Lockhart.” 

“You said that already.  What were you speaking to them about?”  
Lockhart stepped aside and motioned for the woman to sit down 

next to her grandmother on the couch.  She didn’t move.  
“I asked you a question,” the woman said matter-of-factly. 
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“This is our granddaughter, Wendy,” Wang Jin said.  “Wendy, 
Mr. Lockhart came all the way from Beijing to see us.” 

“Really, why?” 
It was Lockhart’s turn to look away.  His eyes moved about the 

room from the floor to furniture and pictures until they fixated on a 
small jade carving of a tortoise placed on a shelf.  It was a traditional 
Chinese symbol of longevity.  His stomach turned on the irony; 
something was stirring inside him. 

“Be quiet child.  We can talk about it later; it’s nothing to get 
worried about.”  Xiao Li stood up and tried to take some of the 
groceries from Wendy.  “Come let’s put these things in the kitchen.” 

In an instant Wendy was deflated, she wasn’t about to argue with 
her grandmother.  The two women went to the kitchen.  Lockhart was 
left alone with Wang Jin.  They sat in silence for a long while; Wang 
Jin appeared to have nothing to say. 

“The people I work for…” Lockhart started.  He didn’t want to 
admit it outland, in the Wang’s living room.  It was an ugly truth he 
dragged into their lives.  “I think they are dangerous.” 

Wang Jin chirped derisively, “Bah… Of course they are.  I’ve 
been around such men almost my whole life.  I know this is not a 
game.” 

Lockhart nodded, “What I mean is I think they have their mind 
made up, and whether you give the money back or not, they might want 
to hurt you.” 

“I knew what I was doing when I took the money.  I understood 
the risks, besides what can they take away from an old man like me?” 

“Will you let me help you?” 
“You, why should you help us?” Wang Jin shook his head. 
“I feel responsible…” 
“Why?  You are not responsible for any of this.  Did you take the 

money, did you decide to take it back from me, and did you plan some 
terrible fate for Old Wang?  No, you’re just a messenger; you’re a 
pawn.  You hardly matter at all.”  Wang waved him off with a brush of 
his hand. 

The statement hit Lockhart like a slap in the face.  But whether 
Wang Jin was right or not didn’t matter. 
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“Wang Jin, all of that might be true.  But I get to decide whom I 
work for and what I will and will not be a part of, and I don’t want to 
be part of this.  Not if there’s something I can do about it.”   

Lockhart looked at the old man.  He wanted to make promises, he 
wanted to help, but there was no point in saying anything else.  “I’ll do 
what I can for you…” 

Wang Jin nodded, “We’ll see…  Let’s have no more talk of this 
now.” 

Lockhart stood up, “I suppose I should leave.” 
Wendy came back into the living room as Lockhart collected his 

jacket and prepared to leave.  “You’ll stay for lunch.” 
Surprised he tried to make his apologies while retreating from the 

room.  She vetoed him, “You’re staying Mr. Lockhart; I want to know 
more about you.  Anyway, you be a fool to pass up a home cooked 
meal.”   

Wendy walked closer to him.  She wasn’t smiling, not exactly.  
Her small figure radiated energy and warmth.  With her jacket off 
Lockhart could see the t-shirt and jeans hugging her body like a second 
cottony skin.  The room was filled with her.  Lockhart agreed before he 
knew the words were out of his mouth. 

“Good, it won’t take long, everything will be ready in about an 
hour.”  Wendy was smiling now, but she remained guarded.  “Grampy, 
why don’t you tell Lockhart some war stories while we make lunch?  
I’ll bring the two of you a beer.” 

Wang Jin’s face became reanimated in response to Wendy’s 
words, transforming from granite to a genteel grey walnut.  Lockhart 
wondered if it was the idea of the beer or the war stories that did the 
trick. 

“It looks like you are staying for lunch, sit down”, the old man 
said.   

Wendy returned a minute later with two ice-cold bottles of beer.  
“Just the one Grampy, Ok?”  He nodded appreciatively and Wendy 
handed the second bottle to Lockhart without saying another word.  He 
watched her every step.   

“Between her and my wife badgering me I hardly ever get to 
have beer anymore.  They say it’s bad for my gout.”  Wang Jin took a 
sip and visibly relished the drink. 
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Lockhart had a large gulp and hoped he would not be cutoff at 
just the one.  The Wang household was becoming a confusing and 
comfortable trap.  He wasn’t sure if he should cut and run or stay all 
night.  He definitely liked the old couple; and Wendy was beautiful. 

He relaxed and sunk into the chair, “So I understand you were a 
guerilla fighter against the Japanese…” 

Wang nodded enthusiastically “Yes, for three years, and then I 
fought the Nationalists.” 

“You must have seen some amazing things, the fighting must 
have been terrible.  I was a soldier once, a Marine, but I never fought in 
combat.” 

“Consider yourself lucky.  Men are capable of horrible things in 
war.  I killed without feeling, and I saw many good friends die.” 

Lockhart nodded at his beer; he didn’t want to interrupt the old 
man.  Wang Jin told him about the raid on his home village by the 
Japanese army, it had been a slaughter; his whole family was killed.  
When he was fourteen he masqueraded as a beggar and walked through 
a local village square asking for food and money, even asking the 
Japanese guards.  He received several kicks and the end of a riffle butt, 
but the disguise allowed him to get close enough to plant a bomb in a 
colonel’s staff car.  Four enemy soldiers died from the blast, it was the 
proudest moment of the boy’s young life. 

Wang Jin told story after story about fighting and the people’s 
revolutionary spirit.  He described being in Tiananmen Square at the 
founding of the People’s Republic.  The old soldier was carried away 
with nostalgia.  Lockhart was fascinated; he hadn’t had many 
opportunities to listen to first hand accounts of the wars. 

An hour slipped by in almost no time at all.  Wendy set the table 
and called Lockhart and her grandfather over to take a seat.  Then 
Wendy and Xiao Li came from the kitchen holding trays with steaming 
plates.  The table filled with dishes; sweet pork strips with scallions, 
stir fried potato with eggplant and peppers, braised vegetables with 
duck sauce, and a large bowl on wonton.  The mood lightened as they 
ate. 

“So, Mr. Lockhart, tell us more about yourself.  How did you 
come to live in Beijing and why do you speak such good Chinese?”  



 135 

Wendy had waited until his guard was down before she started her 
interrogation.   

Lockhart obliged her and answered all her questions.  He told the 
Wangs about his family, his first trip to China, then university and 
joining the Marines.  They were impressed; the man’s life was unusual.  

“And what about why you are here today?” Wendy leaned in 
across the table at Lockhart. 

Before he could answer Wang Jin put his hand down on the table 
forcibly, “Granddaughter, you have spoken out of turn.  Mr. Lockhart 
and I have business together.  If you wish to know what is you had 
better ask me.”   

That was the end of it; Wendy knew better to ask again after 
being reprimanded in such a way. 

Lockhart tried to change the subject, he flattered Xiao Li and 
Wendy with praise about the meal, and he mentioned he hoped to 
return for another in the future.  The topic of the future caused him to 
exchange a glance with Wang Jina and Xiao Li; he truly hoped they 
had one. 

At the end of the meal Wendy insisted on walking Lockhart to his 
car; he didn’t refuse.  Lockhart reminded the Wangs he would be in 
touch as soon as possible.  Wang Jin said he’d begin “putting things in 
order right away,” and ushered Lockhart to the door.  There was no 
further need for discussion. 

As they walked to Lockhart’s car Wendy stopped and spoke, 
“You don’t seem like a bad man, Sean.” 

He thought about it, “I hope I’m not.  I mean, I don’t think of 
myself as a bad man.” 

“But I can feel that you’re trouble; maybe dangerous.  Why is 
that?”  Wendy looked at him; she wanted answers.  She wanted him to 
undo whatever had been done. 

He looked at her, regret piled on top of remorse inside him.  
Lockhart had no idea what he would find when he met the Wangs; he 
hadn’t expected to find good people, people he didn’t want to see get 
hurt.   

“I can’t tell you your grandfather’s business.  All I can say is that 
I delivered some very bad news today.”  Lockhart turned away. 
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Wendy grabbed Lockhart by the hands and made him look at her 
in the eye, “Well, then what are you going to do about it?” 

 

Chapter 19 
 
 

Conally sat in a gilded chair inside Huping’s private rooms at the 
Vermillion Dragon, he studied the woman as she paced while speaking 
on the phone.  He could feel her temperature rising as she murmured 
salaciously into the handset.  The American did not understand 
Chinese, but he spent enough time with the woman to know when she 
was angry, her clenched fist and rigid posture were dead give-aways.  
Normally, the target of her wrath would not be treated to the low 
decibels and honeyed words presently coming out of her mouth, but her 
father, the Vice Minister, was above her usual contempt reserved for 
the rest of humanity.  Conally heard what he imagined were her 
arguments for a desired course of action followed by silence as she 
received instructions.  Huping twisted on her heals and bit her lip.  
Obviously she did not like what she was hearing. 

“Haoba, haoba.  OK,” she hung up and expelled a disgusted 
breath of air. 

Huping received Lockhart’s call informing her about the Wang’s 
desire to return the money in full and remain in the United States.  She 
was elated that the foolish old couple was giving away so much money, 
nearly a hundred and fifty million dollars!  Avarice did not soften her 
heart.  She had no intention of letting the old Wangs get a pass, and she 
had said nothing to Lockhart to that affect.  She merely received his 
message and said she would return his call shortly.  But neither 
Lockhart nor the Wangs were the source of her anger.  It was her 
father. 

The Vice Minister was getting sentimental in his old age.  He 
instructed her that he intended to let the Wangs stay in America and let 
them live the rest of their lives in peace.  They paid their debt with 
interest, China was better off with criminals such as they.  Besides, he 
felt the two old people were no harm to anyone.  But she knew her 
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father missed the point entirely; he was becoming such an old fool.  
Wang Jin’s crimes were still well known in certain circles, the 
hierarchy of the People’s Bank of China continued to mutter rumors 
about his genius.  Those who knew him admired his ability, including 
the skillful pilfering of state money and sensible retirement to obscurity 
in New York.  

But even if her father lost perspective, Huping still retained 
clarity.  Retribution was still necessary; it was necessary as a warning 
to others.  It was all the better the Wangs were old and harmless, it 
made their example even more illustrative.  Redemption was not 
possible and mercy would not be offered.  More importantly, once they 
were properly dealt with no one would ever know about their 
recompense; one perfect crime begat another. 

Conally continued to study Huping after she hung up the phone.  
She wore an expensive black suit with flared pants and sleeves over a 
red silk blouse; the clothes accentuated her long limbs and slender 
body.  Shiny thick black hair hung over her shoulders and reflected the 
light as she moved through the palatial room.  If the FBI man did not 
know her better he would admit she was beautiful, gorgeous even; like 
the runway models in fashion magazines.  But, he did know her, too 
well.  She was a viper wrapped in a silk purse.  For all her looks, she 
was just too damn mean to be beautiful. 

“Well?” he said. 
Huping sized up the American while she formulated her answer.  

He is a foreigner, and he is stupid.  The man is not to be trusted she 
thought. 

“My father said the Wangs will receive no special treatment.  The 
wangbadan will suffer the same fate as the rest.” 
 

*** 
  
 Lockhart sat at the long oak bar at the Ritz-Carlton nursing his 
second single-malt on the rocks.  The whiskey did nothing to ease his 
mind, but it warmed his soul a few degrees and helped him think.  
Looking into the shallow depths of the coppery cold liquid let him 
avoid his reflection in the mirror behind the bar.  He had to focus; the 
hole he was in was getting deeper and more maddening.  Forces and 
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events swirled around him, pushing and pulling, he had no control; 
things were shifting further and further from his grasp.  Where were the 
solutions?  Where was help?   
 As if cued by his own mental process, Lockhart’s mobile phone 
sounded off.  He glanced at the digital display and saw it was Huping’s 
number.  This was one of the calls he was waiting for, but he doubted it 
would hold any more answers than previous conversations he had with 
the woman. 
 “Lockhart,” he said. 
 “I’ve discussed the situation with the other two investors.  We all 
agree.  If the couple forfeits their investment, they can remain in the 
market,” she said. 
 Lockhart was getting tired of the coded doublespeak.  It reminded 
him of the sterile language used without a trace of irony by people in 
power from war rooms to boardrooms.  Phrases like ‘servicing the 
target’, ‘eliminating assets’ or ‘downsizing’.  Invariably the language 
disguised the human element in the equation and was very bad for 
whoever was the topic of discussion.  In this case Huping was stating 
the contrary.  But who could trust someone who used such words? 
 Lockhart tensed and chose his words carefully.  “I understand.  
But let me be absolutely fucking clear about this.  Wang Jin and Xiao 
Li will remain in the United States and no one will touch a goddamn 
grey hair on their heads.  Is that right?  Say it.” 

“Discretion Mr. Lockhart!  Yes, that is right.” 
“Ok, and my ‘profit’ in their ‘enterprise’?  That’ll be seven 

figures, right?”  Lockhart returned to the familiar language. 
“We should not be discussing such things on the phone.  But, yes, 

you will get it.  You will get everything previously agreed upon.  I hope 
this puts you at ease about this investment.  It is turning out for you 
much better than expected.  You should be pleased.” 

“I am,” Lockhart was not. 
 He hung up and inadvertently caught a glimpse of himself in the 

mirror.  The stranger looking back at him was beginning to look 
familiar, but it would be a while before he could get used to seeing him 
again.  He looked away, took a drink and swiveled in his stool to avoid 
any further images of himself.  He began thumbing the buttons on his 
phone, placing more bets at the online sports book.  The wagers were 
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not real, they were a code and supposed to be a direct line to Samuel, 
but the man had not responded in nearly three days.  There wasn’t a 
word from him since he admonished Lockhart and refused to cover his 
debt to Lulu.  Tillman said Samuel would be out of pocket, but now he 
was wondering if he was being cutoff.  This was the worst time 
imaginable to be dropped. 

Tillman said he would be in touch; but that was almost forty-
eight hours ago.  He was beginning to regret not keeping his agency 
friends a little closer at hand.  Lockhart had operated a long time 
without much support from them, and it was better that way.  It kept 
him aloof and it mostly kept him anonymous; two good things to be if 
you wanted to avoid getting sucked into the morass created by Langley, 
and its friends or enemies.   But now he needed answers and he needed 
help.   

He absolutely did not trust Huping or her father, but what about 
Conally.  Was he a ‘friend’ in the professional sense of the word?  
Would he look out for him, did he know that he was a player?  
Doubtful, or at least it could not be counted on; there were too many 
variables, too little information.  Lockhart did not know the man’s 
agenda, other than the stated US government objectives.  But there was 
almost always something personal, either career motivations or a 
special interest.  Nothing was ever professional and simple.  Ever.  It 
was a lesson you learned early and never forgot. 

The more Lockhart thought about it, the angrier he became with 
himself.  He thought he could handle the situation, he deliberately told 
Tillman the situation was not urgent.  But that was before Huping cut 
his timeline and before he met the Wangs.  It was before he realized 
that not everything was so black and white.  He was not just dealing 
with a few Chinese criminals at large in the United States who deserved 
to be brought to justice by any means necessary.  The Wangs were no 
threat to anyone, and whatever harm they had done to the People’s 
Republic was negligible.  Moreover, he liked them, plain and simple.  
Whatever Conally, Huping and the Vice Minister had in mind, 
Lockhart wanted to prevent it from happening to the old couple.  He 
delivered the message to their doorstep, he had told them they were 
marked.  Now he wanted to protect them. 
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   Lockhart picked up the phone and keyed in the Wang’s 
number, Wendy answered. 

“Can I please speak with Wang Jin?” 
“Mr. Lockhart, what is this regarding, why are you contacting my 

grandparents again?” she said. 
Lockhart was unnerved; he did not know what to say.  He 

resorted to what his mother called the Irish defense; answer a question 
with another question.  “What did your grandparents tell you?” 

“Not much, just that you represented powerful people that wanted 
to chase them from their home and take their money.  They said they 
could be in danger, and that maybe you would help them.  They also 
said they don’t trust you.  And neither do I.”  Wendy’s tone sent waves 
of nausea through him, but Lockhart admired her candor.  

“You need to understand, I am not responsible for this, for any of 
this,” Lockhart winced when he heard the words come out of his 
mouth.  He was rationalizing and seeking forgiveness.  He sounded 
weak when he meant to be reassuring. 

“We’ll see about that…” 
A moment later Lockhart heard Wang Jin’s gravelly voice 

replace Wendy’s.  “Do you have more to say?”   
“I do, listen carefully,” Lockhart said. 
“We are listening, get on with it.” 
“They said you could stay in the United States.” 
“That’s wonderful dear, thank you,” Xiao Li chimed in from 

another receiver. 
“There’s more I’m afraid…” Lockhart paused. 
“Yes, what is it?” Wang Jin said. 
“I don’t trust them.  You could be in danger.” 
“Is that all?” 
“I am trying to help, but at the moment there’s not much I can do, 

probably not for a few days; maybe even longer.  I know people, people 
who can help, but I can’t reach them right now.  When I do, I can get 
you protection.  But I suggest you get ready to move, just in case.  And 
I wish you would reconsider about the money.” 

“I see.  We appreciate your efforts, I suppose you are doing all 
you can do.”  Wang Jin was uninterested in Lockhart’s excuses. 

“I wish I could do more and do it sooner,” Lockhart said. 
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“We understand.  Thank you for trying.” 
“I’ll be in touch, goodbye.”  Lockhart hung up the phone.  
He left money on the bar and exited.  There was another 

appointment to keep, and it was unlikely to be as easy as the morning’s 
encounter with the Wangs.  As he left the hotel he replayed the 
conversations with Huping and the Wangs over and over in his head.   
As he did, the surveillance team prepared a recording and transcript of 
the telephone call to the Wangs.  The surveillance report reached 
Huping less than ten minutes later. 
 

 

Chapter 20 
 
 

To the uninitiated, mahjong resembles a version of Gin Rummy 
played with one hundred forty four tiles in six suits of varying number 
rather than with a deck of cards.  Players are dealt sixteen tiles and 
turns are played in rapid order.  An intricate scoring system is applied 
but varied according to house rules.  The first of four players at the 
table to build a hand into four or five melds of the highest point value, 
such as three straight bamboos or four characters, wins.  As in most 
things, luck is a factor, but it is better to rely on intelligence and skill.  
Instead of dealt and discarded into a deck, mahjong tiles are placed face 
down in the center of a table, players with a good memory and a head 
for calculating the odds can track their chances of finding tiles and have 
an advantage.   

However, unlike card games in Western cultures, where a wager 
or a hand can be mulled over for several seconds, there is little 
tolerance among the Chinese for a player who takes much longer that a 
few moments to play a mahjong tile.  Although Mahjong became 
fashionable in the United States in the twentieth century, the occasional 
disdainful Chinese player will refer to the North American version as 
‘Jewish mahjong’; the defining characteristic being its slower pace of 
play. 

When the Communists took over in 1949 the puritanical band of 
revolutionaries banned the game as a decadent bourgeoisie pass time 
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and social ill.  Similar to poker players, mahjong gamblers will sit for 
hours, and sometimes days, testing their skills and luck.  Since the 
1980s the game has comeback with a vengeance in the increasingly 
capitalist, or decadent, People’s Republic.  Mahjong rooms are found in 
hotels, brothels and the back room of local groceries across the country.  
On the other side of the world an underground string of mahjong 
parlors in Chinese neighborhoods stretching from Mott Street and 
Queens in New York to Los Angeles and San Francisco satiate the 
community’s hunger for the game, and line the pockets of the local 
tongs.    

Lockhart sat in the Southern Wind position at the table, the 
second player in the rotation.  He deftly handled the tiles as competent 
as any other player in the room.  As the only laowai or guilou, 
depending on your preferred term in Chinese for ‘foreigner’, he was 
regarded with suspicion upon entering the gambling hall.  However, his 
mastery of the language and a fistful of cash granted him access.   

Thumbing the prized hong zhong tile in his hand he considered 
the irony of the terms being alternately applied him by the other 
players.  Laowai, a Mandarin word, was arguably respectful depending 
on the connotation, it literally means ‘old foreigner’.  Whereas the 
Cantonese term guilou could be better translated as ‘old ghost’.  It is 
less complimentary and closer to the American term ‘chink’ for 
Chinese.  Lockhart was not particularly fazed at being called either 
name, but he did feel like reminding those around him that technically 
while he was in the US he was not a foreigner.  That observation was 
likely to fall on deaf ears; anyway you cut it, he was the outsider in the 
room. 

Since Fang had not arrived yet, Lockhart continued marking time 
waiting for his target by playing mahjong.  Although he preferred 
Texas Hold’m, Lockhart had long ago learned the Chinese game.  But 
with any game of chance, mastery did not necessarily translate into 
wining on any given evening of play.  After two hours he was down 
over a thousand dollars and was getting tired of being the butt of jokes.  
A matronly woman with a ten-inch beehive on a five-foot frame and 
more red eye shadow than Ziggy Stardust had taken to referring to him 
as meiguo yinhang, direct translation, Bank of America.  She had most 
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of his losings and did not mind voicing satisfaction at her good fortune 
while chiding Lockhart to play faster.  

Lockhart consoled himself as best he could; his mind was not on 
the game.  He had to keep one eye on the door and another on the 
mahjong tiles.  He was hopefully moments away from meeting a 
ruthless criminal boss and turning the tables on him before the man 
decided it would be more expedient to have him killed.  On top of that, 
he was still trying to figure out how he could prevent bad things from 
happening to good people, namely the Wangs.  It was little wonder he 
could not concentrate on the nearly infinite number of permutations 
needed to win the game at hand. 

“Hao le!” Ziggy clucked, turning over her tiles in a fluid motion.  
She won again. 

Lockhart groaned to himself, turning over his own tiles to 
calculate the points and money lost on this round.  If Fang did not show 
up soon, Lockhart was fairly sure he was going to pay for a new 
addition to the woman’s house.  She eyed his hand and gloated.   

“Xiexie meigou yinhang.”  Thank you Bank of America. 
Lockhart swallowed a profanity, ordered another Tsingtao beer 

from a roving waiter, and mentally prepared to lose more money on the 
next hand.  As the new set of tiles was raked across the table his luck 
turned.  It looked like another losing hand to him, but he saw the squat 
dark frame of Fang Lihui enter the room; the man was shadowed by the 
massive figure of Ouyang behind him.  Lockhart observed Fang take up 
position at one of the tables while his bodyguard remained close by.  
He played the game at his table for one more round and then left. 

“Don’t spend it all on makeup and hairspray Ziggy,” Lockhart 
said to the woman next to him as he got up from the table. 

She ignored him. 
Lockhart made a slow circuit around the dark, cigarette smoke 

laden room.  The basement probably had been formerly used for 
storage until its current more lucrative application of the space.  A 
cheap red carpet spotted with cigarette burns was laid over a cement 
floor.  Lockhart counted twelve folding card tables lit by low hanging 
neon lamps spread throughout the room.  Each table was surrounded by 
a few onlookers, including pit bosses that observed game play and 
made for sure the house got their cut.   
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In addition to the pit bosses, a half a dozen waiters and two goons 
at the door for security made up the staff serving the room.  A door 
guarded by another goon was at the back.  Lockhart assumed this is 
where management and bookkeeping were; it was also the most likely 
place to be dragged and given a lesson in manners if he ran afoul of the 
proprietors of the establishment.  He wanted to avoid that scenario.   

The only apparent exit to the room was the staircase leading up 
the alley from where he had entered.  If for some reason he was forced 
to make a break for it, he would need to cross an unfriendly room filled 
with non-witnesses to any crime and fight his way past two guards with 
a three-hundred pound Manchurian gorilla on his heels.  It could be 
done, yet it was another scenario to be avoided. 

Ouyang stood a few feet away from his boss and observed the 
room.  The only white face in sight had caught his attention but had not 
been a reason for alarm until the man made eye contact and began 
approaching him.  The bodyguard’s battle instincts switched on, he was 
ready to pummel the stranger into submission at the slightest 
provocation.   

The laowai was strange.  He walked with the same self-
confidence as the cops and Italian gangsters in the neighborhood, but 
his clothes and demeanor were all wrong.  He was too well groomed 
and stylish to be police, but not well enough to be mafia.  Also, the man 
smiled, he actually looked friendly.  But not in the cop ‘I’m going to 
bust your ass and enjoy doing it’ kind of way or the false grin every 
criminal around the world reserves for marks.  The man looked sincere 
and focused.  Alarm bells were ringing. 

Lockhart stepped up to Ouyang and greeted the man.  The 
Manchurian had at least six inches and a hundred pounds on the 
American.  Lockhart estimated Ouyang’s massive square head to weigh 
thirty pounds by itself. 

“I would like to speak with Mr. Fang, it’s urgent.  Please give 
him this.”  Lockhart slowly opened his sports jacket so that Ouyang 
could see he was pulling a sheet of paper from the inside pocket and 
not a gun, then handed the sheet to the man. 

Ouyang was as surprised by the man’s actions as he was by his 
Chinese.  He had heard other laowai speak Chinese before, but not as 
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with much ease or without accent.  He took the piece of paper and 
briefly scanned it.  He grunted, acknowledging the value of its worth. 

“I need to speak with Mr. Fang urgently, in private.”  Lockhart 
said taking a step away from Ouyang.  “I will wait outside in the alley.  
If he is not out in ten minutes, I will assume he doesn’t want to speak 
with me.  But let me emphasize, that would be a mistake.  Mr. Fang is 
about to lose everything.  I can prevent that.” 

Ouyang grunted again, “I’ll tell him, don’t leave the alley.” 
Lockhart nodded, backed away, turned on his heels and headed 

for the door.  Once out in the open air he breathed a sigh of relief.  Step 
one accomplished.  He delivered the message and left the room 
unscathed.  No simple task considering he was shaking down a 
gangster on his own turf.  Lockhart found Fang’s Cadillac parked in the 
alley and leaned against the car.  Within ten minutes Ouyang came 
rumbling out of the mahjong parlor, caught sight of Lockhart and 
walked towards him like a swaggering bull. 

“Off the car,” he growled. 
Lockhart slowly straightened himself and took a step away from 

the vehicle.  Ouyang walked past him and popped the trunk of the car 
open.  Lockhart briefly held a vision of being forcibly thrown into the 
back of the car and braced himself for the struggle that he almost 
assuredly would lose. 

  “The boss will be out in a moment,” Ouyang said while 
rummaging through the contents of the trunk.  Lockhart saw the man 
pull out a long plastic paddle shaped object from a bag and stuff it into 
his overcoat pocket.  He then quickly snatched the briefcase out of 
Lockhart’s left hand. 

“Sure, have a look,” Lockhart said. 
Ouyang opened the small metallic briefcase and looked through it 

thoroughly, it was empty.  The man held the case wide open for 
Lockhart to see that it was empty and raised an eyebrow questioningly. 

“It’s for the money,” Lockhart said. 
Ouyang laughed heartily and carelessly threw the case into the 

trunk of the car, “Turn around, I need to search you.” 
Lockhart sighed a breath of relief and shrugged his shoulders, 

“All right.” 
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Ouyang roughly frisked Lockhart, finding his wallet and mobile 
phone.  He pocketed the wallet and casually tossed the phone in the 
empty case and placed it in the trunk.  He then pulled the object from 
his pocket and carefully moved the metal detecting wand across 
Lockhart’s body.  Nothing registered, no hidden weapons or 
surveillance devices.  The large man grunted in approval and tossed the 
wand into the trunk and slammed it close.  The bodyguard pulled 
Lockhart’s wallet from his pocket and rummaged through its contents.  
He pulled a New York State drivers license and a Lockhart Investment 
Consulting name card from the wallet and threw it back to its owner. 

“Get in the car,” he said, opening the passenger side front door.   
“I’m not going anywhere with you until I speak to Fang,” 

Lockhart tried to sound convincing, but he was not about to engage in a 
shoving match with Ouyang. 

“First, you get in the car, then we pick up Fang Lihui at the door, 
understand?”  Ouyang took a step at Lockhart. 

“Ok, got it.”  Lockhart took a seat in the Cadillac. 
Ouyang sat next to him in the driver’s seat; he turned over the 

ignition and pulled out a mobile phone from his coat pocket.  The big 
man thumbed out a brief text message; afterwards he popped the car 
into gear.  A moment later they pulled up to the recessed door of 
gambling hall.  Fang Lihui scrambled up the steps and into the back of 
the car, seconds later they were in traffic. 

“He’s clean, he had these on him,” Ouyang said handing the 
drivers license and name card to Fang. 

“Lockhart… who are you and why are we speaking?” the voice 
in the backseat asked. 

“You read what I gave you?” Lockhart fought the temptation to 
turn around in his seat to look at Fang. 

“I did.  It had three international bank accounts and a list of 
private businesses.  What does this have to do with me?  After all, I’m 
just a humble immigrant trying to make his way in America,” Fang was 
congenial, but his voice left Lockhart without a doubt that he was a 
deadly serious man. 

“I wouldn’t call over two hundred million dollars in cash and 
assets humble,” Lockhart shot back. 
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“I’m sure I don’t know what you are talking about,” Fang said 
with feigned exasperation.   

“Well, we can play these games if you want.  Please humor me 
for a few minutes and let me describe something to you,” Lockhart was 
conciliatory. 

“All right, go ahead.” 
“Suppose those banks and businesses listed there belong to a 

former corrupt Chinese official, say the Party Chairman of Shenyang.  
Also, suppose there is a lot more on that list than just those few items, 
and that collectively they total to about two hundred and twenty six 
million dollars.  Also suppose, I know who put the list together, and 
what they are going to do with it next.”  Lockhart paused waiting for 
Fang to betray surprise or anger. 

“It’s an interesting story, go on…” agitation was growing in 
Fang’s voice. 

“I’d like to, but there’s a ticket for admission if you want to hear 
the rest of the story.”  Lockhart said. 

“Excuse me.  What do you mean?” 
“I mean the rest will cost you.” 
Silence resonated through the car; from outside the vehicle the 

clamor of New York City streets could be heard faintly.  The streets 
rolled by slowly, they were a world away for the two passengers in the 
car; the space between the two men was shrinking.  Ouyang turned the 
car at the next corner; Lockhart could see they were getting closer to 
Fang’s residence.  This was part of the plan. 

“How much?” Fang asked. 
“I’m not greedy, I think we can figure out something reasonable,” 

Lockhart replied. 
“Give me a figure.” 
Every good negotiator knows the party to make the first offer is 

at a disadvantage, you run the risk of under-pricing and losing profit or 
over-pricing and inducing sticker shock.  Unfortunately for Lockhart, in 
this case sticker shock could cause the buyer to resort to a more 
aggressive negotiation.  For example at the barrel of a gun or the 
receiving end of a severe beating. 
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“I’d like to make this quick and easy.  I’ll take whatever cash you 
have readily available at your home.  That is where we are going isn’t 
it?” Lockhart asked. 

“It could be.  Tell me, how did you come by this information?” 
Fang demanded. 

“The people who hired me have been watching you, they 
collected this information, and they are coming for you.  They gave it 
to me, I’m their messenger.” 

“You’re a messenger?  What’s the message?” 
“In short, the message is ‘give me ten million dollars and leave 

the United States immediately’.” 
Laughter erupted from the darkness in the backseat of the car.  

“And why would I do that?” Fang said incredulously. 
Lockhart mulled over his answer for a moment, and then said, 

“Because your enemies are powerful, ruthless and determined to 
destroy you.” 

The blow struck Lockhart in the back of the head like a brick.  
Iridescent stars erupted from behind his eyelids and as he began to fade 
into unconsciousness.  His final thoughts before falling into darkness 
were that his plan was working perfectly. 

 

 

Chapter 21 
 
 
 A laser microphone is a surveillance tool that uses a laser beam to 
read sound vibrations off the surface of a distant object.  The beam is 
directed onto an object within a room or vehicle through a window, or 
on the window itself.  The sound vibrations striking the object lit up by 
the laser are recorded and electronically converted to noise.  The device 
allows someone to eavesdrop on individuals in an enclosed space from 
a distance without planting a microphone within proximity to the 
observed subjects.  Bug sweeping devices that register the transmission 
of radio waves can detect hidden microphones, however a laser 
microphone is nearly impossible to detect. 
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 The surveillance team rode in a car directly behind Fang Lihui’s 
Cadillac for the majority of the short drive to the man’s residence.  To 
avoid detection, once the Cadillac’s destination became obvious the 
team pulled alongside and then ahead of its target.  Tinted glass 
prevented clear observation of the man pointing the laser directly out of 
his vehicle’s window at the Cadillac.  
 

*** 
 

Lockhart was shaken to consciousness by Ouyang’s monstrous 
hands.  Groggy, he came to.  Head throbbing and vision blurry, the 
world began to take shape before his eyes.  From what he could make 
out of the room, he was in a well-stocked and comfortably furnished 
library.  Judging by the books’ English and French titles, if this was 
Fang’s home the leather bound volumes were chosen more for aesthetic 
value than literary.  He was tied at his feet and hands to a wooden chair 
by plastic handcuffs.  At his feet was an expensive looking Oriental 
rug.  This was a good sign; if there were a plastic tarp underneath him 
to prevent blood from staining the rug Lockhart would have really been 
worried.   

Fang Lihui sat in a high backed leather upholstered chair next to 
an unlit fireplace; he sipped brandy from a snifter and examined his 
prisoner.  Ouyang was behind Lockhart, out of sight. 

“This is completely unnecessary, I hoped we could do business,” 
Lockhart said in a horse voice, trying to regain his composure. 

“I don’t appreciate being threatened or blackmailed Mr. 
Lockhart.  I think the present circumstances are now more to my 
advantage.  I will ask questions and you will answer them, all right?”  
Fang did not wait for a reply.  “First question, your name card says you 
are the founder of a consulting firm in Beijing that bears your name.  
What sort of consulting does your firm do?” 

“Market entry services mostly, I help foreign companies invest in 
China.  It includes supporting mergers and acquisitions with due 
diligence and other business intelligence,” Lockhart gave his captor his 
standard elevator speech. 

“I see.  So, you are not a messenger service,” the man said 
without humor. 
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“No.” 
“Then why were you chosen to deliver a message to me?” 
“Probably because my employers felt I had credibility.” 
Fang raised a bushy eyebrow and cocked his head, “They did?  

Why, just because you speak Chinese?” 
“That’s part of it, yes.  But also because of my family.” 
“I see.  What does your family have to do with this?” Fang asked 

curiously. 
“My father was Vice President of the United States, two 

administrations ago.  Some of my uncles and cousins run one of 
America’s largest companies.”  Lockhart could have gone on about 
dearly departed statesmen and robber barons, but a short synopsis of 
the last few branches of the Lockhart family tree seemed sufficient.  
“Other family members are senators and judges…  This is the point in 
the conversation where you are supposed to realize you are in over your 
head,” he looked at Fang with mock arrogance. 

Fang’s pock-marked face contorted into a sneer.  “So, you are a 
man of some stature?  Is that it?  Therefore, I’m supposed to believe 
what you say and run sniveling into a hole somewhere.  That’s it?” 

“Well, first you’re supposed to give me ten million dollars.  But, 
yah’, you get the idea,” Lockhart shrugged and nodded in affirmation.  

“For the time being, I’ll assume you are who you say you are.” 
Lockhart tried to regain control of the conversation, “I think that 

will save us some time, thanks…” 
“Shut up, don’t interrupt.  Now I understand who you are, and I 

am beginning to understand why you are here.  Who sent you?” 
“The PSB and the FBI,” Lockhart said quickly. 
Fang Lihui snorted, “I don’t believe you.” 
“It is hard to believe, that’s why they sent me.  This is where my 

family credentials and China background come in, it’s supposed to help 
me sell it.”  Lockhart gave Fang a pleading look.  The story was just 
ludicrous enough to be true. 

“Why didn’t the FBI and PSB just show up together, why send a 
civilian messenger boy?” Fang challenged, 

Lockhart smiled, “Now we are getting somewhere.  I hope this 
will make you understand why I had hoped we could do business.  You 
need to understand I am operating independently.  I am not FBI, and I 



 151 

am certainly not PSB.  I just happen to be an unlucky son of a bitch 
they forced to be their messenger.” 

Fang sighed, “If you say so.  Answer my question.” 
“A civilian was chosen because this meeting, and the cooperation 

between the US and China, is off the record.  Officially this is not 
happening, there are too many political obstacles to make this 
sanctioned.” 

“For example?” 
“My government can be a little squeamish about human rights, 

extraditing thieves so they can receive the death penalty doesn’t sit well 
with some voters, therefore Congress doesn’t care for it either.” 

“How lucky for me,” Fang mused to himself. 
“Yes, but not really.  Your time is up; your human rights have 

been traded for the freedom of a few dissidents and greater cooperation 
between Washington and Beijing on international crime and terror.  So, 
the situation is the Chinese government wants you and the US 
government is unofficially using you as a bargaining chip.  They have 
agreed to let Beijing have you.”  Lockhart tried to repress a smirk; he 
did not often have the opportunity to turn the tables on such a wily and 
dangerous man as Fang Lihui. 

Fang fell silent contemplating the validity of Lockhart’s story.  
It’s one thing to be an enemy of the People’s Republic of China, but 
it’s entirely another thing to be a bargaining chip between great powers.  
Especially when one wanted your hide and the other only inquired the 
value of your skin.   

“If I refuse to cooperate, what then?  As you said, your 
government doesn’t want to publicly cooperate with mine.”  There was 
fear behind Fang’s eyes. 

“That’s true, that’s why they sent me.  They hope you’ll just walk 
away.  Why not?  The world’s a big place, there’s no reason why you 
have to stay here.  You are a rich man, you can probably find 
somewhere else to go.”  Lockhart could see he was getting through. 

“True, but I chose America exactly because it’s comfortable, 
there’s no extradition treaty with China, and it’s one of the few 
governments that will stand up to Beijing.  Or at least it was…  I’m not 
so ready to turn my back on this place yet, regardless of what some 
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people in the US government are cooking up.”  Fang pounded his fist 
into the arm of the chair. 

“But they are committed, they’ll do whatever it takes.  You are 
not an American citizen; legally you don’t have a lot of protection.  If 
they want you, they will get you, don’t have any illusions about that,” 
Lockhart threw out the words like winning cards on table.  Despite his 
bonds, he was slowly gaining the upper hand. 

“Tell me about the money, why do they expect me to give them 
ten million dollars?  It seems a trifling sum.” 

“That’s the point.  On the surface of it, you are supposed to 
believe that recovering ten million bucks lets them regain at least a 
fraction of what was lost and helps them save face.  But, I think there’s 
another aspect.” 

“What is that?” Fang looked surprised.  He rose from the chair 
and stood over Lockhart. 

“Beijing doesn’t have any intention of letting you go, regardless 
if you pay the money back or not.  The ten million is supposed to lull 
you into believing you are in the clear.  They plan to get you, probably 
kidnap you and put you on trial in Beijing.  That’s why they want you 
out of the United States; my government wouldn’t stand for having the 
Chinese secret service forcibly and illegally take someone off its soil.  
That kind of thing looks bad you know?” 

“Wangbadan!  The bastards!” Fang slammed his fist into the 
palm of his hand. 

“Funny, they said the same thing about you.” 
“I can’t believe this is happening.  Do you know how much 

money I spread throughout the government?  Everyone got a piece.  I 
lined the pockets of no less than three Politburo members.  Hundreds of 
millions were given away!  And for what?”  Fang’s face turned purple 
with rage. 

“I can help.”  Lockhart said softly, meeting Fang’s eyes. 
“Good, start talking,” Fang stepped closer to Lockhart, the man’s 

grizzled face twisted, he bore holes in Lockhart with cold black pupils. 
“No, my help comes with a price.”  Lockhart braced himself to be 

struck. 
Fang’s gazed turned deadly and moved past Lockhart to the man 

standing behind him.  Ouang’s hand grasped Lockhart’s neck and 
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shoulder, his powerful fingers dug deeply into the cluster of nerves at 
the top of his spinal column.  A sharp spike of pain riveted through his 
body, producing an agonizing cry. 

“He’s quite strong, isn’t he?” Fang said, perverse pleasure 
dripping from his words. 

Lockhart had to admit the Manchurian’s fingers did feel like a 
steel vise.  “Yes.” 

Fang’s face contorted into an unwholesome grin as if struck by a 
new idea.  “Did you know that human ears could be ripped from the 
head with just a forceful tug? I’ve seen it happen; it’s quite terrible…  
Would you care for a demonstration?  I’m sure Ouyang would be 
pleased to oblige.” 

“No, thanks!” Lockhart spat.  “Besides, a man that big would 
look awfully funny without ears.” 

Fang croaked, “Ha, you are a funny man!  I think I am beginning 
to like you, it would be more the pity if I was forced to have you 
deformed, or worse…” 

Lockhart felt Ouyang’s hands clench his ears and squeeze tightly. 
“Hold it, wait!” Lockhart screamed.  “Just listen for a goddamn 

minute.” 
Fang waved his hand and Ouyang released his grip and backed 

off.   
“I’m not asking for much.  Besides, it would be better for both of 

us if I return to Beijing unharmed; that way my employers would at 
least have the impression that you intend to comply.”  Lockhart heaved 
a heavy sigh, he was grateful to be able to have said as much before 
being relieved of some of his preferred body parts. 

“You have about thirty seconds to say something worthwhile 
before I have Ouyang feed you your own ears,” Fang growled. 

“OK, I offer you information and a head start.  First, I propose 
giving you all the information the FBI and the PSB have about your 
finances to you, so that you can see what they know.  This way you can 
move your money out of their reach and do it fast.  Second, I am 
willing to tell them we met, you intend to pay the money and leave the 
United States, this should give you several hours, if not a few days, 
head start before they come for you.”  Lockhart paused to let these two 
points sick in.  Fang nodded, he was beginning to see the light. 
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Lockhart continued, “Considering your resources, that should be 
sufficient for you to be in some beachside resort by the time they are 
any the wiser.  I suggest you try Belize or Panama, both currently hold 
full diplomatic relations with Taiwan, so the local authorities aren’t 
likely to cooperate with the PSB anytime soon.” 

Fang paced the room, turning the information around in his head.  
“What you say makes sense, maybe it could work.  What do you want 
in exchange?” 

“Let’s say two hundred and fifty thousand dollars in cash, right 
now.” Lockhart said firmly. 

Fang was incredulous, “Ha!  I wipe my ass with five hundred 
thousand dollars…” 

“Then I’d prefer a different two hundred and fifty thousand if you 
please.”   

“Hahaha, OK.  Why do you want such a small sum?  You could 
have asked for more.”  Fang looked at Lockhart perplexed, this was a 
man used to leveraging every advantage to its fullest and leaving an 
adversary squirming in the gutter. 

“Because I figure you have at least two hundred and fifty grand 
in cash somewhere in this house.  I want to take it, leave, and never see 
you again.  First I will give you my files, the ones that were given to 
me by the FBI and the PSB, they are on my mobile phone, the one 
Ouyang took from me.” 

Fang snapped his fingers at Ouyang, who left the room to retrieve 
the device. 

“Don’t forget my briefcase!”  Lockhart yelled after Ouyang.  
Turning back to Fang, he continued.  “I’ll make my report later tonight 
and say you are considering the proposition and appear likely to pay.  
Under the deal they are offering, you have twenty-four hours to transfer 
the money to a Swiss bank account, after that you have another forty-
eight before you are considered persona non grata in the US.  But I 
assume you will be long gone before then, right?” 

“Yes, absolutely,” Fang replied quickly. 
Ouyang re-entered the room carrying Lockhart’s briefcase and 

mobile phone.  He tossed them onto Lockhart’s lap.  Lockhart looked at 
his two captors and waved his hands tied to the chair as best he could, 
drawing their attention to the fact that he was still bound.  Ouyang drew 
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a folding knife from his back pocket, opened it one handed and cut 
Lockhart free. 

The American got to his feet and smiled, tapped on the briefcase 
and looked at Ouyang, “I told you I was going to need this.”  He looked 
at Fang, “Now if you don’t mind, I’d like to see the cash, and I’ll take a 
drink if you got one.  Preferably scotch, you got a single malt?”  

Fang pointed to a large globe on a stand in the corner of the 
library  “There are drinks over there.” 

The top half of the globe slid open revealing bottles and glasses, 
Lockhart found a twelve-year-old Glenlivet.  He poured himself a tall 
drink. “Nice, now how about the cash?” 

“Fine Mr. Lockhart, but if I am disappointed with the 
information, you won’t be leaving here very soon.  Understand?” Fang 
leveled his deadly eyes on him. 

  “I assure you, it’s worth every penny,” Lockhart sat in the chair 
Fang had formerly occupied and grinned confidently.   

Fang frowned and left the room, obviously Ouyang did not have 
the combination to the safe, or he would have ordered his faithful 
henchman to retrieve the money.  Minutes later, the Manchurian 
returned with a bag filled with twenty five one-inch thick bundles of 
hundred-dollar bills.  He slapped them on table next to Lockhart, 
“Here, show me the files.” 

Lockhart began working his thumbs on the phone, opening the 
password-protected files he received from Conally.  “Do you have a 
printer?” 

“First let me see them,” Fang ripped the phone from Lockhart’s 
hands and began reviewing the files on the handheld device.   

Despite living in the United States for a number of years, Fang 
could barely read English, but he recognized bank account numbers, 
dollar and euro symbols, and city names.  It was obvious that the FBI 
and the PSB had launched an extensive investigation against him and 
had uncovered a staggering amount of his illegal fortune.  But there 
was still vast amounts unaccounted for within the files.  Moreover, 
some of the tools and methods he had used to hide his money, certain 
shell companies and accountants, were not cited.  The FBI and the PSB 
were good, but in the wide world of international finance, twenty-four 
hour banking and electronic wire transfers, it was simply too hard to 
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keep up with the rapid and frequent movement of money around the 
globe. 

“Save these files and print me out copies,” Fang tossed the device 
to Ouyang.  The man caught it and nodded before leaving the room.  
“Very well Mr. Lockhart, I am satisfied, the files are quite valuable 
indeed, more than the price paid for them.  You may go.” 

Lockhart stood up, finished his drink and stuffed the bundles of 
cash into his case.  “I can wait a couple of hours before I make my call 
to Beijing, after that they’ll be expecting to receive the wire transfer 
within twenty-four hours.  You had better make yourself lost before 
then.  They are probably watching you even now, but I suspect you are 
smart enough to get away.” 

Fang stifled a laugh, “Yes, I’ve done it before.  I think I’m 
slippery enough for my enemies, but, what about you?  Aren’t you 
worried there’ll be any repercussions for letting me get away without 
paying the money?” 

“Not really, part of my deal with them is that I get a piece of what 
I recover, so as far as they are concerned it’s not in my interest to help 
you avoid paying.  Anyway, fuck’m!  Next time they can send one of 
their own people.” 

“Fine, good for you.”  Fang slapped Lockhart on the back.  
Ouyang returned with a handful of papers and Lockhart’s mobile 
phone. 

 “I’ll show you the way out.”  Fang led Lockhart down a long 
flight of stairs to the front door.  Reaching for the door handle, a 
thought struck him.  “I noticed you play mahjong.  I have a few 
preparations to make before my trip, but I doubt where I’m going I’ll 
be able to find a game, much less a worthy opponent like you.  Would 
you care to meet me later for a few hands?  It’d give me a chance to 
win my money back.”  Fang was all smiles and pleasantries now, his 
deal was cut and his plan decided, no reason to dwell on the past. 

“Thank you, but no.  It’s been a long day, I’d really like to get 
some rest.”  Lockhart tried not to let on that he was taken aback by the 
offer, the last thing he wanted to do was spend more time with the man. 

Fang frowned deeply; he was obviously disappointed.  “Some 
other time then?” 

“Yes, some other time.  Good luck!” 
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“Ha! A good player doesn’t need luck,” he said. 
Lockhart suspected the man could use all the luck in the world.   
 

 

Chapter 22 
 

 
Fang Lihui’s home was a fortress; a New York City SWAT team 

would have had a tough time laying siege and entering the foreboding 
stronghold.  The house was physically protected by reinforced steel 
doors, bullet-proof glass windows covered by bars and a security 
system to equal to any Las Vegas casino.  It was more than sufficient to 
keep most intruders out.  The home was also electronically protected 
against eavesdropping by frequent sweeps for bugs and wire taps by 
Ouyang and a catalogue of other counter-surveillance equipment. 

Fang Lihui’s complex finances were nearly as fortified as his 
home.  Several dozen bank accounts under shell companies within shell 
companies around the world collectively held an amassed fortune of 
over four hundred million dollars, most of which was in cash, 
convertible treasury bonds and other liquid assets.  A network of 
accountants and lawyers moved the money regularly.  On paper it 
appeared to be normal business transactions, but in reality it was one 
shell company transferring funds to another through payments for 
bogus goods and services, or falsified investments in new ventures.  
The money was laundered and re-laundered dozens of time.  The 
hundreds of millions were clean, easily accessible and difficult to 
follow.  

Every hard target, whether it is a fortress or an illicit financial 
empire is penetrable; one way or another.  Over six months earlier, a 
FBI surveillance team acting under Conally’s orders broke into Fang’s 
home; disabling the security system and picking locks.  Fang, along 
with Ouyang, was vacationing in Hawaii at the time, so the team was 
able to take its time.   

When Fang returned, he took the usual precaution of thoroughly 
sweeping the house for listening devices, none were found.  They were 
not found, because only a precious few were planted in light fixtures 
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and behind vents, and in other easy to cancel and hard to access areas.  
More importantly, they were not switched on.  Without emitting radio 
signals or energy signatures, the microphones and transmitters were 
impossible to find; regardless of how sophisticated a detector is used.    

The bugs were turned on intermittently when it was determined 
prudent to do so by other means, either by listening with the laser 
microphone or gleaning intelligence from another source.  In those 
instances, brief conversations between Fang and the people who 
handled his money were monitored. Lawyers and accountants, 
regardless of the nefariousness of their clientele, are not as paranoid as 
the people they are serving.  Agents sent by Vice Minister Zhang 
penetrated their offices in New York, London, Munich and Macau with 
comparable ease.  Phones, computers, and fax machines were all 
tapped.   

Once the financiers’ surveillance network was up and running, 
the bugs within Fang’s home was rarely if ever used so as to avoid 
detection.  Moreover, no matter from where or what phone Fang used 
to contact his money handlers, the conversation was on the record.  
Within two hours after Lockhart parted company with Fang, his secret 
vast fortune became an open book as monies were accessed and moved 
around the world.  Every Dollar, Euro, Pound Sterling and Swiss Franc 
was located and accounted for; using the day’s conversion rates the 
fortune totaled four hundred sixty three million and change.  Of that the 
total, approximately two hundred and fifty million had not been 
previously uncovered by the FBI or the PSB. 

 
*** 

 
Conally was still with Huping at the Vermillion Dragon.  After 

the surveillance team’s reports began to roll in it seemed ill advised to 
leave.  The woman’s mood turned from angry to enraged and then 
deadly as she listened to the recordings of Lockhart’s phone 
conversations and interviews.  Their man was turning on them with 
each point of contact and passing hour. 

“It would have been better if Fang Lihui killed the treacherous 
bastard,” the woman sneered; she still had one ear pressed to a headset 
listening to the recordings. 
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“He’s done remarkably well,” Conally said. 
“Well?  How could you say that?  He’s trying to cheat us, he’s 

warning them every chance he gets.”  Huping looked at Conally with 
disgust. 

The FBI man disregarded her, what the woman held in short-
sighted viciousness she lacked in vision.   

“It doesn’t matter, does it?  We are already a hundred and ten 
million dollars up aren’t we?  Well ahead of where we thought we 
would be at this point.  The turtle eggs may know they are in danger, 
but it doesn’t matter, and in Fang’s case it might be a good thing.  He’ll 
have to act quickly, he’s likely to make mistakes.” 

“I don’t like it,” Huping clucked her tongue.  “Lockhart is 
supposed to be working for us, and he’s working against us at every 
opportunity.” 

“What do you expect when you press someone into service, 
loyalty and gratitude?  Forget about it, his actions are producing the 
intended consequences.” 

“I want the man dead,” she said. 
“All in good time.  We’ll stick to the plan and wait until he’s 

back in Beijing.  There could be too many complications if he’s killed 
in the States.  If it happens here your father and I can manage the 
investigation; the US authorities will be stonewalled and left in the 
dark.  They’ll only know what we tell them and that won’t paint 
Lockhart in a good light.” 

“The sooner he man is dead, the better.  He’s uncontrollable.”  
She looked at Conally and the man felt a chill run through him.  How 
long would it take before she had the same estimation of him? 

“Everything else is in place.  Lockhart will be met and waylaid 
before returning to Beijing.  That’ll give our team long enough to take 
care of the targets and begin their return to Beijing ahead of him. By 
tomorrow evening this whole business will be finished.  And we will 
have a fortune.” 
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Chapter 23 
 
 

Lockhart hung up the phone after talking with Huping, she was 
all purring and cajoling, thanking him for his good work and excellent 
achievements.  He didn’t believe a word of it.  His head ached from the 
blow Fang had given him, he was exhausted from the day’s trials and, 
best of all, in his hands was a briefcase full of cash.  It was time to get 
some well-earned rest. 

The Wangs and any troubles they might have could wait; they 
had a few days at least.  Eventually he would hear from Samuel and 
some kind of protection would be worked out for them.  If that didn’t 
work, he would bring them to his parent’s place in Connecticut and let 
his father’s Secret Service detail keep guard while his mother fawned 
over the guests; she could tell the Wangs that many of the best 
Lockharts were revolutionaries and embezzlers too. 

It was late and the luxurious modern hotel lobby was empty and 
unfortunately the bar was closed.  Lockhart would have to make do 
with a nightcap in his suite.  The elevator quickly lifted him to the top 
floors of the hotel he exited and immediately became alarmed.  From 
the direction of his suite, hushed voices were exchanging harsh words 
in the hallway.  Male and female; likely a lover’s quarrel he thought.  
Lockhart hoped a spat of nocturnal hotel drama would not keep him 
from his sleep and headed straight for his door. 

The man was older, tanned, silver haired and well quaffed, as 
well as bejeweled and elegantly tailored.  Instead of a necktie he we 
wore a cravat.   

“Frog,” Lockhart thought to himself.  
The man was a striking figure, but the woman was far more 

captivating.  She was tall, blond, and shapely in ways every gentleman 
prefers.  Clad around her slender body was a low-cut red silk dress 
revealing her last vertebrae before her shapely buttocks in the back, and 
an ample portion of her breasts in the front.  The flimsy material hung 
and swayed deliciously inches above her knees.  She was in a fury, her 
eyes were green and on fire; her passions charged through her 
sumptuous frame. 
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“Son of a bitch,” she said and slapped the older man across the 
face. 

Lockhart groaned, the quarrel was escalating right outside his 
room; the door to the room across from his was open and obviously 
occupied by the couple.   

The man grabbed the woman forcibly by the arms and pushed her 
against the wall, “We’ll have no more of that!” 

Lockhart had been slapped by women more times than he cared 
to remember, in his estimation the Frog’s response was controlled and 
proportionate.  It was more than likely he had received a few slaps 
before as well; maybe the man was not really such a bad sort. 

“Excuse me, I’d like to get in to my room,” Lockhart pushed pass 
the couple and took out his key.  “If you two don’t mind, could you 
keep it down?”  Lockhart nodded to the man, but kept both eyes on the 
lady. 

He was about to enter his room when the altercation took a turn 
for the worse.   

“Yes, come here,” the man said, attempting to pull the woman 
into the room. 

“I’m not going anywhere with you, pervert!” She lashed out with 
her knee straight up into the man; he tried to sidestep the blow, but 
caught half its force. 

He yelped in pain and viciously slapped her with the back of his 
hand, “You slut!” 

That was enough for Lockhart.  He tossed the case into his hotel 
room and shut the door; he was not about to get into a fight with a 
stranger when he had a quarter of a million dollars on him.  In a 
fleeting thought he wondered if the fight was a charade, part of a ruse 
by Fang Lihui to steal his money back.  But how could Fang find where 
Lockhart was staying and orchestrate a con only an hour after they met.  
It was unlikely.    

“OK, hold it.  Let the woman go buddy, she’s not having any.”  
Lockhart took a step forward and tried to break the two apart. 

“This is none of your business,” the man said.  He held the 
woman roughly and started pulling her towards the room. 

“Please help me,” she pleaded, her emerald colored eyes ran 
across Lockhart’s face and he responded. 
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Lockhart’s hand darted out and caught the other man’s wrist, he 
squeezed, twisted it outward and violently pulled it up, exposing the 
rest of his opponent’s body.  Lockhart’s other hand seized under his 
chin and dug his thumb and index fingers into the man’s jowls.  Taking 
one long stride forward he drove the man into the air and onto the 
carpeted floor.  He landed in a muffled thud that could probably only 
be made by old bones in a Savile Row suit on a Ritz-Carlton floor. 

The Frog was on his feet stunningly fast, but the fight was out of 
him.  He brushed himself off smartly and addressed Lockhart, “Fine, 
and good riddance to the bitch.  If I was you, I’d be careful of this one.”  
He turned and stormed away. 

The moment Lockhart turned around, he had arms full of the 
gorgeous young woman, “Thank you!” She kissed him long and firmly 
on the lips.  Passionate warmth spread through Lockhart and the 
embraced lasted a long euphoric moment before he collected his wits. 

Breaking away reluctantly, Lockhart asked, “Who was that 
man?” 

She frowned, and sheepishly replied, “I guess you can call him a 
bad choice as a friend.” 

Lockhart smiled at her, “You seem friendly enough to me; too 
bad your escort was not.”  Lockhart chose the word deliberately. 

As he looked at her closely, a muscle on her delicate neck 
twitched and she moved her eyes sideways just for a fraction of a 
second.  The lady was a liar, but about what? 

Lockhart stepped away to pick up the woman’s dropped handbag, 
a small sequenced affair.  Too small and too light to hold a pistol, the 
contents felt like make-up articles, and other small feminine sundries.  
Handing her the bag he took the opportunity to size her up for the first 
time as a professional, not as a man.  The woman was beautiful, and fit.  
Her hair was vibrant and professionally styled, and the eyes portrayed 
alertness and calm, while still enticing.  Her clothes were expensive, 
hugged her form perfectly, and accentuated every God-given part of 
her.  Her shoes were dead wrong. 

The shoes were not the delicate, stringy slippers woman seem to 
prefer when showing themselves off in a stunning dress—shoes that 
appear to be a special torture device contrived by vengeful ballerinas.  
Instead, these were red, good Italian leather replicas of nursing shoes.  
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They were comfortable, rugged and practical.  The footwear suggested 
she was ready to walk for miles, or qualify for a 100-yard dash, if 
necessary.   

The lady was a working girl, someone who needed to be light on 
her feet.  Since the woman was unlikely to be slinging coffee or pills in 
that outfit she was unqualified as a waitress or a nurse.  Whatever the 
woman was, she looked at the height of her profession. 

She looked at him, long and invitingly, before noticing something 
and her body language switched thoughts in mid sentence.  The woman 
shoulders slunk, there must have been something in Lockhart’s eyes.  
She knew she had been made.  Brushing it off, the woman tilted her 
head, smiled and said, “Hey, wanna’ have a drink.” 

“It’s been a long day, I think I’ll turn in,” Lockhart said despite 
every manly impulse in his body. 

She put her arm around his, “I bet you my day was worse than 
yours.” 

“I doubt that!” Lockhart said without thinking. 
“Well then, I’ll tell you about my day, and you can let me know 

if it was worse than yours,” she giggled. 
Lockhart raised an eyebrow, “OK, you’re on.”  The words were 

out of his mouth before he knew it. 
“My name is Christina,” she said, and shook his hand and held it 

firmly. 
“Sean, nice to meet you,” he said. 
“Thank you again for what you did, not everyone would have 

been so gallant.”  She smiled and held him with her eyes. 
“My pleasure, the guy seemed like an asshole.”  
“You don’t know the half of it,” she laughed.  “Come in, I’ll fix 

us a drink and tell you about it.”  She directed him to her room. 
He pulled away.  “Wait a moment, I need to go back to my room 

for a moment and freshen up.  Can I meet you back here in two 
minutes?” 

She pecked him on the cheek, “Ok, what do you want to drink, 
I’ll fix it.” 

“Ummm, give me a second to think about it,” he said opening his 
hotel room door.  “I’ll be back in just a minute,” he closed the door.  
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Once in the room, Lockhart picked up his case and checked its 
contents. Then he found the room safe in the closet and programmed a 
personal coded combination—the date Felicia Montgomery made a 
man out of him in his parent’s boathouse; unforgettable.  The case was 
too big to fit in the safe, so he stacked the bundles of cash inside.  
Satisfied that the cash was as safe as it could be for the time being, 
Lockhart went to the bathroom and splashed some cold water on his 
face.  He saw his reflection in the mirror, and took a long sober look 
and ignored the all the warnings flying through his mind.   

Disgusted with himself for more than a few reasons, he said, “You 
can be a real idiot sometimes.”  He shut off the light and headed for the 
room across the hall.    

   The door was open and she was waiting inside.  Christina sat on a 
couch in her suite’s living room.  She was sipping vodka, and put it 
down when he entered.  “I would have made you something, but you 
didn’t say what you wanted. 

“It’s alright, I’ll fix myself a drink.  Can I freshen yours?” he 
said. 

“Please, I’m having Grey Goose,” she smiled and let him fix the 
drinks. 

Lockhart poured a generous scotch and rocks, and added a splash 
of vodka to the lady’s drink before sliding onto the couch next to her.  
She turned to him and smiled warmly, her face was comely and 
innocent in a way, wrapping her hands on his arm, she said “Let me tell 
you about my dreadful day.” 

He placed his feet on the coffee table, studied his drink, and 
murmured, “Let me hear about it.” 

“Well, I met the gentleman earlier this evening, he was a date.  A 
blind date as a matter of fact,” she began her story. 

“Ah, the plot thickens…” Lockhart commented. 
She squeezed his arm, “No interrupting, please.  “Yes, it is true I 

did not know the foul man until a few hours ago,” she said dramatically 
to affect the story.  “Nevertheless, we had a wonderful dinner together 
at Paul’s on the East side.  Have you been there?” 

“No,” Lockhart replied. 
“I had the spinach and apple salad, scallops, and a delicious rice 

pilaf.  He had the duck,” she continued.  “Anyway, he was gentlemanly 
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all throughout dinner.  And he ordered the most marvelous 
Champagne…” she sighed dreamily.  She appeared to be a gourmet 
when occasion allowed. 

“Well, after dinner he suggested we come here for a drink.” 
“Oh, is this your room?” Lockhart said off handedly. 
“Yes, now shush!” she playfully slapped the back of wrist.  

“Anyway, over a drink, the man suggested he’d like to do some rather 
sordid things.  I was shocked!” she exclaimed, sarcasm oozing over 
every word. 

“I bet you were,” Lockhart laughed. 
She ignored the quip, “Do you know what he wanted to do to 

me?” 
“I can’t wait to hear,” Lockhart said in all earnest, his mind 

running wild with possibilities. 
Christina took a sip of her drink, and laughed deeply from within 

her slender body.  “He wanted to pee on me.” 
Lockhart’s eyes bulged in amazement, “What?”  He began to 

laugh with her. 
“Yep, the guy was into water sports,” she said.  “Needless to say, 

that put a damper on things.” 
Lockhart laughed harder, “Nice one.” 
“I asked him to leave, he got angry.  That’s when you came 

along, my hero.”  She leaned over and kissed him warmly on the lips.  
Again her eyes held his in her grasp.  “So, that’s my day.  Someone 
wanted to pee on me.  Surely your day cannot be as bad as that?” 

“Honey, I feel like someone has been pissing on me all week…” 
he grumbled and looked away furtively.  “But I’d prefer not to talk 
about it.” 

She moved closer to him, “Oh, what would you prefer to do?”   
He kissed her full on the mouth and her body rushed to his.   The 

couples’ tongues intermingled.  Holding her firmly by the waist he 
puller her slowly onto his lap.  Their lips and tongues met tentatively 
and played with each other.  She began to nibble his ear and then slide 
her mouth down his neck.  He slipped off the straps to her dress, her 
breasts fell free; they were large honey drops of feminine flesh.  He 
found one of her hard pink nipples and began to suckle and lick her 
delicious skin.  Ecstasy and excitement gave way.  A sour taste filled 
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his mouth and the room spun.  As she slid her slinky body off him he 
crumbled sideways and his face hit the floor. 
 

*** 
  
 The woman calling herself Christina leapt off the couch and 
checked Lockhart’s pulse as he lay on the floor; it was steady and his 
breathing was regular.  She darted to the bathroom and poured hot 
water into the basin; lathering up a face towel with soapy water she 
began washing her tits.  She needed to remove the odorless liquid 
anesthetic applied to both nipples.  The drug was Rohypnol, or Roofies, 
a commonly used drug in date rapes.  It could leave people that 
ingested it unconscious and oblivious for hours.  The woman rubbed 
the facecloth forcefully over her body, she did not want to accidently 
dose herself, either through inadvertent contact or by letting the drug 
seep into her through the skin.  She had work to do, and her employers 
did not suffer mistakes like passing out on the job. 
 After slipping her dress back the woman calling herself Christina 
grabbed hold of Lockhart under his arms and heaved his two-hundred 
pound frame into bed.  Her arms nearly buckled under the effort, but 
they were lean, well-honed implements, and got the job done.  He 
hands slid into his pockets and she fished around for his room key.  
With a glancing movement while her hands were deep in his pants she 
realized that even in his unconscious state, Lockhart was ready to meet 
her needs, what a pity.   

She grabbed her handbag off the nightstand and pulled out a 
small silver box, inside with a large gelatin capsule inside.  She 
dropped the pill in Lockhart’s mouth, dribbled a little water from a 
glass, closed his lips and plugged his nose. Unconsciously, he gasped 
for air and involuntarily swallowed the pill; a powerful time-released 
tranquillizer.  The thick walls of the gelatin capsule would take nearly 
eight hours to dissolve, just about the same time the Roypnol would 
begin to wear off.  Afterwards her victim should remain unconscious 
for another sixteen to twenty hours.  

Christina placed the covers over him and turned on the ‘do not 
disturb’ indicator on the nightstand.  Then she pulled a small backpack 
from the closet and withdrew jeans, a NYU sweatshirt and a baseball 
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cap.  She changed clothes, tucked her hair under the cap and placed the 
eveningwear in the pack.  On the way out of the room she grabbed the 
handle of a large suitcase on wheels and headed across the hall to 
Lockhart’s room. 

After a quick search of the room she found the empty briefcase 
and the locked hotel safe.  It was the same model as the one in her 
room, a small, cheap electronic metal box mounted on a shelf in the 
closet.  She smiled, turned on her heals and opened the suitcase she had 
wheeled into the room and pulled out a crowbar.  With a forceful jerk 
the safe was ripped from its mounting on the closet shelf.  She carried 
the safe into the bedroom and placed it with its door facing upwards on 
top of two pillows, then folded the blanked from the bed several times 
and covered the safe.  She stepped back to the large suitcase and pulled 
a three foot long sedge hammer from inside, aimed squarely at the 
safe’s door and let fly.  The pillows and blanket muffled the sound as 
she worked.  The safe was stubborn, it took six swings before its small 
door crumbled and broke inward.  

She stashed the cash in her backpack, it was hers to keep, an 
unexpected bonus. She left the tools in Lockhart’s room, and then 
snuck back across the hall to replace the key in his pocket.  Three 
minutes later she exited the hotel through a side door in lobby. 
 

*** 
 
 The two-man assassination team sat in the white SUV two blocks 
from the Ritz; they received updates from the surveillance team still 
positioned outside Fang Lihui’s home.  So far everything was on 
schedule and in order. 
 “Do we kill the woman?” the man in the passenger seat asked the 
other. 

“No, we have no such orders,” he said curtly.  There was going to 
be enough blood, no reason to leave another corpse if they did not have 
to.  It was best to avoid unnecessary complications. 

“I don’t like it, she knows too much. It’s dangerous.”  The man 
fidgeted in the seat of the car. 

His partner was growing agitated.  The adrenaline was up; 
synapses were firing in a frenzy.  It would not be long now; blood lust 
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was building inside his partner.  He felt it himself, rising in the back of 
his throat and spreading to his limbs as he contemplated killing the 
woman.  It wouldn’t be difficult.  He swallowed the urge.  

“I’m told she can be trusted,” he said. 
“Well I don’t like it, if I had a choice I’d kill her now…” the 

second man shut his mouth before he uttered the rest of the thought.  
He knew he was revealing his emotions, his urges.  That was bad.  
Whenever others saw what he was feeling it was trouble.  His family, 
the police, the doctors; he saw their looks, and he knew that they knew 
what he was.  A killer, a predator, a psychopath, different names, but it 
all meant the same.  He needed to remain calm and wait like the man 
next to him; it would come.  Soon he would have another opportunity 
to display his talents.  Killing the American the night before had 
awakened the desire, and they were only hours away from more blood. 

The older man looked at his partner; saw that he was calming 
himself down, maintaining control.  It would be all right; he would do 
what he is told.  Later, when they had the order, the blood would come, 
and they would have the pleasure of seeing and feeling it. 
 

*** 
 
 She only had to walk a few blocks, make contact and then she 
would be gone.  She did not know who the man in hotel was, whom she 
meeting or what any of it was all about.  She did what she was told, did 
not ask questions, and never made mistakes.  That was why she was 
still alive. 
 The walk to the parking garage took less than ten minutes; she 
found her contact on the second level where they said they would be.  
Cautiously she walked up to the SUV, it was parked with the front 
facing outwards, so it could leave in a hurry.  The driver’s side window 
rolled down, a middle-aged Chinese man sat waiting for her.  He was 
heavy set and had a brush cut.   
 “Any trouble?” he said in a low voice. 
 “None,” she replied in Mandarin. 
 “How long will he be out for?” 
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 “If he doesn’t swallow his tongue and die, or isn’t found and 
revived, he won’t be on his feet again for about twenty four hours,” she 
said. 
 The man in the passenger side leaned forward and peered at her.  
He was also Chinese, but thinner and younger.  His head was shaven 
and his small eyes did not meet hers, nor did she feel them on her.  
Instead they were looking over her and through her.  She knew the 
look, seen it before in cruel men.  He meant her harm.   

The man did not appear poised for attack, nor did his partner.  If 
they pulled pistols she could hit the pavement before they fired a shot, 
then she would put cars between her and them until she reached the 
stairs.  No, if they were going to make a play, it would have happened 
when she approached the vehicle and was in the open.  Or they would 
invite her into the car.  She did not feel safe, but she felt on guard and 
able to escape, that was good enough.   

The man kept looking at her, he was dangerous, and she would 
never get close to him. 
 “OK, well done, you can go.”  The man in the driver’s seat 
dismissed her. 
 She could tell he wanted her gone as fast as possible.  Maybe he 
saw the look in his friend’s eye as well.  They were Death, and she did 
not have to be asked twice to leave.   
 
 

Chapter 24 
  
 
Twenty-four hours later 
  

Upon notification that all the targets had been eliminated in New 
York, four young men at computer workstations in a farmhouse outside 
Beijing sprung into action.  After a year’s worth of intelligence 
gathering and painstaking surveillance, the payoff was 
happening.  Over one hundred international bank accounts with sums 
collectively totaling more than nine hundred million dollars were 
electronically wide open in front of them.   
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The figure was twice as much than they had uncovered through 
their own efforts before Lockhart’s trip to New York, and more 
importantly, because they were observing when all the money was 
recently moved they had account numbers, pass codes, shell company 
registrations, false names and a treasure chest of other information 
needed to access the funds.  Lockhart’s pressure on the Reggie Xin and 
Fang Lihui had sent them into a mad scurry to hide their money away 
from prying eyes, but in actuality only achieved further exposing their 
assets. 

Steeling nearly a billion dollars is easy when you know where it 
is, how to get to it, and are positive the people you took it from will not 
miss it.  Money began rapidly disappearing from Reggie Xin and Fang 
Lihui’s accounts and funneling into a series of twelve accounts in 
Bahamian banks.  Ten million from the turtle eggs were also wired to 
Lockhart’s account in Hong Kong for six hours before rerouted around 
the glob through several accounts before settling in the Bahamas. 

In most cases it was as easy as entering in pass codes and 
transferring the money like a normal bank customer, however in about 
a dozen instances special tactics were employed.  The four men were 
specialists, financial hackers trained by the Chinese secret services to 
find and manipulate funds electronically.  They were part of a larger 
vanguard of electronic warfare specialists trained and assembled to 
attack enemy communications and economic infrastructure during war; 
however they had been ‘borrowed’ by Vice Minister Zhang Tieying for 
a special assignment.  The four were able to hack into bank systems 
and electronically override security measures, fooling the system into 
believing either the legitimate owners of the accounts were moving 
funds or a bank manager. 

In a small number of instances electronic hacking was an 
unviable solution because a select few banks relied on personal 
interface with its customers and withdrawals could not be made 
remotely.  A handful of agents were given specific instructions and 
supporting paper work to visit the banks and manually move 
funds.  Only at one bank were more extreme methods applied, a 
suspicious Swiss bank manager refused access to a series of accounts 
holding thirty million dollars.  He began questioning the authenticity of 
certain papers.  But the man became more cooperative after he was 
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shown a silenced pistol, and pictures of his wife and daughters, who 
were threatened with rape and murder.  He was latter given the 
equivalent of a million dollars in Swiss francs in hush money and told 
to forget the matter ever happened; no one would miss the funds.  The 
following day, the Chinese agent who extorted the bank manager was 
re-assigned to a diplomatic post in Kyrgyzstan. 

The clean sweep of the bank accounts took less than twenty-four 
hours.  Combined with the one hundred and fifty million dollars Wang 
Jin voluntarily returned, the operation netted roughly nine hundred and 
thirty million dollars and six dead, so far. 
  

*** 
  
          The sound of his own mobile phone woke him from a dreamy, 
relentless haze.  Lockhart had drifted in and out of consciousness for 
hours, semi-aware of an occasional ringing before sliding back into the 
comfortable warmth of sleep.  The phone rang insistently; he reached 
for it in his pants pocket and answered. 
          “Hello,” he said in a barely audible horse voice.  His mouth was 
dry as hell and filled with a sickly medicine taste.  Slowly he began 
piecing together the events before he had fallen unconscious.  Lockhart 
looked around the hotel room, it was not his own.  He groaned. 
          “Lockhart!  This is Huping, where have you been?”  He had 
taken the phone away from his ear and rested in on his chest.  Huping’s 
shrill ranting broadcasted from the small handset, making her sound 
like a roaring mouse.  Lockhart hung up the phone, there would be time 
enough for that battle later, and he needed to check on a few things 
first. 
          He got out of bed, but had to steady himself.  His body ached and 
one of his legs was asleep, he must have been under for a long 
time.  He looked at the alarm clock on the nightstand, it read nearly 
four o’clock; judging by the violet backdrop of the New York City 
skyline from the window, it must be four am.  But that did not seem 
right, he must have been unconscious for more than just a few 
hours.  Then it dawned on him that he must have been out of 
commission for over a full day. 
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          “Christ,” he muttered.  His own hotel room key was in his 
pocket, he snatched it and ran to his room.  The safe and the tools used 
to open it where in the middle of the bedroom floor.  The safe was 
empty except for a note written on hotel stationary. 
  
           
 

You win!  Your day was definitely worse than mine. 
  
                                                            Until we meet again, 
  
                                                            Christina 
  
          Lockhart cursed furiously, ripping clothes and hangers from the 
closet, kicking and slamming the wall with his fist.  After a few 
minutes of self-indulgent rage, his feelings turned to remorse and 
loathing.  He should have known better; falling for the honey trap was 
rank amateur.  Lockhart reminded himself he was not much more than 
an amateur anyway, but he did not allow the excuse.  Among the many 
things his trainers tried to instill in him was alertness and caution.  It 
was folly to trust strange beautiful women when you have something 
valuable in your possession.  He continued cursing himself for a fool, 
until other thoughts entered his mind.  The woman could have just as 
easily killed him while he was unconscious.  
          The thought not only made him grateful, but it caused him to 
consider the implications.  As far as Lockhart could calculate, there 
were only two possibilities who employed the girl.  If Fang Lihui sent 
her, then it was an amazingly quick set up for an artful con.  More 
importantly, Fang was an awful good sport for letting him live; that 
was possible. On the other hand, Conally, Huping and the Vice 
Minister could have sent the woman; they were organized and 
motivated.  If it were they, then they also did not want him 
dead.  Either they still had a use for him, or they were playing this deal 
almost on the level; which was possible, but Lockhart doubted it.  

What to do next?  He could chase after the woman, maybe she 
was local talent and someone from the hotel recognized her.  Hotel 
camera footage could be used to identify her at Langley; he could ask 
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Tillman to look into it.  But she was probably hard to find and likely a 
dead end.  Any woman that would lace her tits with a Mickey Finn and 
then crack a safe probably also knew how not to be found in a 
hurry.  Moreover, for all the time invested in searching for her, he was 
only likely to turn up a street-smart hustler with a vague idea whom she 
had been working for and where they were.  The money was gone and 
finding the girl was a luxury he could not afford. 
          The phone rang again.  Reluctantly Lockhart answered it. 
          “You have a bad habit of hanging up on me,” Huping fumed. 
          “Sorry, you caught me in a delicate state when you rang, I was 
just about to call you back,” Lockhart said.  He was pacing the room 
trying to figure out his next move. 
          Huping ignored the comment; “Where have you been?  I’ve been 
calling you all day.” 
          Lockhart stopped pacing.  Did she really have no idea that he had 
been drugged and left unconscious in a strange woman’s hotel room, or 
was she playing with him?  “After I spoke with Fan Lihui I needed 
some downtime.”  It was not a lie exactly. 
          “Rest on your own time, your work is not done yet.  You are to 
return to Beijing immediately.  You are booked on the morning 
flight.  We’ll meet tomorrow night and then you’ll be paid,” Huping’s 
stern voice ricocheted through his head.  The condescending demands 
began to raise his temper, but a wave of anticipation washed away the 
anger. 
          “Right, I think you and your partners owe me about 1.8 million 
dollars for services rendered,” Lockhart said, his heart was in his throat; 
he needed the money. 
          “We will have to calculate the final sum carefully, but we 
estimate it to be slightly lower than that.”  Huping was businesslike, 
courteous but firm. 
          Lockhart was pleased she did not immediately contend the 
sizable bonus he earned from Wang’s amazing and unexpected 
willingness to repay the stolen funds in full.  But he was still curious 
about the discrepancy.  “Oh, how much lower?” he asked. 
          “I won’t go into specifics on the phone.  But one of the investors 
did not transfer the money we expected,” she said without anger our 
disappointment. 
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          Lockhart quickly readjusted his calculations; Fan Lihui would 
not have paid his ten million, so there was no bonus from that 
account.  The amount of remuneration made sense, but Huping’s mood 
swing did not.  He had expected an argument over the extra money 
owed to him from Wang’s tranche, but Huping appeared all too willing 
to pay up in full.  He had also expected to get an earful when Fang 
showed up missing, but so far there had been no mention of 
that.  Huping’s behavior was strange. 
          “Is that so?  Has he left the market?” he used the familiar coded 
language. 
          “Probably, but let’s discuss it in Beijing.  We need a full debrief 
from you and it’s important we get it right away,” she said quickly.  
 That’s it, Lockhart thought.  They want to pump information out 
of him.  Huping and the others need to know where the turtle eggs 
would go, what their state of mind was, they needed to know what to 
expect next.  And then once they had that, they might screw him out of 
the money they owed him. 
 “OK, I’ll get a flight and be back in Beijing by the end of the 
day,” what else could he do? 
 Lockhart only had a few hours to get cleaned up and to the 
airport before the daily eight am flight left for Beijing.  He picked up 
the room phone and ordered up coffee and a bagel from room service 
and then called the concierge for a hotel car to take him to Newark, the 
rental car company could pick up their car at the hotel.  He jumped into 
the shower for a few minutes and while still dripping threw his clothes 
and toiletries into a bag.   

As he ran through his travel preparations, Lockhart mentally 
made checklists.  Call Samuel, again, where was he?  Call Tillman if he 
could not reach Samuel.  Call his mother and arrange for the Wangs to 
be brought to his parent’s house for a few a days, just until Samuel can 
arrange something else.  Send Kelley a message and let her know he 
was on his way back to Beijing, have her send Mr. Gu to pick him up at 
the airport. 

If he was lucky, in about twenty-four hours the Wangs would be 
safe, he would have over a million and a half in cash, of which a sizable 
chunk would go to the IRS.  But after that, Huping, Conally and the 
Vice Minister would be nothing more than a bad memory.   
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What if he was not lucky?  Lockhart tried contemplating the 
worst-case scenario, just so he could prepare against it.  But there were 
too many variables, it made his head spin.  What if this was just the 
first job Huping and the terrible cohort had planned for him?  Maybe 
after they had their hooks in him they would want more.  What if they 
did get to the Wangs? 

He cleared his head, there was no point dwelling on such things 
at the moment.  Do what you can now and keeping moving forward.  
Samuel was the key.  The spymaster was all-knowing and all-powerful, 
at least he seemed to be.  And Samuel would help too.  There was no 
way he was going to sit still and let someone else coerce Lockhart into 
doing dirty deeds, not when he had done it first.  Samuel was not about 
to share Lockhart with someone else, especially the FBI or PSB. 

Wolfing down the bagel and coffee, Lockhart collected his bags 
and headed to the front desk to check out.  Fear, anxiety and greed 
chased away the drug-induced cobwebs from his mind.  Angle after 
angle was contemplated.  Make a few calls, get back to Beijing, and 
ride this terrible wave out.  Easier said then done. 

 
*** 

 
  Lockhart rattled out a text message to Kelley on his mobile phone 
while in the back of the car on the way to the airport; that was a big 
mistake.  The twelve-hour time difference between Beijing and New 
York meant that while he sat in traffic with early morning commuters, 
she was trying to wrap up her working day.  His brief message was 
replied to with a flurry of emails from Kelley containing questions 
from clients, requests for review and approval of a half a dozen 
documents, quips about Ms. Lu ad other staff members, and a demand 
to know where he had placed an important file on the company server, 
because no one could find a damn thing using his filing system. 
 The rest of the car ride and a good deal of time waiting in the 
check-in line at the airport occupied Lockhart with correspondence 
with Kelley and a few key clients.  There were no fires to be put out per 
say, but everyone wanted answers and they wanted them yesterday.  He 
even managed a brief two-minute call to Kelley while juggling his 



 176 

carry on, shoes, belt, coat and mobile phone moving through the 
security line, but cut it off when he walked through the metal detectors.  
 With Lockhart Consulting business taken care of for the moment, 
it was time for the next priority.  It was a mystery to Lockhart, and 
maybe all of Western Civilization, but Bloody Mary’s always taste the 
best in airport bars.  Maybe it was the guilty pleasure of unabashedly 
having a morning cocktail, or maybe it was the anticipation of bad food 
and worse service on the airplane.  He had his with extra horseradish 
and three celery stalks. 
 Taking a seat in the airline club lounge with his drink, Lockhart 
starting making calls.  The first was to Tillman; he got an automated 
message saying the phone was shut off.  Lockhart cursed, what the hell 
is it with this guy? 

He tried Samuel’s line next.  He rarely called the number because 
he was under strict instructions to use the online sports book for all 
communications.  The company was a CIA front for a number of 
different uses, from money laundering and disbursements, to covert 
Internet communications for agents in the field.  Lockhart was given a 
very simple code to follow; if he bet on a New York team to win, it was 
a request to be contacted by Samuel, if he bet on a California team he 
was in danger and needed help, Boston teams meant his cover was 
blown and he needed to get out of China immediately, Chicago meant 
he had left a message or other item in a pre-arranged dead drop to be 
picked up. 
 It was a basic code, and until now he mostly used it to bet on 
New York and prompt Samuel to contact him because Lockhart wanted 
to complain about something.  On a handful occasions he used the 
Chicago code, but that was not done as frequently as Samuel had liked.  
In the last seventy-two hours Lockhart had placed a dozen bets on the 
Buffalo Bills, NY Giants, the Oakland Raiders and the San Francisco 
49ers.  Ironically, he was on a hot streak.  On paper, he had won nearly 
twenty thousand dollars, which he would never see.  But, in real life, 
the messages were not having their intended effect.  There were no 
urgent calls from Samuel, there were no return messages with 
instructions on who to contact and what to do. 

Lockhart never had any illusions about Samuel and the CIA’s 
stalwart protection.  He understood he was a low priority, barely a spec 
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on the radar.  But this was beyond comprehension.  He had never been 
left out in the cold for so long after a request before.   

A woman’s voice answered the phone, “United Exports, how 
may I direct your call?” 

“I am calling for Samuel, my name is Lockhart,” he said. 
“I will forward your call,” music began to play in the 

background.  
Lockhart mentally drew up an image of the phone signal moving 

from the company switchboard in Virginia to a satellite somewhere 
above earth to a handset in the mountains of Afghanistan; still no 
answer.   

He had considered calling back and asking the operator to put 
him in touch with someone else, but he had no other contact names.  
More importantly, he did not trust anyone.  It was bad enough dealing 
with Samuel, a known entity.  He did not want to bring the man’s 
colleagues into the equation; God knows what would be happening 
next.  As if sneaking around Beijing and eavesdropping at embassy 
parties and whorehouses was not bad enough, somebody in Langley 
would probably get the bright idea to parachute him into North Korea.  
No thank you, in this business the only thing better than being 
unnoticed by your adversaries is being unknown to management.  So he 
put the thought out of his mind, he had other options. 

“Well, what a pleasure, the prodigal son speaks to his mother 
twice in one week.  How much do you need my dear?”  Lockhart 
recoiled at the question. 

“Hi mom, I don’t need any money,” he said. 
“Don’t be silly, of course you do.” 
She was right of course. 
“Well, I wouldn’t mind three hundred thousand if you got it lying 

around,” Lockhart said dryly.  It would be nice of his parents to pay off 
the IRS for him. 

“Sean, you shouldn’t call mummy when you’ve been drinking 
my dear.” 

Lockhart bottomed out his Bloody Mary and signaled for another.  
“I haven’t been drinking.  I was just kidding, I don’t need any money.” 

“I can send you ten thousand, but anything more than that and 
daddy tends to notice.  And then I’ll never hear the end of it… ‘Oh, 
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how I spoil the child’, ‘Sean made his choice, let the boy suffer the 
consequences’ and on and on...  You know what a dreadful bore your 
father can be.  And all I want to do is help keep you living in style, after 
all what good is all our money if we never spend it?” 

“Thanks mom, but I don’t need the money.  But I could use a 
favor…” 

“You are not in trouble with the law are you?  My dear, we’ll 
send lawyers immediately.  Just try not to get our pictures in the 
newspaper whatever you do.  I don’t think your poor father could take 
it.” 

“No, I’m not in trouble with the law.  I have some friends that I’d 
like to stay with you and dad for a few days…” 

“Oh, it’s not more college friends is it?  The last time you invited 
house guests we had to have the pool cleaned and the carpet in the 
living room replaced.” 

“That was fifteen years ago!  No, it’s not college friends, they’re, 
uh… business contacts.  There could be some bad people after them 
and I’d feel better if they were at the house with the Secret Service 
detail.” 

“Sounds awful…” 
“They are a very nice older couple, I think you’ll adore them.  It 

will only be a few days, until I can arrange something else.” 
“Well… I suppose it would be all right.  But I should clear it with 

your father first.” 
“Great, thanks.  Can you send a car to pick them up, they are in 

Westchester?” 
“Oh, really?  Westchester?  Then they can’t be bad at all, right?  

Which country club do they belong?” 
Lockhart rolled his eyes, “I’m not sure.  Look, I’m about to get 

on a plane, let me call them and arrange everything.  I’ll get back to 
you with the details.  I love you, thanks.”  He hung up.   

The boarding announcement for the flight to Beijing was called.  
Lockhart was about to call the Wangs, but decided to wait until he was 
seated on board and use the last few minutes before takeoff to make the 
call.  He jostled his way through the heard of people boarding the 
Boeing 747, found his seat, stowed away his carry-on and sat down.  
He took a minute to settle into his seat, flagged a flight attendant and 
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ask for some water and another Bloody Mary, it was a long flight, and 
it was Lockhart’s policy to be well hydrated and sedated for the 
duration.   

He fished the phone out of his sports coat pocket and dialed the 
Wangs.  The phone rang for nearly a full minute before someone 
answered. 

“Hello,” it was a strange man’s voice. 
The Wang’s number was preprogrammed into Lockhart’s mobile 

phone, there was no chance he had dialed the wrong number.  “Who is 
this?” he said. 

“Who is this?” the voice shot back, clearly irritated.   
“I’m calling for the Wangs, and you are not Wang Jin.” 
“That’s right, I am not.  Would you like to leave your name and 

phone number, I can leave a message,” the voice said, politeness 
returning to his tone. 

A hollow feeling swelled in Lockhart’s stomach, rose through his 
chest and settled in his throat.  He tried to remain calm.  “Would you 
mind telling me who you are before I leave a message?” 

Silence.  Lockhart could practically hear the man on the other end 
of the line coming up with a false story. 

“I’m from Hudson Security, where are at the house, there’s been 
a break in.” 

“Oh, no.  That’s terrible.  Are the Wangs there, can I speak with 
them?” 

“No, they are with the police giving a statement.” Lockhart 
racked his brains for a moment, searching for a name.  “I see.  Is 
Charlie there?” 

“Charlie who?” 
“He’s the day patrol, I’ve met him when visiting the Wangs 

once.”  Lockhart knew this was plausible, but unlikely.  Regardless, if 
the other man’s story were a lie, it would throw him off. 

“No, Charlie is not here.  Sir, can I please have your name?”  The 
voice was persistent. 

“What about Mr. Welker, is he there?” 
“No, there’s no Mr. Welker here either.”  The voice was getting 

exasperated.   
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The name Charlie Welker did not register with the man on the 
other side of the phone.  How many people could Hudson Security 
have?  His story was bullshit. 

“You are not from Hudson Security.  Where are the Wangs?  I 
am a friend of theirs.  Tell me what’s happened!”  Lockhart was scared; 
he began assuming the worst. 

I am Sergeant Bagley, “I am sorry to tell you they have been 
murdered.  Who is this?  Can you tell us anything that may help the 
investigation?”   

Lockhart hung up the phone.  The world came to stand still.  He 
could not believe they had been killed.  It all happened so fast.  
Everything.  The first meeting in Beijing with Huping, the Vice 
Minister and Conally, the trip to New York, and meeting the turtle 
eggs, it had all happened in just a few days.  Now the Wangs were 
dead.  It couldn’t be true.   

The flight crew was making final preparations to pull away from 
the gate; within a moment they would close the cabin doors.  Should he 
stay in New York?  There would be questions; the police would 
eventually connect him to the Wangs and then the others.  He could 
only assume they had met similar fates.   

Then it dawned on him, he had no alibi.  For over twenty-four 
hours he had been in a hotel room, by himself, knocked out.  Things 
did not look good for Lockhart.  Beijing was the place to go.  That’s 
where they were.  That’s where he could get answers, and payback.  
The cabin door closed. 

 

 

Chapter 25 
 
 
 The crime scene investigation unit was busy lifting fingerprints 
from the shattered doorway in the back porch, the stairs railing and the 
bedroom.  But there was nothing.  The weapons, aluminum baseball 
bats caked with dried blood, hair and bone, were left at the scene; no 
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prints were on them.  There was no discernable evidence indicating the 
identity of the murders. 
 A name card for Sean Lockhart of Lockhart Investment 
Consulting in Beijing with a phone number penned on the back and 
photocopied bank documents were found on the living room coffee 
table.  These small bits of information at first were lost among all the 
other assorted paperwork found in the Wang’s home along with 
unopened mail, bills, take out menus, leaflets for landscaping services, 
etc.  However the name Lockhart was recognized.  Charlie Welker 
from Hudson Security recalled the name when asked by the police if 
he’d seen any suspicious individuals in the area. Then the police spoke 
with Wendy Wang.  A pair of Chinese-American detectives canvassing 
the neighborhood surrounding the alley off Mott Street spoke with 
several patrons of a mahjong club off the record.  They recalled a tall 
Mandarin-speaking guilou in the club the previous night.  Within 
twenty-four hours of the five horrific murders of Chinese citizens in the 
New York area, Sean Lockhart was officially a suspect. 
 

*** 
 
 For the first half of the flight, Lockhart raged inwardly.  He had 
been played for a fool, now good people were dead.  Reggie Xin was a 
remorseless thief and Fang Lihui was a coldblooded gangster, his 
consciousness did not bother him about them.  But the Wangs were 
something else entirely; the old man just wanted to start over, leave a 
tumultuous life behind and make a new one.  He funded it with 
‘borrowed’ state money, but it was returned with interest, he didn’t hurt 
anyone.  Now he and his frail wife Xiaoli were dead. 
 It wasn’t his fault the Wangs were dead, but it didn’t make him 
feel any better.  He should have done more, if only he had not been so 
stupid about the girl in the hotel, or if he done something earlier, when 
he first met the Wangs, maybe they would still be alive.  But he hadn’t.  
 Lockhart forced himself to move on, he only had a few hours 
before he landed, and he needed to be ready.  What could he expect in 
Beijing? Would they try to kill him and erase any leads?  Lockhart took 
some small comfort in knowing that Conally and the Zhangs did not 
know whom they were dealing with or what he was capable of.  If they 
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had, they would have chosen someone else as their patsy.  But he had 
to be careful, he was sure Huping and the Vice Minister were crooked 
and vicious, but Conally was not necessarily corrupt.  He could be an 
unwitting accomplice like himself. 
 With any luck, he could get close to the Zhangs, get his money, 
and then exact revenge.  If he bided time, Samuel would eventually 
show up, and maybe help him do what he needed to get done.  He 
would have to see how that would play out.  But Samuel would only 
step in if there were something to gain for the Agency; the stakes had 
risen, blood was involved.  Samuel also just cut him loose and distance 
himself from the mess Lockhart helped create. 

Absorbed in his thoughts and a woozy scotch fog, Lockhart 
nodded off and was awoken hours later by an announcement the plane 
was about to land in Beijing.  He shook his head clear and peered out 
the window; the aircraft slowly fell from a blue horizon and was 
engulfed in grayish white clouds.  Suspend in smoky ether for several 
moments, his mind momentarily wandered away from tragedy, guilt 
and anger.  He felt the large 747 shift in the air and the mechanical 
sound of the wings’ ailerons move, guiding the craft downward.  
Seconds later, the clouds transformed from white to grey to a misty 
yellowish brown and the plane descended over the arid landscape of 
northern China.   

Far below, through a thick layer of carbon dioxide chocked dry 
desert air created by a cocktail of coal plants, several millions cars and 
the coarse yellow dust of the Gobi, lay Beijing.  For all its many faults, 
the city was still Lockhart’s adopted home, and despite the 
circumstances it felt good to be back.   

Beijing is not the bustling, stylish metroplex of Shanghai or Hong 
Kong, and a lot of its quaintness had been bulldozed over and replaced 
with concrete, steel and glass; first by the Communists then later by 
their capitalist children.  But it still held large pockets of the imperial 
city’s former glory and subdued charm, creating an atmosphere of 
nostalgia, optimism and grit. 
 As the plane taxied to a gate at the sprawling Beijing Capital 
International Airport Lockhart turned on his mobile phone.  There were 
repeated messages, all with the same words, “You are implicated in a 
multiple-homicide investigation, and you will be met by the local 
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police and me at the airport.  I know you are innocent and will help.  Be 
careful; don’t worry.  C.”  They must have been from Conally. 
    There were several other messages and missed calls, but he did 
not bother to review all of them.  Alarm bells were going off in his 
head.  It was true, they were all murdered and he was already linked to 
their deaths.  He would be wanted for questioning.  And the people who 
would question him would be Conally and the PSB, the same people 
who got him involved in the first place.   

Lockhart suddenly began to deeply regret returning to Beijing, 
bloodthirsty revenge was replaced by cold fear.  China was not the 
United States; the Lockhart family could not influence judges or post 
million-dollar bail at the drop of the hat in the People’s Republic.  His 
mind raced while the plane came to a halt at the gate.  Lockhart sat and 
waited, making a desperate bolt for the door or a maintenance exit 
would only affirm his guilt in the eyes of law enforcement.   

An announcement came over the cabin loud speaker, “Please 
remain seated, a priority de-boarding is underway.  Please remain 
seated so that we can quickly and safely allow a passenger to exit the 
plane immediately.  Thank you.”  The message was repeated in 
Chinese.  Flight attendants scurried throughout the cabin ushering 
unruly passengers back into their seats.  Lockhart unbuckled and rose 
from his seat and opened the overhead compartment to retrieve his 
carry-on. 

“Sir, we asked you to please remain seated,” a shrill flight 
attendant swooped in on him; she was a short and squat woman with an 
unnatural splash of bluish-orange hair and bad makeup.  It matched her 
clothes and the airlines corporate logo. 

“My name is Sean Lockhart, and I believe I am the passenger the 
announcement mentioned.” 

The woman paused, another flight attendant rushed to the spot, 
she was taller and meaner looking than the first.  “Yes sir, you are.  But 
could you please remain seated.” 

“No, let’s get this over with.  Take me to the door so that I can 
exit as quickly as possible, I wouldn’t want to keep these nice people 
waiting.”  Lockhart gestured to the rest of the passengers in business 
class.  He started making his way towards the plane door. 
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Lockhart estimated that the two bulbous American flight 
attendants could probably wrestle him back into his seat if he they were 
so inclined, but he doubted it was their job description.  He kept 
moving to the door.  The flight attendants shrugged their shoulders and 
followed, the man would be off the plane in a minute anyway, then he 
would not be their problem anymore.  Lockhart reached the door and 
was met by a man in a navy blue jacket and yellow wings on his lapel. 

“I’m Captain Jennings, the local police are waiting for you.  Let’s 
not have any trouble,” the man was wary and obviously trying to 
diffuse the situation before it turned into a melee between Lockhart and 
the cabin crew. 

Lockhart smiled, “Don’t worry, I know what this is all about.  I 
just want to be at the door to meet them.  There’s no reason to let 
myself get dragged off the plane in front of all the passengers.” 

Jennings nodded, “Alright.” 
Outside the plane door a hydraulic buzz and the metallic sound of 

fastening latches could be heard.  A moment later one of the ugly flight 
attendants opened the door.  Two uniformed PSB officers were waiting 
in the doorway, they were startled to see Lockhart waiting for them. 

“Hi fellas,” Lockhart said, he recognized they, they were 
Huping’s escort at Lulu’s.  He was surprised to see them in uniform. 

The two men quickly grabbed Lockhart by the arms, “Come with 
us,” one of them snarled in Mandarin, and they ushered him up the 
jetway.   

Lockhart was taken aback by the rough treatment, but complied.  
There was no reason to look for trouble, he was not suspected of 
committing any crimes in China as far as he knew.  It was best to do 
what he was told and see what came next. 

Turning a bend in the jetway the three men were no longer in 
sight of the peering airport ground staff and plane’s cabin crew.  The 
younger of the two PSB officers pulled a baton from his waist belt and 
viscously swiped the back of Lockhart’s legs.  At the same time, the 
other PSB officer let go of his prisoner’s arm.  Lockhart double 
backward and hit the floor of the jetway cursing.  As he rose to his feet 
the baton was pushed straight into his chest and an electronic shock 
was administered.  Every muscle in his body tightened for a 
nanosecond and then went limp; he fell back to the jetway floor.  Hands 
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moved behind his back restraining him before being thrust inside his 
pockets; his phone and wallet were taken.  After binding him with 
plastic handcuffs behind his back, the two men grabbed Lockhart by 
under his arms and dragged him up the jetway. 

They exited into a deserted corridor and the two PSB men pulled 
their stunned and limp prisoner down a hallway.  Regaining some of 
his composure Lockhart saw they were heading towards a men’s room.  
This wasn’t right.  What kind of cops assault you and drag you into a 
bathroom?  This was not an arrest; they were going to kill him.  For the 
first time since he started this business with the turtle eggs, Lockhart 
was truly afraid.  He had not expected an attack on him in Beijing to be 
so swift.  They were going to kill him in broad daylight in a quiet 
corner of a busy airport.   

They pushed him through the door and he landed on a cold tiled 
floor.  A sour smell of urine assaulted his nose.  This was it; this was 
how it was going to end.  Lockhart found a wall, leaned on it he tried to 
stand up, but a stinging blow from a police baton hit him in the back 
and he went down again.  He rolled into a ball the best he could with 
his hands tied behind his back and tried to bury his head into his chest.   
Wild blows poured in on him, pounding his arms and his sides.  They 
were not bone breaking sledgehammer hits, but they were bruising and 
damaging enough.  He knew eventually they would get a good hit on 
his head, and then it would be lights out permanently.  The two men 
laughed as they swung their clubs; they were enjoying beating an 
unarmed and bound man.  After a while the blows came less frequently, 
but increased in intensity and accuracy. 

Lying on his stomach and his side provided the best protection 
from getting hit in a vital organ, but it didn’t allow him much room to 
move, and he had no leverage with his legs.  If he was going to launch 
an attack he needed to rollover and take the shots to the gut and face, it 
was that or lay still and get beaten to death.   

He rolled over, and the blows stopped.  The two uniformed men 
stood over him, panting and sweating from deadly excursion.  The 
younger of the two smiled at him, and then pulled out a knife and 
unfolded the blade with the flick of his thumb.  The man leaned over 
Lockhart, grabbed him by the shirt and prepared to slice the blade 
across his exposed neck.  Lockhart looked him in the eye and shot out 



 186 

his right knee into the would-be killer’s leg behind the knee, knocking 
him off balance and causing him to stumble backwards.  He lashed out 
with his leg again and kicked the man to the ground. 

The other man was hovering and unprepared for Lockhart’s 
attack on his partner.  He had to take a step back away from his target 
in order to make a good swing with a baton.  The half a second was all 
Lockhart needed to get up enough momentum to roll his body across 
the floor.  The club missed and Lockhart was on one knee and then 
found his feet.  The two opponents squared off, Lockhart was ready to 
dodge another swipe from the club.  Glancing behind him he saw the 
man with the knife was rising and preparing to come at him again. 

Lockhart retreated, he backed as fast as his could into a toilet 
stall.  Luckily it was a western style toilet instead of the squatter toilets 
common across China, which was mostly just a porcelain hole in the 
ground.  Flying backwards into the stall he landed on the toilet seat and 
his head and back slammed against the wall.  The toilet flushed from 
the impact of his body against the handle.  Desperately Lockhart kicked 
the stall door closed to ward off the attackers.  He moved the latch into 
place with his toe and locked the flimsy door.  It wasn’t much, but he 
hoped it would slow them down if only for a few seconds.   

For a moment, the only sound in the bathroom was three men 
breathing heavily.  Lockhart envisioned the two attackers on the other 
side of the door wondering what to do next; they were probably taken 
off guard by the turn of events.  It should have been easy to kill an 
unarmed man with his hands tied behind his back. 

As far as Lockhart could see, there were only two ways in, they 
could break through the stall door or climb over the low wall of the 
neighboring stall.  The frontal assault was the most likely option, they 
couldn’t get at him well enough with the knife or clubs from above; and 
by now they knew he was too dangerous to jump into the stall with. 

“Come on motherfuckers, I’m waiting for you!” Lockhart yelled. 
Lockhart tried to recall the layout of the bathroom the best he 

could from the few glimpses he caught before and during being beaten.  
The bathroom was large, had toilet stalls on one side and urinals on the 
other, a double sided wall of sinks and mirrors divided the room down 
the middle.  His attackers were outside the stall and between him and 
the door.  He remembered the door had a handle on it and appeared as 
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if it would need to be pulled inward to open.  That would be difficult 
with his hands tied behind his back and two men trying to kill him.   On 
the wall opposite the exit was a set of large windows left open to let the 
bathroom stink out.  They would have to do. 

Outside the stall the younger man put away his knife and reached 
for the small automatic pistol in his hip holster.  But the other man 
waved it off, gunfire in the airport would raise an alarm and the facility 
would be locked down immediately.  They would never escape.  
Disgusted, his partner slammed the pistol back into its holster and 
motioned to the older man to go ahead and kick the door in. 

Striding the toilet bowl and ready to pounce Lockhart waited.  
After a few moments, he remembered the men had pistols with them, 
and he might have put them in a situation that forced them to use them.  
The thought turned in his head until the door burst open from a 
thunderous kick.  For half a second Lockhart was thankful it wasn’t 
gunshots. 

He had no other option.  After the door burst inwards, he charged 
out of the stall and rushed his attackers.  The man who kicked the door 
in was still on one leg when Lockhart slammed into him and knocked 
him to the ground.  The other assassin went for his knife.  Lockhart 
turned and made a mad dash to the open windows; hoping they weren’t 
any higher than the second story.  He flung himself head first through 
the window and twisted in the air to avoid landing on his head and 
breaking his neck.  He was lucky.  Rows of large plastic refuse 
containers helped break the fifteen-foot fall.  Landing in an explosion 
of garbage and recyclables, he was battered and barely conscious, but 
alive. 
 Lockhart lay on the ground and tried to rally enough strength to 
get on his feet, but he couldn’t find the energy.  After a minute, 
whirling sirens raced towards him and he saw a flurry of airport 
security and ground personnel standing over him and staring.  None of 
them looked as if they wanted to kill him; but none looked particularly 
sympathetic either.  Lockhart rolled over helplessly and prayed that one 
of the sirens was an ambulance. 
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Chapter 26 
 
 
 Ice, antiseptic and a few bandages took care of the cuts and dozen 
swelling bruises covering Lockhart’s body.  A Vicadin managed the 
pain.  However the drug’s soothing effects could not prevent his blood 
from boiling after six hours of interrogation by Inspector General Wei 
and the incessant lies and deceits; both his own and Wei’s.   
 The airport holding cell was sterile, bright and cold like an 
operating room.  Lockhart was in a fresh set of clothes retrieved from 
his luggage and handcuffed to a table bolted to the cell’s cement floor.  
Opposite Lockhart sat his interrogator.  The aged inspector rapidly 
issued a series of questions in Chinese and English, and painstakingly 
dissected every answer.  He then asked all the questions again.  This 
went on for hours, Lockhart had lost track of how many times he had 
answered the same questions. 
 As Lockhart fumed, Wei sat complacently clouded by an 
unceasing stream of cigarette smoke; the older man had nearly worked 
his way through a box during the course of the questioning. 
 “Who killed Wang Jin, Xin Mintong, aka Reggie Xin, and Fang 
Lihui?” 

“I don’t know.”    
 “Whom do you work for?” 
 “I am self employed.” 
 “Who paid you to meet with Wang Jin, Xin Mintong and Fang 
Lihui?”  
 “No one hired me to meet them, I did so out of my own volition.” 
 “Why?” 
 “I was vacationing in New York, and I was calling on some 
friends.” 
 “These men were friends of yours?” 
 “I was not close with any of them, I had only previously met 
them a few times.” 

‘When?” 
“Reggie Xin and I met in a nightclub in Shanghai five years ago; 

I think it was called Baby Dolls.  We had a few drinks and met some 
girls, after that it all gets a little sordid…  Anyway, ol’ Reggie and I 
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hadn’t seen each other in years, so I thought I would stop by and check 
in on him…” 

“What about the ten million dollars wired to your Hong Kong 
bank account?” 

The question almost knocked Lockhart of his chair.  He tried to 
think fast.  “It’s for a planned investment in China.  That’s my 
business, I facilitate deals.” 

“What kind of investment?” 
“Sexual aides, you know, toys and things…  Keep my card, let 

me know if you are ever in the market for a hot pink, heated, self 
lubricating, multiple speed vibrator, I’ll get you a discount.” 

Wei slammed the table, “Enough!” 
 The interrogation went on and on in a similar fashion.  Lockhart 
spun one story after another about the three men and the ‘good ol’ 
days’ in Beijing or Shanghai.  After spending hours studying the three 
men’s dossiers he knew enough facts about their lives to concoct a 
steady stream of fiction.  The assertions were met with repeated 
exclamations from Wei and allegations that he was a blackmailing thief 
and, either a murder or an accomplice.  

Lockhart was not about to let the Inspector’s interpretation of the 
naked facts trip him into revealing anything.  So the two men played a 
maddening game of confessional cat and mouse.  Lockhart consistently 
admitted to meeting the murdered men, but never revealed why.  When 
asked if he was surprised if they had been killed, he had responded “not 
really.” 
 “Oh, and why is that?” 
 “They had powerful enemies.” 
 “Who were their enemies?” 
 “I don’t know.  I just know they were scared of their enemies.” 
 “All three of them?  Didn’t it seem odd to you that they all had 
enemies?” 
 “No, they were rich and the world is a dangerous place.” 
 “You are a rich man, do you have enemies?” 
 “Apparently!  Someone just tried to kill me.”   

That was the point in the conversation were Inspector Wei 
inevitably restarted his line of questioning about Lockhart’s 
relationship with the turtle eggs.  So far the subject of the attempt on 
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his life was not covered during the interrogation.  This was what was 
making Lockhart steam. 

“Who killed Wang Jin, Xin Mintong and Fang Lihui?” 
“Oh give me a fucking break already.  I don’t know.  But I 

assume it was the same cocksuckers that tried to kill me earlier today.  
They were dressed like police, so maybe it’s the PSB.”  Lockhart 
figured he probably had little to lose by going on the offensive. 

Wei sat quietly, almost a full minute passed before he responded. 
“You say someone tried to kill you this morning.  Why would 

someone want to kill you?” 
“Someone did try to kill me this morning, two PSB officers.  

They shocked me with police batons, dragged me into a bathroom, beat 
the hell out of me and were going to cut my throat.”  Lockhart’s yelled. 

“So you say.  But there’s no evidence such an attack took place.”  
Wei said non-pulsed.  

“Oh really?  About a dozen people saw the PSB take me off the 
airplane, and if you care to check the security cameras I’m sure you’ll 
see two officers dragging me into a bathroom!” 

“Yes we know you were met by two PSB officers and then 
subsequently taken to a bathroom.  We assume you needed to relieve 
yourself and you were escorted to the restroom,” Wei said. 

Lockhart grunted, “Then what?  Do you think I beat myself up 
while handcuffed and then threw myself out a window.” 

“No, you tried to escape police custody, and they attempted to 
restrain you,” Wei said impatiently.  He was running the interrogation; 
he wasn’t going to answer anymore questions. 

 “Is that what they said?” Lockhart screamed furiously.  “I 
suggest you take another look at the officers.  They wanted me dead.”   

Lockhart wanted to tell Wei about Vice Minister Zhang Tieying, 
but he couldn’t.  The first reason was that Wei was also PSB, so there 
was no reason not to suspect he was working with the Vice Minister.  
The second reason was that if Wei were on the level and a good cop, 
Lockhart would not be released from custody anytime soon if he 
mentioned the Vice Minister’s connection to the murdered men.   

Leveling allegations against a PSB general would turn the 
interrogation into a marathon session of endless days of questioning.  
Meanwhile he would run the risk of turning up dead in his cell one 
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morning.  It was better to keep his mouth shut and hope he was released 
into US custody.  Then he would have Conally to worry about. 

“Are you going to release me?” 
Wei frowned, “No more questions!  We will continue the 

interview tomorrow morning.” 
Inspector General Wei collected his box of cigarettes and lighter, 

and then left the cell.  Moments later a guard came in, unlocked his 
chains and escorted him out of the interrogation room and into a small 
cell with a cot and a toilet.  He took off Lockhart’s handcuffs before 
leaving.  A second later the lights in the cell were turned off from 
outside the room, and Lockhart was left in pitch black.  He found the 
way to the cot and lay down.  He looked at the illuminated hands on his 
Rolex watch and grinned.  

Leaving him his watch was a good sign.  A common 
interrogation tactic is sleep deprivation combined with a disassociation 
with time.  A subject would be made to stay awake for hours on end, 
with his only temporal reference being the clock on the interrogation 
room’s wall.  Then the interrogators would allow the subject an hour or 
two of sleep, roust him out of bed for more questioning and throw him 
back into the same room, but with the clock moved several hours 
ahead, confusing the subject into believing they had slept much longer 
than they really had.  The sequence would be repeated indefinitely, 
minutes became hours, days became weeks.  The interrogated would 
become confused and desperate as his cognitive state diminished with 
lack of sleep and his situation appeared increasingly hopeless.  The 
technique is a favorite of the CIA, the former KGB and the Chinese 
secret police. 

Lockhart was relieved that Wei did not appear to have any such 
plans for him.  Of course, this could only be the beginning of a long 
interrogation and it was possible they would take his watch away at any 
time and begin the method.  But why wait?  On the face of it, it seemed 
more likely Lockhart was going to be released soon.  He was being 
treated well, given medical treatment, a change of clothes and food.  
This was not the approach you took when you tried to break someone.  
Most likely the US State Department was raising bloody hell and 
screaming for his release. Sometimes it was good to be a Lockhart.   
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His father would have everyone from the President to the 
Secretary of State on the phone the moment he heard about his 
detention at the Beijing airport.  The diplomatic protests would fall on 
deaf ears if the Chinese government truly wanted Lockhart locked 
away, but so far it appeared they were treating him very well because 
sooner or later they planned to release him. 

Lockhart slowly rolled his battered body onto the cot and closed 
his eyes.  He was stiff, sore and every movement he made was a new 
revelation in injury and pain.  Alone in the dark he tried to remain 
motionless and think. He wasn’t sure how he was going to get to the 
Vice Minister and Huping.  Lockhart was going to make them pay for 
tricking him, killing the Wangs and attempting to kill him. But he 
wasn’t going to throw his life away doing it.   

His mind chased itself around in circles, conclusions led to more 
questions.  This all had to be about the money.  Lockhart had been part 
of a scam to bilk the turtle eggs out of thirty million dollars.  However, 
because of Wang Jin’s generosity, Lockhart had netted the murdering 
bastards a hundred and ten million.  That was more than enough to kill 
for, but the killings seemed so savage and unnecessary. 

Wei had had shown him reports of the murders and pictures of 
the mutilated corpses sent by the NYPD.  Lockhart couldn’t get the 
images of the Wang’s blood splattered bed or the grotesque gore 
covered bats out of his mind.  Whoever the killers were, they were 
psychopaths.  Remorseless animals. 

Then, in the stillness of his cell, with the first opportunity to think 
about the previous days’ events without being bombarded by Inspector 
Wei’s questions Lockhart drew another connection.  Two club and 
knife wielding attackers killed the turtle eggs in New York, and the 
moment he arrives in Beijing two men viciously attack him with the 
same weapons.  He had been face to face with the killers only hours 
ago. 

Lockhart sprang out of the cot, a bolt of pain shot through his 
body as he jarred a cracked rib.  He winced and grabbed his side.  But 
the realization that he had met the instruments of the Wang’s death 
quickly let him forget about his injuries.  They were in Beijing, and 
they would be coming for him again.  Bile began to rise in his throat, 
and he felt a hollowness in his stomach.  Lockhart stepped from one 
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side of the tiny cell to the other and back again, his mind raced and his 
body became electrified in deadly anticipation of the confrontation.  
The next time he met his enemy on the battleground, he would be 
ready, and they would die.  The thought kept him moving in the narrow 
confines of his prison, stepping from one side to other, running his 
hands across the cold cement walls and slamming his fists against 
them.  When he got out of this room, he was going to tear the world 
down around Huping and her father; and there would be no mercy for 
Conally if he were with them. 

 
*** 

 
  Inspector General Wei sat in the control room of the airport’s 
security section.  He watched the monitor screen from the video 
cameras in Lockhart’s cell.  They were equipped with night vision 
lenses, so the Inspector could see his prisoner perfectly in the dark cell.  
On the screen, Lockhart was practically climbing the walls.  Despite the 
long hours of questioning and his injuries the man was restless, agitated 
and filled with energy.    
 Wei watched and contemplated.  He had seen murderers rip apart 
their cells in unbridled fury and after being locked up, and he had seen 
others sleep like guiltless children.  Regardless of what psychologists 
and criminologists would have you believe, human behavior was 
unpredictable.  One person’s pleasure could be another’s pain; joy and 
sorrow, rage and tranquility are not constants among human beings.  
Everyone had different thresholds and appetites.  He was studying 
Lockhart’s.   

Wei concluded the man was capable of violence, possibly 
murder.  He also believed his prisoner was selfish and vain.  These 
character traits, along with motive and opportunity, made him a likely 
suspect.  But there were too many things wrong with the scenario, it 
didn’t feel right. 

Wei leaned back and tried to put Lockhart and the murders out of 
his mind for a moment.  The veteran investigator knew it was useful to 
let the subconscious turn over the data.  He’d let his trained mind digest 
the facts and return to them later with more clarity.   
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Also, he had to remind himself of the fact that this was not his 
case.  He had no remit to solve the murders of five Chinese citizens in 
the United States.  He had been ordered to detain and question Sean 
Lockhart; that was all.  According to his orders, the American would be 
let go and he would file his report.  That would be the end of his 
involvement.   

Habit and curiosity drove Wei’s mind.  You don’t spend thirty 
years putting pieces of human puzzles together and mentally walk away 
from a situation like this one.  But there was a big problem.  Wei 
believed Lockhart when he said someone tried to murder him.  The 
PSB officers the man mentioned were not part of the PSB airport 
security detail or Wei’s team; and they could not be found. 
 

*** 
 
 Wei held Lockhart for only a few more hours.  When he was just 
about to nod off in his cot the blinding incandescent light bulb switched 
on and two guards escorted him out of his cell. Conally and a 
representative from the embassy were waiting for him. 
 Lockhart then spent another two infuriating hours in the same 
interrogation room answering the two Feds’ questions.  Conally, as the 
ranking member of US law enforcement in Beijing, ran the interview.  
From the beginning of the conversation the FBI man’s eyes pleaded 
with Lockhart to remain silent about their previous connection.  
Conally asked only the most general questions possible, eliciting only 
vague answers from Lockhart, who was happy to comply.  He wove the 
same tapestry of bullshit he fed Wei. 

The State Department official was on the scene in order to 
ascertain whether or not Lockhart’s human rights had been abused.   
Lockhart assured him that other than the attempted murder by two 
members of the PSB he had been treated well.  No complaints.  This set 
off the mid-level bureaucrat, formal diplomatic protests would be 
lodged, a strongly worded letter from the Secretary of State would be 
sent in the morning.  Lockhart assured him he was relieved to hear it. 
 When the questioning ended Conally informed Lockhart that he 
was free to go.  Even the embassy official did a double take.  Lockhart 
was officially wanted for questioning by the NYPD, technically 
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Conally should put him on a plane and escort him back the States.  But 
the FBI man wouldn’t hear of it.  Lockhart seemed to be in the wrong 
place at the wrong time; that was all.  He would talk to the local cops in 
New York and straighten it out.  Lockhart was free to do as he pleased, 
he could stay in Beijing or return to the States.  As they concluded the 
session, Conally made a show of giving Lockhart his name card. 
 “Please call me if you think of anything else, I’m here to help,” 
he said. 

Lockhart glanced at the card.  In small clear writing the words 
“wait, we will talk, exit, 2 minutes.”  Lockhart slipped the card into his 
pocket and shook Conally’s hand, “That’s good to hear, I’ll be in 
touch.” 
 

*** 
 
 Lockhart’s luggage was returned to him upon release from his 
cell.  He took a quick inventory and noticed his laptop computer were 
gone, he assumed they were taken by the assassins.  Everything else 
was left in place.  He frowned; he didn’t have any immediate access to 
the files provided to him by Conally, but he had given the original flash 
memory stick to Tillman and placed a copy on his home computer.  He 
still had a paper trail. 
 He collected his bags and exited the airport security center 
escorted by two young police officers.  Conally was waiting for him, he 
flashed his FBI credentials and the two cops deposited Lockhart in the 
other American’s care.   
 “We need to talk,” Conally said. 
 “You got that right!” Lockhart growled. 
 “Follow me.”  

Conally led Lockhart down a hallway towards the main airport 
arrivals concourse.  Before reaching the exit, Conally opened a door to 
a stairwell and motioned for Lockhart to enter. 

Nodding his head towards the hallway’s cameras he said, “No 
one will be watching us in here.” 

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” Lockhart said. 
“Sean, we are just going to talk.” 
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Keeping a close guard and preparing for danger, Lockhart 
followed Conally into the stairwell.  The FBI man had turned his back 
on Lockhart and as soon as the door shut behind them Conally began 
talking.   

“You are not in any danger…” 
“I know.”  
Lockhart dropped his bags and shoved Conally with the full force 

of his weight.  The middle-aged man fell backwards and tumbled down 
half a flight of stairs headfirst.  Lockhart leapt down the stairs two at a 
time, and stood over the man.  He didn’t appear to be seriously injured; 
this meaty physique had cushioned his fall. 

“Christ, Sean, what the fuck?” 
Lockhart searched Conally but didn’t find any weapons, only a 

wallet, badge and a mobile phone.  He threw them aside and placing his 
knees on Conally’s chest sat on the other man, holding him by his 
collar and necktie, his right hand cocked back ready strike. 

“Start talking.” 
The man’s eyes raced side to side and he breathed hard with the 

weight of Lockhart on top of him.  Conally coughed, “I’ll tell you 
everything, what do you want to know?” 

“Did you know they were going to kill them?  Was that the plan 
from the start? 

“I suspected it, but I though Vice Minister Zhang would wait 
until they were outside of the United States.  We had an agreement, 
nothing was to happen to them on US soil.” 

“What about me?  Did you know they were going to kill me?” 
“No!  Sean you got to believe me, that wasn’t part of the plan.” 
“I don’t believe you.  It seems clear enough to me that they 

wanted to tie up loose ends, which means they planned to kill me all 
along.  Don’t tell me you didn’t know that!” 

“I didn’t Sean, I swear.  We needed a credible front man; you 
were perfect.  You speak Chinese and you are politically connected.  
The targets would have to believe you.  But I never thought the Vice 
Minister would try to kill you when it was all over.” 

Lockhart looked at Conally, searching his eyes.  His captive was 
giving convenient answers.  He didn’t believe him. 
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“Fuck you.  I don’t think you were an innocent bystander in all of 
this Conally, you are as dirty as the Vice Minister and Huping.  They 
weren’t doing this for their country.  They stole the money.  Didn’t 
they?  How much are you getting?  What are they paying you?” 

“A lot,” he said.  The FBI man looked away from Lockhart, he 
stank of guilt.  He quickly looked back and raised his head to meet the 
other American’s gaze. 

“And there’s some for you too… ten million dollars.  You’ll have 
it in the morning, it’ll be wired to your account.  All you have to do is 
keep your mouth shut.  Walk away,” Conally sweated and squirmed as 
he spoke. 

“You are forgetting something,” Lockhart sneered.  “The three of 
you tried to kill me.” 

“No, not me Sean.  You got to believe that.  Not me.” 
“Whatever…” 
“Anyway, that’s finished.  They won’t come for you again.  They 

missed their chance.  Now they want to cut a deal.  That’s why they 
sent me.  The heat is on them after your survived the attack.  The State 
Department is raising hell, their Foreign Ministry wants to know what’s 
going on and the Ministry of Commerce is concerned about Lockhart 
Industry’s investments in China.  It’s a shit storm and it’s risen to the 
Politburo.  Everyone wants to know how a bunch of Chinese citizens 
were killed in New York and the connection to a member of a 
prominent American family.” 

“Uh huh, I bet.  I figure I might as well tell them,” Lockhart said. 
“No!  Don’t do that.  Come on Sean.  Are you telling me you 

don’t want the ten million dollars?  I know your family is rich, but they 
are not giving you shit are they?  Besides, what are you going to say?  
You are complicit.” 

“I didn’t kill anyone.” 
“No, but you did business with the people who did.  That’s all 

people will remember.” 
Lockhart thought about Conally’s words.  It’s possible he was out 

of danger for the time being, and that he could collect a small fortune 
for the giant inconvenience brought on him by the whole affair.  But 
that didn’t change how he felt about things. 

Conally interrupted his thoughts, “There’s something else.” 
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“What is it?” 
“Who do you work for Sean?” 
“What do you mean?” 
“CIA, NSA, some black bag outfit funded by an agency?  I know 

a spook when I see one.  You are a player.” 
Lockhart opened his mouth to speak, but was cut off. 
“Don’t deny it.  At first we just thought you were smart.  Which 

was good for us, it meant we chose the right guy.  But passing the files 
to your contact at the diner and then getting away from the Vice 
Minister’s men, that’s the work of a professional.” 

Conally let the truth sink in and watched Lockhart; the other man 
still physically had the advantage, but he was noticeably deflated. 

“So what?  Are you going to add treason to your crimes?  Are 
you going tell the Vice Minister and Huping?” 

“They already know.  They know that Lockhart Consulting is 
really nothing more than a conspiracy, a spy ring run by you.” 

“That’s bullshit, it’s nothing of the sort.” 
“Really?  You spend most of your time consorting with children 

of ranking Party members while your staff writes up research reports on 
China’s strategic industries, energy, IT, aviation, and so on.  And just 
where do those reports go to?” 

“Clients,” Lockhart muttered. 
“CIA fronts are more like it.  And that should concern you…” 
“Why is that?” 
“Well, it means that not only are you a spy, but so is Kelley 

Willis, and the rest of your staff, including the old Ms. Xu and even 
your driver Mr. Gu.  They are all part of a major American conspiracy 
to conduct espionage in the PRC.  Do you know what the Chinese will 
do to you and them if the Vice Minister sets the ball rolling?  I suspect 
after a few years of diplomatic kabuki theatre, you and Kelley will be 
released, for ‘medical reasons’ of course.  By that time you’ll both 
weigh half of what you do now and your hair and teeth will be falling 
out from malnutrition as well as the occasional torture and 
interrogation.  I suspect they’ll be extra hard on Kelley…” 

“Son of a bitch!” Lockhart pummeled Conally with both hands in 
the guts.  “If you touch one hair on her head…” 
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“What about your Chinese staff?  They’ll not be treated as well as 
the lucky foreigners.” 

Lockhart jumped off the man, he was afraid if he continued to 
hold him in his grips he would kill him. 

Conally stood up and brushed himself off.  “It’s a terrible mess.  I 
never thought things would turn out like this Sean.  I hope you believe 
me.  Anyway, you are being offered a deal; a good one.  Take the 
money, get out of town, and forget the whole thing ever happened.” 

Lockhart took a step at the man and backed him into a corner.  
“Where have I heard that before?” 

“I understand your feelings… but tell me, what’s it going to be?  
Are going to take the deal, or are you going to war with Vice Minister 
Zhang and incur more casualties?”   

Lockhart turned his back on Conally and began walking up the 
stairs. 

“I’ll take the deal.” 
 

 

Chapter 27 
 
 
 Twelve hours after Lockhart’s plane landed in Beijing, Larry and 
Kelley rushed to him as he exited through the doorway from customs 
and immigration.  Kelley made a series of phone calls to the airline, the 
airport and then the embassy after Lockhart failed to show up after his 
plane landed.  Through protracted, frustrating conversations she was 
informed her boss was detained and being questioned by the PSB at the 
airport.  Deciding legal counsel was in order she called Larry.  The 
lawyer made a few calls, first to Lockhart’s parents and then to contacts 
at State, both at the embassy and in Foggybottom.  The embassy said 
Lockhart was due to be released any moment, the Assistant 
Undersecretary he spoke with sounded haggard and worried, obviously 
Jessup Lockhart was making waves.   
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 Kelley hugged him, eliciting a scream and curses about his 
crushed ribs.  She stepped back in horror and ran her eyes over his him 
taking stock of his injuries. 
 “Jesus… Sean, what happened?” 

Adrenaline and the painkillers had long since worn off; Lockhart 
was in a foul mood and didn’t feel like talking.  “I’ll tell you in the car, 
you got Mr. Gu with you?” 

“Yeah, he’s parked outside waiting.”  Kelley called the driver on 
her mobile phone and had him pull up to meet them. 

Larry said nothing until they were in the van.  “I called the old 
man, I think he raised hell.  The embassy has been very helpful for a 
change.” 

“Thanks pal.”  Lockhart said, “The guy from State said they’d 
send a scathing letter first thing in the morning.  I’m sure it’ll strike 
terror in the hearts of the Foreign Ministry.” 

Larry nodded, he wasn’t about to start asking questions at this 
point, his friend looked like he needed rest, not another interrogation.  
Kelley on the other hand wanted answers. 

“What the hell’s going on?  You’ve been implicated in five 
murders in New York and then detained in Beijing.  Not to mention 
whatever happened to your face.  Who did that to you?” 

In the darkness in the back of the van Lockhart slunk further into 
his seat and ignored the questions.  “Could someone make me a drink?  
I’d do it myself but every time I move I feel like I’m gonna’ puke.” 
 “Sure, scotch ok?” Larry asked as he opened the van’s sideboard. 
 “Splendid,” Lockhart replied. 
 Kelley sat staring laser beams into Lockhart; she was going to get 
answers from him.  Larry grabbed drinks for everyone, Lockhart took 
three fingers of scotch with a few ice cubes, Larry had the same, and 
Kelley reluctantly opted for a beer. 
 “Cheers,” Lockhart said and swallowed half his drink. 
 “Sean, are you going to tell us what’s going on or not?” Kelley 
demanded. 
 Lockhart sat in silence; he didn’t know what to say.  So far he 
had not contemplated the sticky problem of a cover story.  It was one 
thing to feed a pile of bullshit to Inspector Wei, but it was entirely 



 201 

different with people who were close to him.  Larry and Kelley were 
friends, they would see through lies and sarcastic jokes. 
 “I don’t want to talk about it,” he said. 
  “Damn it Sean, don’t shut us out, maybe we can help,” Kelley 
was adamant.  
 “Anything you need, just let us know,” Larry offered. 
 “Thanks guys, I appreciate it.  Everything will be ok, don’t worry 
about it.”  He wished he believed that. 
 The three sat in the back of Lockhart’s van in silence for several 
moments.  Larry’s phone rang and broke the uncomfortable void.  He 
searched his pockets for his mobile phone and answered.  Lockhart 
heard a familiar shrill from the other side of the phone and saw his 
friend roll his eyes.   

“Ok, yes, he’s right here, hold on a moment please.  Yes, it was 
nice speaking with you too…  Ok, will do.”  Larry pulled the phone 
from his ear like he was removing a thorn; quick and as painless as 
possible. 
 “It’s your mother,” he said. 
 “Thank God it’s not dad,” Lockhart reached over and took the 
phone. 
 “Sean, honey, how are you?  I’ve been practically hysterical 
worrying about you poor dear.  Father says you are in trouble with the 
law and that you were even arrested by the Chinese.  How dreadful…” 
 “I wasn’t arrested.  I just had to answer a few questions, that’s 
all.” 
 “Well what’s this all about?  Your father mentioned murder; and 
I don’t know what to think.  I told him if you had to kill someone you 
probably had a good reason.”   
 “Ummm, thanks mom.  But, I didn’t kill anyone…” 
 “Well of course you didn’t my dear, I’m just saying if you did.  
Well never mind, regardless we are sending over lawyers, the best 
money can buy.  They are coming on one of the company’s jets.  They 
should be arriving in Beijing in just a few hours.  I want you to come 
straight home with them, and I won’t take no for answer.” 
 “That’s not necessary.  I don’t need lawyers, and I’m not coming 
home.  I need to settle things here.” 
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 “Sean, think how that would look!  You are wanted for 
questioning by the police and you are hiding out in Red China for God 
sakes!  You need to come back here this instant and clear this up; do 
you know what this could do to your future?  After all, this isn’t like 
you killed some country club slut in a car accident.  Everyone knows 
that kind of thing is manageable.  But this practically reeks Manchurian 
Candidate.  Please listen to reason, come home!” 
 “Mother, I would if I could.  But I absolutely need to stay.” 
 “There’s simply no talking to you.  You are just like your father.  
Well, the jet and the lawyers are on their way.  And just so you know, 
they are bringing cash with them.  I assume whatever trouble you are in 
over there a little payoff money won’t hurt.” 
 Say what you want about Margret Stockton Lockhart, but she 
was a good mother. 
 “I appreciate that mom, and I am sure you are right.” 
 

*** 
 
 The van arrived at Lockhart’s building in 798, and he was 
grateful for the excuse to get out of the vehicle and avoid more 
questions from Kelley.  The only thing that disturbed her more than 
wrongs answers was no answers at all.  And that was exactly what 
Lockhart was giving her.  Larry sat complacently in the van and didn’t 
bother harassing his friend for more information, he had known Sean 
Lockhart for almost twenty years and he knew the man’s stubbornness 
had no bounds.  There was no point pushing. 
 “At least tell us who attacked you.  Should I arrange for a 
bodyguard?  We can call the same executive protection firm we use for 
the CEO visits.  Some of those guys are tough as nails, and they have 
great guanxi with the PSB…” Kelley was relentless. 
 “No!  Forget about it.  I don’t need any bodyguards.”   

Stepping his tall and powerfully built frame up to the woman, he 
leaned over and bore his eyes into hers.  Kelley had to stretch her neck 
backwards to meet his gaze. 

“Now get this straight!  I am perfectly safe, everything is under 
control, and I don’t need yours or anyone else’s help.  You got it?  Now 



 203 

please leave me alone.  All I want right now is to go to bed and get 
some rest.” 

“Fine.”  Kelley backed up a few steps, then quickly spun around 
and walked away.  She wasn’t going to let either Lockhart or Larry see 
her shed any tears.  The two men watched her make her way down one 
of the former factory complex’s tree covered lanes towards an exit.  
She was obviously hurt. 

“Nice going champ,” Larry said. 
Lockhart’s shoulders slunk.  The last thing he wanted to do was 

hurt Kelley.  But he wasn’t going to get her involved and put her in 
more danger either. 

“She’ll get over it,” he said.    
 Larry shrugged, “What can I do for you?”  
 “Mom and dad are sending lawyers and money,” 
 “Just like the song…” 
 Lockhart smirked, “Yep.  Anyway, could you do me a favor and 
meet them at the airport?  Run interference for me, I don’t want to talk 
to them.” 
 “Sure, anything else?” 
 “Yes, I’m not sure how much cash they are bringing, but I 
assume it’s a lot.  If you can, get three hundred and fifty grand and have 
Kelley put it in my safe at the office.  Tell the lawyers its bribe money 
if they ask.  I assume they’ll want to talk to me and make for sure I sign 
off.  A phone call will do, I don’t want to talk to them in person.” 
 “Sure, is that it? 
 “If the lawyers give you any shit about needing to see me for a 
signature or anything, let me know.  I’ll talk to my parents and make 
for sure they green light the hand over.  But I can’t waste time talking 
to lawyers and making excuses, got that?” 
 “Yeah, sure,” Larry said.  “Sean, are you going to tell me what 
this is all about?” 
 “You don’t want to know.  But trust me, everything is going to be 
ok.”  Lockhart let it drop and that and turned to enter his building. 
 “All right then,” Larry frowned and walked off in the same 
direction as Kelly, he hoped to find her before she found a cab and 
went home to sulk.  
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*** 
 
 Lockhart punched the code to his building’s front door and then a 
second code to the doorway to his loft.  His body was shattered and his 
mind was frayed at the seams, he looked forward to a few hours sleep, 
but he wouldn’t get it at home.  His office and apartment were probably 
being watched, it wouldn’t be safe.  Making his way up the stairs 
Lockhart’s antennae was raised.  He had been ambushed once already; 
deal or no deal, there was no reason not to suspect the killers wouldn’t 
try again.  However there were things he needed in his home before he 
tucked himself away someplace safer. 
 Slowly making his way into the apartment he stepped carefully 
and quietly up the stairs, listening for telltale signs of predators.  At 
first, nothing out of the ordinary registered.  Obviously the maid had 
been by a few times to clean up and water the plants, everything 
seemed in place.  But there was something slightly askew, it was subtle 
and hard to determine.  Stopping for a moment at the entranceway he 
opted not to turn on the lights, but stood still, poised for fight or flight, 
and waited.  Nothing happened. 
 Worried that paranoia was getting the better of him, Lockhart 
took in a deep breath and exhaled.  His senses inventoried the 
surroundings.  It was dark, but the usual shapes and shadows of 
Lockhart’s home were familiar and unchanged.  An uneasy silence 
permeated the room, broken by a ticking clock beating rhythmically 
from the wall.  Something was in the air; he could taste it and feel it.  
The odor was fragrant, vaguely floral and feminine.  Alarm subsided to 
mild surprise and happiness began to swell inside him as olfactory 
synapses fired in his head.   

But what was she doing here?  The question was answered by a 
sharp whooshing sound as a club cut through the air at blinding speed 
and impacted with a lethal PING! 
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Chapter 28 
 
 
 The sniper’s scope tracked across the ancient piazza looking for 
targets.  He could button hole a man at five hundred yards; and he had 
an impressive record of kills to prove it.  The enemy was out there 
somewhere; they were coming to raid his headquarters.  It was his job 
to take down as many as possible before they could enter the 
abandoned hotel where they were keeping the hostages.  The clock was 
ticking; it wouldn’t be long.  He expected a bloody firefight, but it was 
nothing he hadn’t seen before.  Adrenaline was rising in him and he 
smiled.  This was going to be fun.   
 “They are coming, they are coming!!!”  A lookout’s report 
buzzed in his radio earpiece.   

Keeping a sharp eye out, he saw the grenades flying in before he 
heard them explode.  They crashed and burst with thunderous 
destruction.  A compatriot hiding behind a stone pillar went down as a 
fragmentation grenade exploded at his feet.  Follow-on explosions 
began to rip across the square.  The enemy was smart; they had 
anticipated that his team mined the area.  Now most of the mines were 
been cleared, and his side suffered a casualty.  It was not a good 
beginning.  

Rattles of automatic gunfire opened up with iridescent trails from 
tracer bullets streaking across and back the piazza and adjacent 
alleyways as the opposing forces traded fire.  The enemy was coming 
in hard; a suicidal frontal assault.  The sniper found a target and aimed 
his Russian-made Dragunov SVD rifle and fired a headshot, CRACK!  
Scratch one enemy.   He saw two more coming in from another side 
street.  They had the green camouflage uniforms and silenced assault 
rifles of US Special Forces.  CRACK! He fired again, hitting a soldier 
square in the chest.  The sniper whooped; he loved killing Americans. 

Bullets started to rain in on his position.  The enemy spotted the 
sniper and they were out to get him.  Crouching down he made a hasty 
exit off the hotel roof.  Rifle launched grenades starting falling all 
around him and shook the hotel.  He was knocked down; half his life 
was blown out of him.  Cursing he got back to his feet and tried to 
make a run for it as more grenades starting coming in again; exploding 
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one by one.  Over the speaker in his ear he heard the exclamations from 
dying comrades.  And then it was finished; a brilliant flash of red and 
orange erupted in his eyes.  He was dead.  Game over. 
 

*** 
 

“Wo ciao!” the sniper cursed and threw off his headphones. 
His three companions sitting at workstations scattered around the 

main room of the farmhouse laughed.  They had all died too.  The four 
young men had been taking a long break from their duties, which were 
more or less complete anyway.  Other than beer and cigarettes, Strike 
Force was their preferred distraction.  Originally designed to teach 
small team tactics to US soldiers, the game was an online combat 
simulation with multiple maps and scenarios.   The combat simulator 
placed two teams of up to twelve players against each other as US 
Special Forces versus a fictional group of Middle Eastern looking 
terrorists.  During the five and ten minute games, players communicate 
with each other over headsets and have a wide variety of weapons to 
choose from.   

The four were playing on a server located in Beijing for the 
Chinese market, which pitted them against other players across the 
country.  However, if language was not an inconvenience, they could 
have just as easily logged onto an international platform and played 
against opponents from around the world.  Tonight, on the Chinese 
network alone, over one hundred thousand gamers were playing Strike 
Force. 

Yue Ming, the sniper, rose from his workstation.  “Fuck it, I got 
to take a shit.” 

Wang Rei, one of his colleagues chirped, “The way you got 
blown up I would have thought you already shit yourself.”  Everyone 
laughed. 

“I’ll be back in a few minutes and I definitely want to play 
again.” 

The other three lit cigarettes, and one of them ducked outside to 
grab the last bottles of Yanjing beer from a plastic case outside the 
house’s kitchen door.  It was a cool night and the beer was chilled to 
the perfect temperature. 
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“Ai!  We are out of beer.” 
A voice from the main room shouted back, “There’s more on the 

way, I called the store.  They’re sending the kid over with some more 
beer.  I got cigarettes and instant noodles too.” 

“Great.” 
Yue Ming grabbed a roll of toilet paper from a bookcase and 

passed his colleague as he exited through the kitchen door.  The rustic 
farm’s outhouse was twenty-five yards down a short slope behind the 
farmhouse.  The place didn’t have many amenities, but it was secluded 
and had a high-speed Internet connection.  A fiber optic cable was laid 
underground along with a power cable from an Air Force base a mile 
down the road.  Yue Ming wondered why anyone would bother to 
invest so much in supplying a broken down old farmhouse with power 
and the Internet and not build a proper bathroom.  But he never asked 
questions.  It was made clear to him at the beginning of the operation 
that he should never ask questions. 

Two years ago he was a graduate student majoring in computer 
science at China’s prestigious Tsinghua University.  His test scores and 
the fact he and his friends had hacked a major Japanese car company’s 
website to place a scandalous cartoon of a giant panda taking a dump 
on one of the car company’s SUVs had won him a job in China’s 
clandestine services.  The hacked image they broadcasted was only 
seen on the Chinese language version of company’s website, the 
caption read This is what China thinks of garbage Japanese cars!  The 
prank was in response to a newspaper’s allegations that the company 
had exported substandard vehicles to China.  It was later found that the 
allegations were unsubstantiated and the newspaper was well paid by a 
competing automotive manufacturer running numerous full-page 
advertisements in the paper.  The student’s prank caused a sensation in 
online communities across China. 

The leaders of China’s cadre of cyber warriors took notice.  They 
were constantly on the lookout for hackers to join their ranks.  It also 
didn’t hurt that Yue Ming and his friend’s actions had a particularly 
nationalistic spin.  It made their crime all the more forgivable.  He and 
his companions were offered good money, the chance to use the 
world’s leading technology, and training in cyber warfare.  It was also 
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made clear to them that refusing the opportunity meant prison for their 
crimes.  They all readily accepted. 

After a year of intense training in breaking through firewalls, 
erasing digital evidence, and a crash course in international financial 
networks, the four young men were part of an elite group capable of 
electronic terrorism.  For the last several months Yue Ming took his 
orders from Vice Minister Zhang Tieying and lived in the farmhouse 
with his team.  They traced the bank accounts of the turtle eggs, 
watched money flow in and out of them, uncovered new accounts and 
kept detailed records.  Once they intercepted a large wire transfer by 
one of Fang Lihui’s accountants just to see if they could do it.  They 
held the three-million-dollar prize in a Bahamian bank account for a 
few hours and laughed about it.  Then they replaced the money; no one 
noticed. 
 

*** 
 
 Conally rode with Huping and Vice Minister Zhang, the black 
Mercedes-Benz limousine slid through the mountain roads north of 
Beijing. their two-man escort was ahead of them in a Range Rover.  
The city’s grey metropolis rapidly faded into rural farmlands, ninety 
minutes from Tiananmen Squire pine trees and rocky slopes 
accompanied the Great Wall high above China’s capitol.  The 
mountainous suburbs hold five-star resorts, farming villages, military 
bases and other facilities requiring the wide-open land outside a city of 
nearly twenty million. 
 Conally met the Vice Minister and Huping after confronting 
Lockhart and briefed them in the car.  He could tell the Vice Minister 
was pleased with his report; the aged man sat motionless in the car 
listening to Conally.  He didn’t interrupt and he didn’t criticize.   

Huping sat next to her father; she was uncharacteristically quiet.  
Conally noticed her lip and the side of her face were swollen; the Vice 
Minister had responded to her disobedience swiftly and harshly.  The 
Wang’s deaths was not the issue, they were merely more body count.  
But the young woman’s blatant insubordination was another matter.  
Conally wished he had been there to see the exchange between father 
and daughter. 
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 “He accepted the deal.  It would appear the man is even more 
avarice than we expected.”  Huping translated for the Vice Minister. 
 Conally wasn’t so sure.  “Yes, possibly.  But I suspect he’ll cross 
us again.  He didn’t hesitate to do it before.” 
 “Yes, but an enemy army with its back to the river will fight 
viciously to the end.  Offer it a chance for escape, and it becomes less 
dangerous.  We might have less to fear from Lockhart for the time 
being if he thinks he has the initiative.” 
 Conally considered the analogy.  “We have underestimated the 
man before, we shouldn’t do it again.” 
 “And we won’t.  Lockhart will get what he deserves in due 
course, and that will be the end of the matter.” 
 “OK,” Conally knew better than to push. 
 “It’s a pity really.  He proved to be so useful, it’s a shame he 
can’t be convinced to work with us further…” Huping translated the 
Vice Minister’s words, but she couldn’t mask her contempt.  Her face 
twisted in disagreement.  
 “Child, do you have something to say?” the Vice Minister 
inquired in Mandarin. 
 “The man is untrustworthy and dangerous.  The sooner he is dead 
the better.  Besides, there’s more where he came from.”  She spat out 
the words quickly and turned her eyes to look out the car window. 
 Conally didn’t understand the language, but he comprehended 
Huping’s meaning.  Her hatred was unmistakable. 
  “I understand.  But we shouldn’t throw out such a valuable tool 
if it’s unnecessary.  But, I concede your point.  He must go.”   The Vice 
Minister turned to Conally and spoke to him in English.  “Kill 
Lockhart.” 
 

*** 
 
 Jiu Shibo peddled his Flying Pigeon bicycle up the road’s steep 
incline to the farmhouse.  He huffed and coughed with effort, the 
bicycle’s baskets were filled with several bottles of beer.  It was a 
heavy load for the fifteen-year-old boy.  He didn’t mind though, it was 
always fun making deliveries to the older boys at the house.  They 
joked and shared cigarettes with him; sometimes they let him play 
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computer games.  They were city kids and had gone to university; he 
didn’t get many opportunities to talk to people like that.   He saw that 
they knew how to use computers and some of them even had good 
English.  That was the secret to getting somewhere, anywhere besides 
his shitty little town in the mountains.  Study English, learn computers, 
and something was bound to happen for you.  If he was lucky he could 
learn something from the boys. 

Sweating and panting he coasted down the hill and into the 
farmhouse yard.  The lights were on and he could hear yelling and 
screaming inside.  It sounded like they were having a good time.  He 
pushed his bicycle to the back of the house by the kitchen door and 
started unloading its oversized baskets. 

“Ai!  little brother, you’re here.  Great, we’re out of beer.” 
One of the young men exited the house and snatched a beer from 

the basket.  He reached inside the kitchen for a pair of chopsticks and 
popped the cap off the beer bottle with them. 

“Hi big brother!  Are you guys playing Strike Force tonight?” Jiu 
asked.  It was his favorite game by far, and he rarely had a chance to 
play. 

“Yes, we’ve been playing all night.  It’s why we’re almost out of 
beer!  Hey, did you bring cigarettes too?” 

“Of course,” Jiu tossed him two packs.   
“Thanks, here’s the money.” 

 Jiu took the cash, counted it and carefully placed it his pocket. 
The younger boy kicked the dirt, and found his nerve.  “Can I play?  
Just for a little while?” 
 The other boy hesitated.  It was strictly against rules.  But rules 
had been broken before.  Besides, tonight they were celebrating, and 
Jiu was never any trouble, he was a good kid.  “Well, ok.  I suppose 
you can play a game or two, but then you got to go OK?” 
 “OK! Thanks.” 
 The boy raced into the house and quickly took up position at Yue 
Ming’s empty workstation, the hacker followed him in. 
 “Jiu’s is going to play with us for a few games while Yue Ming 
takes a shit.  You know he always takes forever…”   

The young hacker handed out beers to his two colleagues; they 
shrugged in agreement.  A minute later the game started up and they all 
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put on their headsets and became engrossed in the game.  The young 
men cheered and laughed as they killed the enemy or were struck 
down.  They swigged beer and tossed each other cigarettes.  Jiu thought 
he was the luckiest kid in the world. 
 

*** 
 
 The Mercedes and the Land Rover reached the farmhouse and 
pulled into the small driveway in front.  The engines were cut, but none 
of the passengers immediately exited the vehicles.  Inside the Mercedes 
the Vice Minister spoke to Conally, Huping continued to translate. 
 “There are four of them.  You know what needs to be done.  
We’ll come in when it’s finished.” 
 Conally stared at the floor of the car and nodded. 
 The Vice Minister spoke and the words reached Conally in 
Huping’s cold voice, “Your deeds tell us where your heart is.  After 
this, there is no going back.” 
 Conally opened the door of the car and left.  The mountain 
autumn air hit him and raised his senses.  He could smell the pine trees, 
the nearby peach orchards, even the foul stench of the privy behind the 
farmhouse.  He took it all in.  The stars were brighter than he had ever 
seen them before and he could hear the wind pushing fallen leaves 
across the ground.  This was a moment he would never experience 
again. Conally squeezed his fists together, took a deep breath, and 
walked towards the house. 
 He had been here twice before.  The first time was his initial 
briefing, when the operation was being explained to him.  The hackers 
weren’t present at the time.  The second was when he provided a 
briefing to the four young men.  He shared his FBI files with them and 
answered their questions.  They were smart and likeable enough.  Even 
though he knew the United States was their primary target.  But he also 
knew given a chance, any one of them would give anything to go to 
MIT or work in Silicon Valley.  The contradictions were immeasurable. 
 He entered through the front door and it creaked on its old 
hinges.  It didn’t matter, four pairs of eyes were glued to computer 
screens and headphones covered their ears.  At first Conally was 
impressed that they continued to work so hard late into the night.  
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Excited exclamations rang out and fists pounding on tables indicated it 
probably wasn’t work that kept them fixated.  Conally rolled his eyes, 
they must be playing a game.  The American had grown up playing 
basketball, first in the neighborhood then in college.  After that he had 
joined the Army before finding himself in the FBI.  In his experience 
the world was filled with real physical challenges, and even danger if 
that’s what one wanted.  Video games are a foolish waste of time.  
These boys would have been better off learning to compete in the real 
world. 
 Conally walked up the first workstation and tried to catch the 
occupant’s eye.  He was a slender young man; his hair was a bit longish 
and his clothes were none too clean.  The American supposed months 
of working in the secluded spot might have degraded the young men’s 
standards for personal grooming.  It didn’t matter. 
 One of the hacker’s finally noticed Conally, he ripped off his 
headphones, stood up and greeted him.  The American nodded and 
smiled.  BOOM, BOOM, BOOM…  BOOM!  With training-honed 
precision Conally drew his Smith & Wesson .357 Magnum from a 
shoulder holster under his sports jacket and fired.  The revolver held 
eight rounds; he only needed half as many.  Conally caught his first 
target, the boy at the workstation in front of him square in the face.  
The hollow-point slug ripped apart the kid’s head, splattering its 
contents on the wall behind him. 
 Conally turned his sights on the hacker who had greeted him.  
The young man was frozen in horror.  The shot caught him square 
center mass and he was thrown to the ground.  The two remaining 
hackers jumped out of their seats to run.  The first was cut down with a 
shot in his back straight through his shoulder blades.  The second 
almost made it to the kitchen door.  Conally breathed slowly, drew a 
bead on the target’s head, led half an inch with his aim and fired.  The 
bullet slammed through the back of the victim’s head, mushroomed on 
impact and blew out Jiu’s face.   
 Conally surveyed the room, the two targets with chest wounds 
gasped bloody last breaths and died.  Nothing else moved.  By force of 
habit, Conally mechanically open the pistol and dumped the shells in 
his hand, deposited the spent casings and four remaining rounds in his 
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jacket pocket and pulled a speed loader to fully re-arm his weapon.  He 
slammed the cylinder closed and holstered the .357 Magnum.    
 It hadn’t felt like he thought it would.  There were no heavy 
emotions of remorse or guilt.  Just blank white nothingness in his gut, 
he was empty.  Knowing the shooter’s adrenaline would subside and 
he’d come down he wondered if maybe he would feel something then, 
but he doubted it.  Conally was disappointed, he had thought he was 
made of something different, but he had been wrong.  If the first 
murder was the hardest, the worst was behind him. 
  

*** 
 
 Squatting in the outhouse, Yue Ming heard the thunderous report 
of the handgun from inside the farmhouse.  Fear gripped him, for a 
long moment he didn’t move or breath.  He heard car doors slamming 
and voices.  There were a lot of people outside.   
 Regaining his presence of mind, Yue Ming cleaned himself and 
pulled up his pants.  He decided he had two choices, he could remain 
quietly in the outhouse, or he could make a break for it and run through 
the woods and into the hills.  He wanted to run, fast and far.  But his 
legs would barely move, so he stayed where he was, watching the 
farmhouse through a crack in the door.  A figure exited the kitchen 
window.  It was the big American, the FBI agent.  The man looked out 
across the expanse of the farm fields behind the house, waited a minute 
and then he turned his head to the outhouse.  Terror poured through 
Yue Ming. 
 Voices, Chinese voices, could be heard from inside.  Conally 
turned on the balls of his feet and headed back inside.  Yue Ming 
exhaled and before he knew what he was doing he had slipped his body 
as quietly as possible through the outhouse door and made a break for a 
cornfield.  The slight creaking of rusty hinges sounded like kettledrums 
in his ears, he hoped for his life no else heard them.  He reached the 
corn, the withered stalks were only chest high, but once he hit the 
ground he felt safe under its cover.  Lying down, all he could hear for 
several seconds was his heart pounding in his ears.  The frantic beats of 
his pulsating heart echoed inside his head and then subsided.  No one 
exited the house and began a search for him.  Instead he heard 
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commotion and several voices, sometimes in English and sometimes 
Chinese. 
 “Nice shooting Conally,” a female voice said. 
 If there was a response to the comment Yue Ming couldn’t hear 
it.  The crashing sounds of moving furniture and junk being piled on a 
table rang from the house.  It sounded like they were clearing it out.  
Under the cover of the noise from the house Yue Ming felt safe to 
move.  He snaked his body through the field to the other side of the 
house where he could see the vehicles.  They were the Vice Minister’s. 
 Men carrying boxes and computer equipment exited and began 
placing the articles in the back of the Range Rover.  There wasn’t 
much, just several laptops and a few large flat screen monitors.  One of 
the men wheeled a computer server out of the house on a small dolly 
and loaded it.  Yue Ming gasped at the sight of the last articles to be 
carried from the house.  Two men hauled out four large plastics bags 
one at a time and threw them in the vehicle.  He had never seen them 
before in real life; but he’d seen enough body bags in movies to 
recognize them. 
 Yue Ming knew it was likely that his companions had been 
killed; he had heard the shots and assumed the worst.  But seeing the 
bags filled with his friends’ dead weight struck home.  It could have 
been him.  Then he realized there were four bodies!   

Some how the American and the rest of killers must have 
mistaken the delivery boy for him.  Four young men, four dead bodies.  
He shrunk into the corn, waited and listened.  There were no cries of 
alarm or furious searches, the body bags had been zipped up and loaded 
away.  Maybe he was safe.  He was assumed dead and no one was 
going to come looking for him.   
 

*** 
  
 After the adrenaline rush from the killings passed, Conally felt a 
little nauseated.  He headed out the backdoor in the kitchen and took a 
deep breath of fresh air.  He smelled nothing.  The farmland aroma was 
gone; instead his nostrils filled with the stale smell of his own sweat.  
His mouth was dry and his ears still rang from the gunshots in the 
enclosed space.  The stillness of the night air helped him recover his 
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composure.  There was more careful work to be done, and he didn’t 
want to look unfocused or afraid in front of the Vice Minister.  Now 
was not the time to show any weakness.   

Conally spun purposely and returned to the main room to start 
collecting the hackers’ tools.  They needed to collect and secure all 
evidence of what had been occurring at the farmhouse immediately.  
The risk for exposure was too great.  

People started coming through the front door.  The first two to 
enter the farmhouse after Conally were Sha and Shou, the Vice 
Minister’s killers.  The FBI man was immediately wary of their 
presence.  He kept his back to a wall and didn’t let either get behind 
him.  He had previously seen them in PSB uniforms and in plain 
clothes; he was unsure if they were in fact ranking police officers or 
just hired thugs. Tonight they were wearing black overalls; they had 
come prepared to get dirty.   

The two men grunted at Conally’s lethal handiwork and nodded 
to him in approval.  It was little confront to be admired by the men.  He 
had seen the forensic photographs from the New York murders and 
knew what they were capable of.  Worse yet, he understood how much 
they enjoyed it. 
 The Vice Minister and Huping came in next.  The older man 
stood barely in the entranceway conferring with his men.  Huping 
wandered the room and examined the corpses.  Her eyes were wide and 
she smiled at their deathly grimaces. 
 “Nice shooting Conally,” she said with morbid enthusiasm. 
 The FBI man ignored her.  He liked to see the bitch get her hands 
dirty just once. 
 Huping clapped her hands smartly and spoke in Chinese, “OK, 
let’s police up the scene.  Grab all the computer equipment in the house 
and the occupants’ belongings.  Leave nothing behind.” 
 The Vice Minister’s driver entered the house just as Huping 
finished speaking; he held an armful of body bags.  He threw the bags 
on the floor and began helping Sha and Shou clear the main room.  
Conally stood off to the side and watched.  He had done the hard job; 
others could pick up what was left behind. 
 After fifteen minutes of rapid trips from the house to the cars the 
farmhouse was emptied of the hackers’ equipment and other telltale 
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signs that something other than farming went on at the house.  A series 
of tiny microphones and cameras were ripped from the walls.  They had 
been implanted to observe the cyber thieves and ensure that they didn’t 
steal any of the ill-gotten fortune.  While Huping and the Vice 
Minister’s men watched the young men on the cameras, Conally 
watched them hack financial transactions through a link from his own 
computer at the Vermillion Dragon to the farmhouse server.  The entire 
operation had been backstopped.  Thieves stealing from thieves, no one 
was considered trustworthy  

The three Chinese men began unzipping the body bags and 
rolling the corpses into them.  They didn’t hesitate or appear 
squeamish; it occurred to Conally they had done this before.  Once all 
the bodies were stowed in bags, Sha pulled gallon jugs of bleach from 
the vehicles and poured their contents on the bloodstains.  Hair and any 
small pieces of flesh leftover from the killings would still hold DNA 
evidence if they were found at the scene. But the bleach would 
seriously impede a thorough investigation, including who the former 
owners of the blood had been.  The killer had seen it done on an 
American television series, so he figured it was probably true. 
 As the fourth corpse carried to the Land Rover, Shou, the older of 
the two assassins, approached the Vice Minister in the kitchen as he sat 
and smoked contently by himself.  Shou spoke in Chinese and didn’t 
bother to whisper; everyone knew that the American couldn’t 
understand the language. 
 “There’s still one bag left.  Should we put him in it?” Shou asked. 
 “No, I think not.  Our friend has proven himself tonight.  He’s 
fully committed.  Besides, while the other American is still alive he 
might prove to be useful.” 
 

*** 
 
 Yue Ming lay on the cold ground; icy moisture seeped through 
his clothing and into his bones.  He hadn’t brought a coat with him to 
the outhouse and his thin pullover was insufficient protection.  
Shivering, he continued to wait patiently.  His life depended on it. 
 He could see the Vice Minister, Huping, the American and the 
Vice Minister’s men finish packing up the cars and turn off the lights in 
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the farmhouse.  They left nearly thirty minutes after arriving.  After 
hearing the engines roar down the mountain road and out of the valley 
Yue Ming continued to wait.  He was afraid someone had been left 
behind, or the murderers would remember some overseen detail and 
return.  But after twenty minutes nothing stirred in the house and no 
vehicles returned.  Jumping to his feet, Yue Ming ran into the house.  
The main room was disheveled and drenched in blood, it also stank of 
bleach.  He wanted to vomit.  Swallowing the fear and disgust in his 
throat he moved quickly to one corner of the room and pushed a small 
cabinet to the side with a forceful shove.  Bending down, he quickly 
found the uneven edge of a floorboard and lifted it up.  Inside, wrapped 
in two sealed thick plastic bags was a mobile hard drive.  He grabbed 
the device and left the house as fast as he could. 
 

 

Chapter 29 
 
   
 The club sliced through the air and struck the wall, shattering 
framed photographs.  Lockhart dropped to his haunches and barely 
avoided the blow.  Screaming angrily the attacker recoiled the club to 
take another swipe with the lethal instrument.  Lockhart leapt at the 
unseen assailant, the pair careened over a sofa and crashed on to a 
marble top coffee table, rolling to the floor.  Struggling like an angry 
cat the smaller opponent tried to wiggle free under Lockhart’s grasp. 
 “Hold on, stop it, stop!” Lockhart shouted. 
 Feral groans answered.  Arms and legs lashed out looking for a 
target.  Lockhart rolled his body sideway to avoid thrashing knees and 
elbows as he held the attacker by the wrists. 
 “Just relax!  Calm down…” 
  Panting the woman writhed like a cat in a burlap sack.  After 
several seconds of struggling she relented, Lockhart could feel her 
limbs go limp.   

She let out a frustrated sigh, “Fine.” 
  “Are we calm now?” Lockhart asked. 
 “…Yes!” she snapped.  
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 Lockhart let go and backed away immediately, shielding himself 
from another attack.  He walked to the wall and flicked on the light 
switch. 
 Wendy Wang still lay on the floor between the askew coffee 
table and sofa.  Energetic panting slowed and gave way to muffled 
sobs.  Lockhart watched her for a moment trying to process the scene.  
Frowning he shuffled into a bathroom and grabbed a box of tissues. 
 “Here…” he tossed the box to floor next to the woman. 
 “Thanks.”  Wendy sat up and grabbed several tissues, blew her 
nose, and then buried he face in her hands. 
 Lockhart picked up the club from the floor; it was a graphite shaft 
driver with an over-sized head and eight degrees of loft.  It was one of 
his favorites.  He examined it carefully, deciding it hadn’t been 
damaged he tossed it into his golf bag in the corner of the room.  
Keeping one eye on Wendy he surveyed the damage to his photographs 
on the wall, several had been knocked off.  One photo was of him 
smiling in the center of a pack of young Tibetan monks at Potala 
Palace, another was of him riding a camel in the desert.  He picked up 
the photos and placed them on a side table, then kicked the broken 
glass and empty frames into a pile on the floor with his toe. 
 “Jesus, Wendy, you could have hurt someone.” 
 Wendy didn’t say anything.  She was still crying.  
 “I’m gonna’ have a beer, you want one?  Or how about 
something else?” 
 She raised her head and looked at him quizzically.  Wendy’s eyes 
were puffy and wet from tears and her long black hair was a snarled 
mess.  She stuck out her chin and sniffed.  Then rubbed her nose with 
the back of hand forcibly like a small child. 
 “Bourbon, splash of Coke and some ice.” She sounded like she 
had just stepped up to her favorite bar. 
 “Coming right up.”   
 Lockhart grabbed a beer from an enormous stainless steel 
refrigerator and fixed a drink at a small wet bar in a corner of the large 
loft.  Keeping an eye on mirrors, windows and other reflective surfaces 
he watched Wendy.  He was careful to avoid another mad attack with a 
golf club. 
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 He handed her the drink.  “I want you to know I didn’t kill your 
grandparents.  I tried to protect them.” 
 She took a long gulp from her drink; blinked slowly and then 
fixed deep black eyes on him.  “You were with the people who killed 
them, and because of you, and them, my grandparents are dead.  They 
died horribly…” 
 Wendy’s hands trembled; she removed her eyes from his like 
fishhooks and cast them downward.  Neither spoke.  Lockhart couldn’t 
help but feel she was right.  Although he was an unwilling pawn in 
their game, and he’d tried to help the Wang’s, he bore some 
responsibility.  He’d been used, cheated, set up, beaten and now about 
to be bought off.  He was used up, there was little left to take from him. 
 “You are right…” he was about to say more on the subject and 
then thought better of it. 
 “Hey, how’d you get in here anyway?”  He was dismayed at the 
failure of the security system; it made him wonder who else had been in 
his home. 
 “Oh, the ayi let me in.  All I had to do was bat my eyelashes and 
say you were expecting me.  I hinted you’d be disappointed if I was left 
outside waiting.” 
 Before a week ago, finding a beautiful woman waiting for him in 
his apartment would have been a welcome surprise.  The maid very 
well knew that. 
 “Smart.  But did you really think you were going to kill me?” 
 “I don’t know…  maybe, I don’t know.”  She sniffed and avoided 
looking at him. 
 Lockhart approached and carefully placed a hand on her 
shoulder.  “Can you give me a few minutes to gather some things 
together before you decide to launch another attack?  I swear I…” 
again he hesitated to speak.  “Just give me a few minutes, don’t do 
anything stupid, OK?” 
 Wendy nodded. 
 Lockhart went into his bedroom and pulled a small leather 
overnight bag from a closet and threw it on the bed.  Reaching into the 
back of the closet he also pulled out a sixteen-inch metal flashlight.  It 
weighed a solid two pounds filled with six D batteries.  He threw the 
flashlight, a few articles of clothing and toiletries into the bag. 
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 Dragging aside a large silk oriental rug, Lockhart uncovered a 
floor safe.  He opened it, reached his hands deep into the safe and 
pulled out a passport, three large stacks of cash; one ten thousand stack 
of US dollars and two ten thousand stacks of Chinese Yuan.  He shoved 
one stack of each currency in his pants pockets and tossed the 
remaining stack into the bag. 
  Lockhart then pulled out a pistol from the safe.  The handgun was 
a QSZ-92 9mm, the standard sidearm for Chinese military and police.  
He opened the chamber, examined it and then checked the pistol’s 
action.  It was an oiled and well maintain weapon.  After slamming 
home a fifteen-round magazine, he fished two more out of the safe and 
closed it.  He slipped the gun into the waistband of his pants at the 
small of his back, and the extra ammunition were placed in an inside 
pocket of a light leather coat he took off a door hook. 
 Warily entering the main room he was reassured to find Wendy 
had moved from the floor to the sofa and wasn’t brandishing any 
sporting equipment or weapons.  He slid behind his computer at his 
desk and began flipping through files.  Most everything looked in 
place, however the copies of the files Conally had given him where 
gone.  He wasn’t surprised.  The Vice Minister and Conally had been 
covering their tracks.  Obviously that’s why his phone and laptop and 
been a priority for the two killers at the airport. 
 “Hey, you got a phone?” 
 “Yeah,” Wendy looked confused. 
 “Great.” 

Lockhart opener the top drawer of his desk and found an 
envelope filled with mobile phone SIM cards.  He grabbed the 
envelope and put in his pocket. 

Snatching a pencil off the desk, Lockhart rabidly scrawled on a 
loose piece of printer paper.  He folded it, and then walked over to 
Wendy, placing a hand on her knee he got her attention.  She looked at 
him and took the note.  She glanced at it, held the note for a few 
seconds and then crumpled up the piece of paper and threw it aside. 

“Great, just great…” she moaned. 
 “Get you things, I’m putting you on a plane back to the States.” 
Wendy didn’t reply.  She let Lockhart lead her around the room 

until she found her coat and a small purse.  He brought the young 
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woman to the head of the stairs and asked her to wait a moment.  
Lockhart scrambled back into the room; found the discarded piece of 
paper, picked it up and placed in his pocket.  Rejoining Wendy at the 
stairs he led her down to the first floor and exited the building. 
 “Follow me, try to move quickly.”  He clasped her hand and led 
her behind his building to an alley. 

 
*** 

 
 The note read: I think there are listening devices here; we can’t 
talk now. The people who killed your grandparents forced me to work 
for them and are trying to kill me. I am very sorry about everything!!!  
They will pay for what they did to your grandparents.  
 It neither calmed her down nor helped allay her suspicions of 
Sean Lockhart.  She knew he didn’t kill her grandparents. The fast 
talking American wasn’t a murderer; he seemed like a cheat and a 
playboy, but not a cold-blooded killer.  But he was the only connection 
she had to the people who were responsible.  And they were not going 
to get away with it. 
 She was walking quickly behind the man in the dark.  It didn’t 
seem safe.  He had lured her out of the apartment into an alleyway.  
What was she thinking?  Terrible images began appearing in her mind, 
the most consistent being her body lying on the ground in the alley 
behind garbage cans.  She shuttered. 
 Wendy admonished herself.  If thinking had been her strong suit 
she would not be in Beijing seeing revenge.  She would have stayed 
home and let the authorities handle it.  But she knew that was pointless.  
The American police had no jurisdiction in China, and it was unlikely 
the PRC was going to do much about the death of an old couple in New 
York, Chinese citizens or not. 
 But she had met the man, one of those responsible.  Therefore she 
wasn’t going to sit at home and let nothing be done.  At first, all she 
wanted was a confrontation, to be in the same room as the bastard.  But 
when she heard his footsteps coming up the stairs she lost control of 
her actions.  By reflex she had reached into the nearby golf bag and 
found the biggest club in it.  It looked like it could knock his skull off if 
she got a good shot.  But she missed. 
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 Then they had wrestled on the floor.  Wendy was sure he would 
kill her.  She had attack him, and he was one of them.  Drowning, cold 
fear filled her body as she fought for her life underneath him.  
Incapacitated, she had resigned herself to a brutal fait.  But Lockhart 
hadn’t hurt her.   
 And then he gave her the note.  It explained a lot.  But it didn’t 
fix anything.  So what?  Sean Lockhart was a pawn used to rob and 
murder her grandparents.   Then he must be a lowlife just the same. 
 He led her through alleyways in a maddeningly long series of 
twists and turns.  She was confused and scared.  Wendy stomped her 
feet and tried yelling while still maintaining a whisper. 
 “Where the hell are we going?”  
 “I know where we can hide; we can’t stay at my place.”  He tried 
to pull her away down another dark alley. 
 “Hide, why do we need to hide?” 
 The question obviously exasperated him; she could see the flash 
of white on his face as he rolled his eyes. 
 “I told you in the note; they are trying to kill me.  I’m not gonna’ 
stick around home and give them another chance.” 
 “Why do they want to kill you?” 
 Some of this made sense and some of this didn’t.  People 
Lockhart knew killed her grandparents and then fled to China.  Who 
was he, how did he know the killers, and most of all why were her 
grandparents killed? 
 “We don’t have time right now to go into this, come on!”  
Lockhart pulled on her arm but she ripped it from his grasp. 
 “I’m not going anywhere until I start getting some answer from 
you.” 
 The man looked at her.  He was handsome, even though she 
hated him, Wendy could see how some woman would find him 
attractive.  He was tall, muscular, slightly aged and very masculine; but 
he still had boyish looks.  She read conflict on his face; obviously he 
was trying to make up his mind what to do next. 
 “It’s a long story, do you want to hear the whole thing here, or 
can we wait until we get some place safer?” 
 “Give me the short version,” she wasn’t going to pass up an 
opportunity to get answers. 



 223 

 “OK, for starters, did you know your grandfather stole about one 
hundred million dollars?” 
 The idea was ludicrous.  Grandpa, or yeye, had been a kind, 
loving old man who had helped raise her and adored her.  Wang Jin had 
been an important leader in the government and architect of China’s 
financial system.  She didn’t believe it. 
 “Bullshit,” she said. 
 “That’s what I thought…” Lockhart was obviously figuring out 
what to tell her next.  He looked into the sky, brushed his hand through 
his hair and exhaled.  “Well, I can’t prove it to you at the moment; you 
are going to have to take my word for it.” 
 “I don’t believe anything you say,” she snapped. 
 “Well than why are you asking me questions?” he raised his 
voice.  The man was losing his patience. 
 “Whatever, go on with your story.”  If she were going to get 
anything out of him, she decided it wouldn’t help by interrupting.  
 “As I said, Wang Jin stole a lot of money.  And he pretty much 
got away with it.  That’s how he moved to the United States.”  
Lockhart looked at her; he seemed to be expecting another argument. 
Wendy kept her mouth shut and motioned with her hands for him to 
continue. 
 “But, as it turns out, he’s not the only one to do something like 
this.  There were two other guys; they also stole some money, a lot of 
it.” 
 “The other murders.  I know about them,” she nodded.  The story 
was logical.  “How much?” the question was out of her mouth before 
Wendy realized she asked. 
 “Together, your granpa and the two others took about one billion 
dollars.” 
 The figure caused Wendy to gasp. 
 “Anyway, I was contacted by a group of people.  A PSB vice 
minister, his daughter, and an FBI agent.  They had been tracking the 
thieves.  And the best I can figure out is, they thought it would be a 
good idea to blackmail, rob and the kill your grandfather and the other 
two men.” 
 Lockhart paused.  Obviously he understood the preposterous 
story was difficult to accept. 
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 Wendy cocked her head, “And what about you?  How did you get 
involved? 
 “These people forced me to work for them.  They threatened me. 
They told me they needed a front man, but what they really wanted was 
a patsy.  I was supposed to sweet talk the targets into giving up some of 
their money and leave the US.” 
 “But they never did,” she said. 
 “No, they didn’t” Lockhart agreed.  “They were all murdered and 
I was framed for it.   I was the last person to meet all the victims, and I 
don’t have an alibi because they drugged me and kept me sedated while 
the murders took place.” 
 “How’d they do that?” Wendy was curious. 
 “It’s too complicated to go into, but they are devious and 
vicious.”  Lockhart was not about to describe the encounter in the hotel. 
 “You don’t have to tell me,” Wendy muttered.  “The animals beat 
my poor grandparents to death.  They are evil.” 
 “Yes, they are.”  Lockhart moved closer to Wendy and put his 
hands on her arms.  “I’m sorry.  When I got involved I suspected things 
might go badly, but I had no idea what was going to happen.  I liked 
your grandparents and I thought I could protect them.  But I was wrong.  
Please understand.” 
 She shrugged his hands off her and stepped away from him.  “I 
understand, you are a dirty son of a bitch, and rather than say no to 
these people you thought you could make some money.  You didn’t 
care who got hurt.” 
 Wendy saw that the words stung him.  Lockhart froze, his mouth 
was wide open, but he didn’t speak for long painful moment.  
 “That’s not true.  I tried to fight them; I tried to help your 
grandparents.”  The words rang very hallow. 
 “You failed,” she said.  This was pointless.  She had met the man 
who delivered death to her grandparents.  And he was just a puppet, too 
weak or too stupid to wiggle out of a trap set by malicious forces.  
Wendy wanted to go home, she had had her confrontation.  It hadn’t 
resolved anything and she didn’t know how she could do much more. 
 “But I’m gonna’ make things better.  I’m going to get the people 
who did this,” he said. 
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 “That won’t bring my grandparents back,” she cried.   Wendy 
cursed herself; she needed to be stronger than this. 
 “No.  I know that…  But it’s the best I can do.”  He sounded 
determine.  She believed him when he said he was going after the 
scum. 
 “What are you going to do?” she asked. 
 “First thing I’m going to do is not let them kill me, which is why 
we should get out of here.  It’s not safe.” 
 “And then?” 
 “I’m going to get some of the money back from them.  They owe 
me.  After they failed to kill me, they decided it would be easier to buy 
me off.  I’m supposed to be paid tomorrow morning.  If I can, I’m 
going to get the money.  It’s ten million dollars.”  Lockhart looked at 
her expecting a reaction.   

She didn’t say anything. 
“Do you want it?”  
She reacted like he had slapped her.  “Am I supposed to take the 

money and forgive you?  Is that it?” 
“No, not at all.”  He lowered his head; he looked frustrated. 
“So, what are you going to do after you take their money?” 
He raised his head to look at her.  Wendy could tell before he 

spoke she wasn’t going to like the answer. 
“Honestly, I don’t know yet.” 
She sighed.  “Let me get this straight.  You are telling me your 

first course of action in taking revenge on the bastards is to get paid by 
them?” 

“For starters, yes.  After that I’m going to kill them or make for 
sure they are arrested and never see the light of day again.” 

She didn’t believe him.  He didn’t have a plan, and he couldn’t 
possibly be serious about his threat.  Wendy was starting to think Sean 
Lockhart was all talk. 

“You are full of shit mister…” she said. 
She watched him slowly pull a pistol from his coat and show it to 

her. 
“I’m serious.  And I’m ready to do what it takes, trust me.” 
Wendy had never seen a gun before in her life.  Seeing the 

weapon in Lockhart’s hand made him look more serious.  Suddenly, 
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instead of a fast talking hustler, he looked dangerous.  It was oddly 
reassuring to be in the dark alley with a dangerous man. 

“Do you know how to use that?” she asked. 
“Lady, I can cap nickels at twenty yards with this thing,” he said 

without blinking. 
For the first time in over forty-eight hours, Wendy let herself 

hope things were going to get better. 
“Prove it.” 

 

Chapter 30 
 
 

Yue Ming sat in the back of an old truck sputtering into Beijing 
city limits.  His traveling companions were twenty enormous pigs in 
wire cages stacked on top of each other like egg cartons.  They smelled 
like shit and he was fairly sure the pigs would love to eat him if they 
had half a chance.  Having fallen asleep a few minutes after hitchhiking 
the ride he was awoken by one pig chomping on a shoe and another 
tearing at his trousers.  Screaming and cursing he curled up into a ball 
by the cab of the truck and had not taken his eyes off the beasts since.  
His cries where met with laughter from the farmers driving the truck. 

The young man had spent a terrifying hour walking the lonely 
mountain road before the old couple picked him up.  Prior to getting in 
the back of the truck with the pigs his thoughts were a steady stream of 
what ifs.  What if they came back to the farmhouse and find me?  What 
if they realize the fourth boy was just a local villager?  What if 
someone saw me leave the house and tells the Vice Minister?  What 
if…   

Realizing that for the moment he was out of immediate danger, 
excluding the company of the carnivorous pigs, he began thinking 
about what he was going to do next. 

The night was lonely and sad.  His three dead colleagues were 
friends; he hated to see them die the way they did.  The young men 
thought they were working for their government and their country.  But 
Yue Ming now knew better.  The Vice Minister, Huping and Conally 
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had taken the turtle eggs’ money.  It wasn’t about national security, 
punishing criminals, or right and wrong.  They were just murderous 
thieves themselves.  And Yue Ming and his friends had been part of the 
team; until things became too dangerous and they became expendable.  
In their eyes he had been no better the one of the pigs in the cages, 
ready for the slaughter. 

Traffic was light in the middle of the night and they were making 
good time.  If the dilapidated truck didn’t break down o he’d be in the 
middle of the city within about an hour.  After that, he had to figure out 
a way to get out of China fast.  If the Vice Minister found out he were 
alive, there would be no place on earth safe enough. 

But where would he go?  And how would he get there?  He didn’t 
have his passport, and even if he did he couldn’t use it.  It would surely 
send up a red flag, and then the Vice Minister’s assassins would be 
after him.  The only thing that was not a problem was money. 

As leader of the cyber warfare team, he was the only person at 
the farmhouse who had access to all the turtle eggs’ bank files.  After 
six months of skimming, a half a percent here and quarter percent there, 
he had hid two million dollars away in several banks in New Zealand.  
He had been sure neither the Vice Minister nor Conally were aware that 
he had been stealing.  Especially as they saw their own fortune grow to 
nearly a billion dollars, a few million was easily written off to 
transaction fees. 

Initially Yue Ming thought that Conally killed his companions 
because of the money.  But then he figured the indiscriminate murders 
indicated they had all been marked for death anyway.  They were tying 
up loose ends.  And he knew why. 

According to his team’s briefing, the plan had not been to rob the 
three targets and stop.  There were dozens of other wealthy Chinese 
criminals in North America and they were all potential targets.  But the 
American, Lockhart, had screwed up everything.  He had been a 
constant obstacle since the operation had started.  First he had shared 
the intel files with a contact in New York, second he warned the targets 
that they were in danger and third, after crossing the Vice Minister, he 
refused to die. 

Obviously they had picked the wrong man, which prompted Yue 
Ming to consider the possibilities.  So far Lockhart had proven to be 
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tough and smart.  But more importantly he was more than just one 
individual.  The hacker had seen the man’s file; the American came 
from a powerful family, a family that controlled a vast business and 
political empire in the world’s richest nation.  Lockhart, and the people 
he had access to, might be able to protect him from the Vice Minister, 
but only if he got to the American first.  He overheard the 
conversations in the farmhouse, and knew enough about the Vice 
Minister to understand that Lockhart had made an enemy.  Lockhart 
was a marked man; it was only a matter of time before they tried to kill 
him again. 

Sitting in back of the truck Yue Ming looked into twenty pairs of 
hungry pink eyes and thought about Lockhart.  He couldn’t understand 
why the man was still in Beijing.  He didn’t need the turtle eggs’ 
money.  The American would never need someone else’s money.  And 
even after the attempt on his life Lockhart didn’t turn around and go 
home, where he would be safe.  Strange.   

The young man tossed his options around in his head.  He could 
run as fast and far as his money could take him, which wouldn’t be too 
fast or too far without a false passport and some cash.  Things he didn’t 
readily know how to obtain.  Or he could side with Lockhart and warn 
him of the danger he was in.  He could also share the impressive 
amount of evidence about the Vice Minister’s operation that he had 
stored on the hard drive he’d hidden away in the farmhouse, just in 
case.  The files contained a complete record of all the targets’ bank 
transaction, as well as the preparatory surveillance.  Moreover, he had 
files on other targets as well.  He had a complete blue print of the 
whole scheme.  The files were supposed to be an insurance policy, 
something to negotiate with in case he found out the Vice Minister 
planned to hurt him and his friends.  If it weren’t for dumb luck, he 
wouldn’t be alive to use them. 

Finding Lockhart and siding with him had the benefit of 
destroying the Vice Minister, meaning he could avoid a lifetime of 
looking over his shoulder worrying about the pair of sick bastards, Sha 
and Shou, finding him.  But it was dangerous, if he had a choice it was 
better to run.   

 
*** 
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 The Internet café was a dark, neon-radiated matrix of computer 
stations.  The middle-aged woman working the front desk looked up 
from her magazine to talk to the dirty young man standing in front of 
her.  There was an odor about him she didn’t like. 
 “Getting online?” she asked. 
 “Yes.”  The boy shoved a hundred-kuai note across the counter. 
 “Register here; let me see your shenfenzheng.”   

The national ID card for all Chinese citizens acts as a 
combination internal passport and social security number.  Every PRC 
citizen is supposed to carry it with them at all times, airplane or train 
tickets cannot be purchased without one, and a Chinese is not supposed 
to be able to get online and access the Internet without registering their 
ID number with the proprietor of an Internet café or their local service 
provider.   
 “I don’t have it with me.” 
 “You know the rules, I got to put a number down, no number, no 
Internet,” she said curtly. 
 “I got my number,” Yue Ming repeated the ID number of an 
university classmate’s; it was a number he’d used several times before 
when he needed to give a false ID. 
 The woman looked at him skeptically, “I’ll be watching you.  No 
porn, no political websites.  Understand?  I see any trouble and you are 
out of here.  Since you don’t have you ID card, give me another 
hundred kuai for deposit.” 
 Yue Ming reluctantly complied; he was beginning to run low on 
cash.  “OK, I’ll have a Coke too.”  The couple bottles of beer he drank 
earlier in the evening, mixed with the after affects of adrenaline, had 
drained him, he had a splitting headache. 
 Taking up position at a computer away from the café’s numerous 
gamers and web surfers, Yue Ming logged on and called up a secure 
portal hosted by a covert section of the PSB.  The hacker was relieved 
to see that the server and its programs were still running; so far the 
Vice Minister must have overlooked it. 
  Scrolling through the files:  Wang, Fang, Xin, and Lockhart, he 
opened the American’s file.  A half a dozen thumbnail screens popped 
up, each was labeled after a location:  HOME, OFFICE, 
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HOME/OFFICE EXTERIOR, CAR, SIHEYUAN.  Yue Ming brought 
the HOME screen and flicked through numerous views of Lockhart’s 
apartment.  The tiny hidden cameras throughout the residence 
displayed an empty home, but there was evidence someone had been 
there.  Yue Ming zoomed on the scattered furniture and broken glass on 
the floor.  It was obvious there had been a struggle in the apartment.  
Maybe he was already too late. 
 Placed below the video window was a series of controls similar 
to a DVD player; Yue Ming pressed ‘back’.  A tiny digital clock at the 
bottom of the screen counted backwards, thirty minutes earlier, one 
hour, an hour thirty…  At nearly two hours earlier than the present time 
Yue Ming saw the figures of Lockhart and a woman moving backwards 
through the apartment at high speed.  The brief highlights of the 
rewinding revealed an animated conversation and Lockhart’s erratic 
movements around the residence.  Yue Ming continued rewinding to 
nearly three hours prior to that period when he saw Lockhart’s ayi open 
the door for the woman and then leave her behind as the maid left for 
the evening.  
 Yue Ming zoomed into the young woman’s face; she looked 
familiar.  He had seen her before.  The hacker put on a headset and 
turned up the volume on recording, but the woman didn’t say anything 
useful.  She had only identified herself as ‘a friend of Sean’s’.   

He watched her casually walk through Lockhart’s apartment, 
occasionally examining objects or flipping through files and notebooks 
scattered on table surfaces.  After picking up a few items and holding 
them in her hands and testing their weight she pulled a golf club from a 
bag and slowly took a practice swing.  Yue Ming was unfamiliar with 
the game, but he knew enough about how it was played to tell the 
woman was not practicing hitting golf balls.  She held the club more 
like a weapon than a tool for sport.  She shrugged and placed it back in 
the bag before turning off all the lights in the apartment.  Yue Ming 
couldn’t see her, but assumed she had found a place in the apartment to 
sit and wait for Lockhart’s arrival. 
 Fast forwarding forty minutes ahead, Yue Ming saw the lights 
turn on.  The woman was lying on the ground and Lockhart walked 
through the apartment.  He listened to their conversation and 
suppressed a laugh when he discovered the woman was Wendy Wang 
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and she had tried kill Lockhart.  Yue Ming was glad the woman hadn’t 
succeeded; he was even more heartened to watch Lockhart pull cash 
and a pistol from a floor safe in his bedroom.  It looked like the man 
had a plan for surviving. 
 He listed and watched the couple leave the apartment.  Switching 
to the exterior surveillance cameras he saw them make their way 
through alleyways away from the building, but nothing they said or did 
revealed their next destination.  
 Yue Ming hummed to himself.  Pieces were falling into place.  
Lockhart was now with Wendy, the granddaughter of one of the turtle 
eggs. That could make him easier to track; the woman might slow him 
up or at least have information about his whereabouts or intentions.  
 Putting himself in Lockhart’s shoes, Yue Ming considered where 
the American might go next.  If he was leaving his apartment carrying 
arms and cash, it was likely he was not going to return soon.  Wherever 
he was going, it seemed likely that eventually he would have to 
confront one or all three of the people who had contracted him, either 
for a payoff or revenge.  Why else would he return to Beijing, and why 
else would he arm himself?   

And then there was the girl.  She had tried to kill him, but now 
she seemed to go along with him willingly.  What did she want?  And 
what was Lockhart going to do with her?  The young woman was 
probably nothing more than a nuisance.  Nevertheless, it appeared as 
Lockhart had picked up the baggage and now he needed to put her 
somewhere.   

Yue Ming open the audio-video controls marked CAR.  There 
wasn’t any place appropriate for the surveillance team to hide a camera, 
but they had been able to place two microphones in Lockhart’s van.  
Nothing was currently registering on the microphones, rewinding a few 
hours her heard Lockhart chatting with his two friends on their way 
back from the airport.  The conversation was unhelpful.  Although Yue 
Ming did find it interesting that Lockhart had kept his business 
arrangements concerning the turtle eggs a secret from his friends, even 
now.   

The file for SIHEYUAN was for a small residence in the Golden 
Well hutong in a neighborhood north of the Imperial Palace.  Lockhart 
had only been observed going to the residence once in the six months 
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of surveillance.  The home was registered to a real-estate company, and 
it was unclear if Lockhart rented the home or just borrowed it from 
time to time.  On the only occasion he had been observed visiting the 
traditional Beijing home he was in the company of a niece of a 
Politburo member.  The two spent the night there after leaving Mick’s, 
one of the city’s most popular dance clubs.  The girl left early in the 
morning still wearing her club clothes, a silver sequenced mini-skirt 
with a tiny silk halter-top.  Lockhart had left a few hours later.  Neither 
had been observed together again.   

They suspected the home away from home was only used for 
romantic rendezvous or as a guest residence for visitors.  The 
traditional Beijing homes were popular with foreigners and rich 
Chinese, people who were nostalgic for classic Chinese culture or 
yearned for an ‘authentic’ Beijing experience.  After the night’s 
assignation, cameras and microphones were placed in the home.  But 
much to the dismay of the surveillance team and the four young male 
hackers in the farmhouse, Lockhart never returned, with or without 
female company.  Surveillance recorded no one else using the premises 
in the preceding months, and the site was nearly forgotten. 

Opening the video window, Yue Ming was immediately reward 
by the site of Lockhart and Wendy; he could also clearly hear their 
voices.  Yue Ming listened carefully, it was clear that Lockhart was in 
the middle of a long explanation to Wendy.  After listening for a few 
minutes the young Chinese man was quickly transfixed; the American’s 
story was fascinating.  Settling into his chair, Yue Ming listened 
intently, memorizing a few of the most salient facts.  He had uncovered 
more than he had hoped for.  If his stolen files on the scheme to bilk the 
turtle eggs weren’t enough to gain Lockhart’s protection, then the 
information he had just overheard would be. 

Yue Ming rewound the footage of the conversation at the 
siheyuan, made a copy of the file and placed it on his portable hard 
drive.  He then logged on to a popular web portal and created a new 
email account.  For safekeeping Yue Ming emailed a copy of the video 
clip to himself as wells other files from the massive amount of data 
collected over the last several months on the drive that were too 
precious to lose. 
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 As an afterthought, it occurred to him that it would be best to 
destroy the surveillance network.  Familiar with the darker alleyways of 
the Internet, Yue Ming brought up a website containing numerous 
viruses which could be downloaded and let loose on unsuspecting 
targets.  The PSB server hosting the surveillance interface controls was 
fairly well guarded, but it had not been built so well it could keep out a 
long-term insider like himself.  He blasted his target with a series of 
viruses that erased its original files and began building a massive 
amount of embedded junk files that ate up memory and hid follow-on 
viral attacks throughout the network.  A good systems manager would 
be able to recover a lot of the damaged data, but it would be slow, time-
consuming work.  And as far as Yue Ming knew, three of the Vice 
Minister’s best hackers were dead and the fourth was the sneaky 
bastard who had just unleashed a digital torpedo in his backyard. 

Satisfied with his work sabotaging the surveillance system, he 
pulled up Wang Jin’s folder and began to peruse it.  His team had 
extensive files on the turtle eggs closest relatives.  Family members are 
frequently used as facilitators for hiding and laundering money, so the 
turtle eggs’ siblings, spouses, children and grandchildren were carefully 
vetted and their finances analyzed.  Other than approximately two 
hundred thousand dollars in US savings bonds placed in her name by 
her grandparents four years earlier and regular generous checks on 
birthdays and Chinese New Year, Wendy did not appear to have any 
connection to her grandparents’ finances.   

Wendy’s parents lived in Shanghai, and for all intents and 
purposes appeared to be upstanding citizens who didn’t overtly benefit 
from Wang Jin’s theft.  Her father, Wang Jin’s son, was also in 
banking, and had been placed on probation while subjected to extensive 
investigation.  After signing a statement disavowing knowledge of his 
father’s action and swearing never to have any contact with the man 
again, the younger Wang was declared innocent and reinstated to his 
job.  Contact between Wendy and her parents had been intermittent in 
the last decade after she moved to the United States to live with her 
grandparents.  The PSB suspected she was a likely conduit for 
communication between Wang Jin and his son, but never found 
evidence. 
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Scrolling through her personal files, Yue Ming found what he 
was looking for, the woman’s mobile phone number.  With any luck, 
she would have the phone with her and was still using the US phone 
number. 

 

 

Chapter 31 
 
 
 Conally sat in front of the computer in Huping’s private rooms at 
the Vermillion Dragon.   The trio had had arrived back at the restaurant 
little more than an hour ago and began making preparations for leaving 
the country in a hurry in case the situation deteriorated.  Bribes were 
being made, equipment collected and remaining traces of their crimes 
were systematically erased.  The bodies from the farmhouse were 
unceremoniously burned in a prison crematorium outside Beijing.  
They had been placed in the oven along with the two-man surveillance 
team that had traveled to New York with Sha and Shou.  Conally 
marveled at the Vice Minister’s ruthless extermination of his own men, 
the sooner he and his Chinese partners parted company the better. 

Lockhart was the only remaining problem, and Conally hoped 
that problem would be taken care of by the morning.  The two men’s 
conversation in the airport stairwell had been meant to lull Lockhart 
into a false sense of security and buy some time, even if only a few 
hours.  Eliminating Lockhart was a priority; however, the hackers in the 
farmhouse had to be taken care of first, as well as the other two men 
who had been part of the intricate plot in New York.  These men were 
involved from the start and knew too much.  Now it was time to 
refocus on Lockhart, and this time they wouldn’t under estimate him. 

The FBI man reviewed the surveillance footage and was stunned.  
The arrival of Wendy Wang was an unwelcome occurrence.  The 
young woman would have to be dealt with, it was safe to assume that 
she now knew as much as Lockhart, he would have react accordingly.  
Conally swallowed a wave of nausea; things were getting out of hand.  
The body count was increasing rapidly; the woman should have stayed 
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home.  It was unfortunate, but Conally learned to come to terms with 
the bloodshed.  You couldn’t steal a fortune and not expect to get your 
hands dirty. 

Another surprise was how easily Lockhart was able to secure a 
firearm.  Unlike the United States, guns were highly illegal and hard to 
come by in the PRC.  The fact that Lockhart kept one in his home only 
further confirmed his suspicions that the other American was an agent 
of some kind.  Conally cursed out loud, the situation was getting worse 
by the minute.   They were now facing and armed and presumably well 
trained adversary, one that potentially had US government support.  
The more they knew about Sean Lockhart, the more dangerous he 
became. 

But it didn’t make sense.  If Lockhart was CIA, then why did he 
go through with it all?  And where was the US government?  So far, 
Conally hadn’t received any phone calls from superiors demanding 
explanations or anything of the kind.  He drummed his fingers on the 
desk and keyed up other surveillance files, it was imperative to find 
Lockhart and keep him from talking.      

Surprisingly the siheyuan cameras provided the answer he was 
looking for.  Even more striking was that the video surveillance of the 
two targets was in real time.  Sitting closely together it looked as if 
Lockhart and the woman were settling in for the night.  Conally 
casually wondered if romance was burgeoning between the pair.  It 
didn’t seem likely considering Wendy’s earlier homicidal rage, but then 
he supposed stranger things had happened, and the silver-tongued 
Lockhart did appear to be a world-class lech.  Turning up the volume 
on the microphone, he listened to their conversation, half expecting an 
emotional outpouring of fear mixed with further incriminations and 
denials.  Instead he heard an explanation-filled confession; and nearly 
everything he, Huping and the Vice Minister didn’t already know about 
Lockhart.  Conally listened intently and contemplated what to do with 
the newfound knowledge. 

It was all unbelievable, too good to be true.  But Lockhart’s story 
smelled like the truth, and it explained a lot about the man, and his 
actions.  Conally now understood why Washington wasn’t flooding his 
telephone lines with inquiries, the truth was they didn’t know anything.  
Conally was safe, at least for the time being.  And if he was safe from 
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the American side, it was likely that the Vice Minister’s precautionary 
steps sufficiently shielded them within China.  There was still time to 
make a clean getaway. 

Huping had been filing crimson fingernails and contemplating 
Conally while he sat at the computer, rushed to his side as soon as the 
man began shouting. 

“Come here, come here!  Look at this.”  Conally replayed the last 
few minutes of the video footage for the woman and beamed like a cat 
with a mouthful of canary. 

Huping glared at the screen and listened.  “Wangbadan!” she 
murmured.  “Ta sidingle”.   

The American didn’t need a translation.  He could see for himself 
that Lockhart was as good as dead already.  Huping whipped away 
from the computer and exited the room calling for the Vice Minister’s 
favored henchmen, the killers Sha and Shou.  Everything was coming 
to a close.  By morning Lockhart would be taken care of and all traces 
linking the three of them to the string of murders and stolen money 
would be gone.   

With hundreds of millions of dollars at his disposal, Conally had 
the means to runaway in style and fade into obscurity.  Anything and 
everything he ever wanted would be at his disposal.  Women, cars, 
houses, whatever he wanted.  For the first time in several days he 
indulged his fantasies.  With the kind of money he now had he could 
buy an island in the Caribbean, or Greece, and fill it with every luxury 
known to man.  Copper skin, white sands and ocean wafted through his 
mind. After twenty years of service with the FBI his bosses could eat 
shit.  Why should he settle for a measly government pension after 
spending half his life chasing drug lords, money launderers, terrorists 
and foreign spies?    

It was so easy.  If you saw something in the world you wanted, 
all you had to do was reach out and garb it.  He been watching others 
do it for decades, and most got away with it.  In his experience, despite 
what the government or sensationalized media would have people 
believe, crime pays, and it pays well.  From Wall Street and the 
Politburo to the cocoa fields of Latin America, the ruthless pursuit of 
power and greed worked.  Conally was close enough to it throughout 
his career to know and now he was going to get his own.  
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With his imagination running wild, Conally watched the video 
screen.  He wondered if he’d actually see the assassins burst into the 
room and gun down the unsuspecting couple so earnestly speaking to 
each other.  Situated only blocks from Tiananmen, the siheyuan wasn’t 
far from the restaurant.  It would less than a half hour before the Vice 
Minister’s men arrived.  

“Somebody should make popcorn, it could be a hell of show,” 
Conally joked to himself and smiled.  

He was feeling much better.  Despite an initial numbness after the 
murders, Conally’s spirits had plummeted in the car ride back from the 
farmhouse as his thoughts were filled with the bloody images of the 
young men he slew.  It wasn’t remorse exactly; he knew he’d do it 
again if given the choice.  But some things were so terrible, so 
inhuman, a person couldn’t let go.  It was a haunting, dreadful feeling.  
He figured it was just his conscience; he tried to suppress it even while 
briefly reveling in the emotion.  The feeling was what separated him 
from the two monsters Huping was sending out into the night.  
Knowing he was different from them was a cold comfort that had kept 
him focused.  He killed for money; he didn’t enjoy it.   

Watching the video screen Conally counted the minutes and 
continued to dream of the things he was going to buy.  Huping 
reentered the room behind him; her stiletto heels punched the floor as 
she walked.    

“It won’t be long now, they are on their way,” she said and took 
up position to look over his shoulder. 

The man nodded in agreement.  “Not long now” he thought. 
Both pairs of eyes were fixated on the computer screen in 

expectation when blurring pixilated chaos erupted in front of them.  
The video feed to the siheyuan was cut, replaced by a black screen, 
then white again, then flashed the former image of the room interior 
captured by the cameras, then quickly cut out.  A myriad of small 
pictures began to swirl around the screen in a rapid torrent of dizzying 
images until settling on each other in a frenzied unending montage of 
photographs and video clips.  Obscene pornographic images filled the 
screen.  Close ups of sexual organs, toys, frenetic couplings in every 
imaginable position, as well as lurid displays of fetishes and wantonly 
displayed deviances.  Sound effects followed, emanating from the 
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computer like a filthy soundtrack of lust.  Moaning, cat calls, vulgar 
demands for satisfaction and ecstatic exclamations of sexual fulfillment 
rang through the room.  The words ‘You’ve Been Sex Bombed’ flashed 
across the screen in large letters. 

Huping and Conally stared at each other in shock and disgust.  
Something had just gone terribly wrong.  Huping sensed danger and 
instinctively snarled while Conally typed furiously and slammed the 
mouse on the desk in a scramble to adjust the computer. 

“What the fuck?” he screamed. 
 
 

Chapter 32 
 
 
 

Leaving 798, Wendy followed Lockhart as he hailed a cab and 
motioned her to get in.  He jumped in beside her.  Like most Beijing 
taxis the car was an economy class sedan and Wendy felt cramped in 
the backseat next to the large man. 

“Where are we going?” she demanded.   
“Some place where we can lay low for a few hours and think.  

We couldn’t stay at my place; they were watching it.  It probably had 
more wires in it than a fuse box.”  Lockhart was jerking his head 
around rubbernecking to get a view of the road behind them as the car 
pulled away from the sidewalk. 

“Driver, turn around here and take us to Gulou,” he said.  
The middle-aged man driving the taxi replied with a guttural 

“Ai!” and made a sharp U-turn.  The late night traffic was sparse and 
the car moved easily through the city’s wide streets.  

Lockhart continued scanning the road. 
“Do you think they are following us?” Wendy asked. 
“I would be if I were them,” he said without looking at her. 
She turned and began looking at the cars on the road behind 

them.  “What are we looking for?” 
“Nothing in particular at the moment, just try to memorize the 

cars insight; make, model, color, license plate if you can, that sort of 
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thing,” the way he said it made it sound easy.  All she saw was 
shinning headlights, after a few minutes she gave up. 

“Take a left here,” Lockhart said emphatically. 
The driver made the sudden turn and cursed under his breath.  He 

was obviously annoyed and beginning to get suspicious of his foreign 
passenger’s weird behavior.  Lockhart didn’t pay any attention to him, 
just kept his eyes on the road behind him.   

Wendy turned her head and looked back.  “I don’t see anything.” 
“Me neither,” Lockhart said. 
“Does that mean they are gone?” 
“Who?” 
“Whomever was following us?” Wendy was exasperated. 
Lockhart was unnervingly quiet for a moment as he considered 

the question.  “It means, they are gone for the moment, or they were 
never there, or they are tracking us some other way.”  

Wendy tilted her head and looked at him.  “Have you done this 
before?” 

“Not really,” he frowned.  “But I was trained by some of the 
best”. 

“Uh huh,” Wendy groaned and then fell silent.  She was 
beginning to have second thoughts.  Her feelings for revenge were 
replaced by helplessness.  Suddenly it no longer seemed a good idea to 
be anywhere near Lockhart.  She was sorry about trying to bash his 
brains in.  That was a mistake inspired by a base desire to repay in kind 
the murdering bastards who killed her grandparents.  Still, she couldn’t 
just turn around and go home now.  Turning her back on the murderers 
was unthinkable.  This man, Lockhart, he had been with them, and he 
seemed intent on destroying them.  She was going to make for sure that 
happened. 

They rode in silence as the taxi crossed Beijing on its way 
towards Gulou, the imperial city’s old drum tower by the former north 
wall.  Wendy thought about what Lockhart had told her; running it over 
and over in her mind.  Her grandfather; a thief?  It was hard to believe.  
Her grandparents had raised her ever since she was a little girl.  Her 
neinei Wang Xiaoli was a doting, kind woman; and yeye, Wang Jin, 
had been practically a revered Mandarin.  How many times had she 
heard her parents say that China should be grateful for her grandfather?  



 240 

She has always heard her grandfather referred to as a revolutionary and 
leader in the country’s modernization.  How could he be a thief? 

“I don’t believe my grandfather was a thief,” she said.  “He 
would never steal.” 

Lockhart snorted in a half laugh.  “You’re right… sort of.  Your 
grandfather didn’t steal the money as much as he borrowed it.  And as a 
matter of fact, after I met him he paid it back.” 

“What?” 
“I think Wang Jin was angry.  I don’t know how much you know 

about what he went through as a young man, but he suffered, he 
suffered a lot. And then when he was older, successful, he didn’t like 
what he saw happening to the China he helped build.  The corruption, 
greed, the loss of the Party’s ideals; I can’t say for sure.  But when we 
met, he impressed me as a bitter old man. I think he felt the Party and 
the country owed him a debt, and he collected it.” 

Wendy furrowed her brow, “But you said he paid the money 
back, I don’t follow.” 

Lockhart couldn’t help but smile in admiration; he grabbed 
Wendy’s hand.  “Your grandfather was a great man, and he was a 
financial genius.  He stole a hundred million dollars, invested it wisely, 
which he was a master at doing.  The money grew into a bigger fortune 
over a few years time.  And when I showed up, it was as good an 
opportunity as any to return the money to the government, and with 
interest!  He seemed relieved actually.” 

She was shocked; it was an amazing story.  “But why? What’s 
the money for?” 

“I think it’s for you, and your parents, so you could live 
comfortably and safe.  I guess he want to protect his family and make 
for sure that the same tragedies that visited him didn’t happen to you.”   

Lockhart paused and pursed his lips in a pensive manner.  “I see 
it with my own family.  Wealth is security and power.  If you have 
enough money, no one is going to kick you around.  I think Wang Jin 
wanted that for you.”   

Wendy shook her head, “My grandparents were generous, and I 
always thought it was a little strange how much money they had.  But 
they didn’t give me that much, or my parents.” 
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“I suspect you’ll find it in a will.”  Lockhart smiled at Wendy 
again.  “Your grandfather, and your parents if they knew, did you a 
favor not telling you about the money.” 

“What do you mean?” 
“As Wang Jin knew, wealth corrupts.  It corrupts governments 

the same as it spoils children.  Think about it.  If when you were a 
teenager you knew you were going to inherit millions of dollars and 
never have to work a day in your life, would you have been a good 
student?  Would you have worked towards whatever other goals you set 
for yourself?  Maybe, maybe not.”  
 “You sound like you know what you are talking about,” she said.  
Wendy looked at her hand and noticed he was still holding it.  She 
slowly pulled it away from his grasp. 

Lockhart looked away, casting a glance out the car’s window.  “I 
do.  I’m not going to complain about being rich that would be 
nonsense.  But I think I understand how Wang Jin wanted to protect 
you with and from money.” 

“It seems he wasn’t able to protect himself though, was he?  
Neither were you?” 

“No,” Lockhart admitted the unfortunate truth.   
As the taxi approached the neighborhood around Gulou Lockhart 

began directing the driver through the labyrinth of hutongs.  The 
alleyways ways between the old siheyuan courtyard homes in one of 
Beijing’s oldest neighborhood was a convenient tangle of roads to lose 
a potential tail.  Lockhart purposely instructed the driver to take a 
circuitous route through the grey walled hutong.  Satisfied no one was 
following them he stopped the car, paid the driver, thanked him and 
tipped generously; a nearly unheard of practice in China.  The driver 
grinned and sped off. 

“Let’s walk from here.”  He set out at brisk pace and took 
Wendy’s hand to lead her. 

“Is it far?” she asked looking around. 
“Nope, just a ten-minute walk.  I didn’t want to have the taxi stop 

in front of the house, just in case anybody asked any questions later.  It 
would be better if he couldn’t give directions to our location,” Lockhart 
explained. 
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“Yep, ok,” she replied.  “You seem pretty good at this cloak and 
dagger stuff.” 

“You don’t know the half of it.”    
 “Tell me.” 
 “I don’t think that would be a good idea,” he said quickly. 
 Wendy looked at Lockhart; he was literally a walking 
contradiction.  One minute he was humorous and kind; solicitous of her 
attention and obviously regretful of her grandparents’ death and his role 
in the tragedy.  But in the next, he was guarded and deadly serious.  
One side didn’t quite fit with the other. 
 “Who are you Sean?” she asked earnestly. 
 “Whadya’ you mean?”  He played coy. 
 “I mean, how did you get wrapped in all of this, how do you 
happen to have a gun handy when you need one, and why have you 
been trained to avoid being followed?”  Wendy came to a halt and 
jerked her hand away, stopping Lockhart in his tracks. 
  “Do we really have to go through this?  Why do you want to 
know?”  Lines ran across his face leaving a footprint of anxiety. 
 “Stop answering my questions with more questions, Goddamnit!” 
Wendy huffed.  “It’s really annoying.” 
 “Sorry,” he mumbled grabbing her hand and slowly walking on.     
 “I want to know because I am still trying to make up my mind 
whether to trust you or not, that’s why.” 
 “Ok, I get it…  But I doubt you’ll believe it anyway.” 
 “Try me.” 
 Lockhart smiled, “You are kind of cute when you’re angry.” 
 Wendy couldn’t suppress a smile, “Oh shut up.” 
 By the time they reached the outer gate of the siheyuan, the pair 
had taken so many turns through the hutong Wendy wasn’t sure she’d 
be able to retrace their steps back out again.  The door was painted a 
deep red and was faded with age and was chipping furiously.  Lockhart 
pulled out a key and unlocked a shiny large padlock securing rusty 
clasps. 
 “Come on in, I’ll tell you all about it.” 
 Wendy walked through the gate and into a small courtyard 
decorated with potted plants and a few scattered pieces of stone 
furniture.  The entrance way was in one of the four corners of the 



 243 

square courtyard; rooms lined the open space on three sides.  The 
fourth side was a high grey wall from the adjoining house next door.  
An ancient rusted bicycle with two flat tires and a torn sun baked seat 
rest against the wall. 
 “Nice place,” she said genuinely admiring the traditional Beijing 
dwelling.  “It’s been years since I’ve been in one of these.” 
 Lockhart closed the gate behind him and padlocked it from the 
inside.  “Thanks, I mostly just use it in the summer.  It’s a nice place to 
throw a party on the few days the smog clears in Beijing and we get 
some sun.” 
 He led her into the largest room; it took up one full side of the 
courtyard. Inside was a large antique four-post wooden bed covered by 
a black and yellow silk quilt embroidered with a series of geometrical 
shapes.  Four large yellow silk covered pillows were at the head of the 
bed.  Intricately crafted paper lanterns were spread throughout the room 
next to or on top of a full set of polished sandal wood bedroom 
furniture.  In the corner were two large wooden chairs with cushions 
separate by a small table.  Wendy’s eyes drifted across the walls and a 
series of subtly lewd scrolls depicting classical Chinese men and 
women in various positions of amorous play.     
 She looked around the room and whistled, deciding that if Hugh 
Heffner had been Chinese, he would have a similar room in the 
Playboy Mansion.   
 “Is this where you entertain your lady friends Sean?” Wendy 
asked playfully. 
 Lockhart looked slightly abashed, “Heh, well let’s say I was 
going for an atmosphere of… romance and sophistication.” 
 “I’ll bet,” her eyes continued to wonder the room and she began 
to fear an entirely new side of Sean Lockhart. 
 “How about a drink?  I’m dying for one.”  He opened the doors 
of an armoire revealing a shelf full of bottles.  
 “Water will be fine for me, thanks.”  She eyed him as he poured a 
glass of scotch.  “Jiugui,” she smirked.  
 The term literally meant ‘alcohol demon’ or drunk. 
 He capped the whiskey bottle.  “I’ve had a rough day.  Did I tell 
you I was nearly beaten to death, then interrogated and incarcerated 
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before I came home to find you in my home ready to knock my block 
off?” 
 Lockhart pulled a bottle of Evian spring water from a mini-fridge 
at the bottom of the armoire and tossed it to her coolly.  
 She caught it and gave him a look.  “Thanks.  Sorry, I didn’t 
mean anything by it.”   
 He waved it off, “Never mind.” 
 Consciousness not to sit on the bed, Wendy sat in one of the 
chairs and motioned for Lockhart to come sit next to her.  He shrugged 
and complied. 

Leaning closer to him Wendy said, “I believe you were going to 
tell me your story Sean Lockhart.” 

 
 

Chapter 33 
 
 
 “I’ll try not to bore with you the details,” Lockhart said. 

Wendy smiled faintly, “I have a feeling it’s not going to be 
boring.” 

Lockhart sighed, “Do you know about my family?  Who my 
father is?  And Lockhart Industries?” 

Wendy nodded, “Yeah, I heard the cops talking about you, then I 
did a little research of my own.  You’re almost famous, you know?” 

“Yep, I guess so.  Anyway, that’ll save some time.  So you can 
guess how I grew up.  I had everything, went to the best schools, a lot 
of them actually… and my family knew all the right people.  If the 
United States had royalty, it would look a lot like the Lockharts.  Well, 
I know how this sounds… but it was sort of terrible.” 

“Huh!” Wendy made a face.  “Yeah, it must have been really 
hard growing up being rich and privileged.” 

  “No, no, no.  I’m not going to say ‘oh, poor me’.  Let’s just say 
it didn’t suit me.  Ever since I was young, people made plans about my 
life; my parents, my uncles, cousins, everyone.  There were a lot of 
expectations.  And then my father became vice president.  Suddenly my 
picture was everywhere and it seemed like the whole world was just 
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waiting for me to become a senator, and then president, or if it wasn’t 
that, they were expecting me to become the world’s youngest CEO of a 
multi-billion dollar enterprise or establish an NGO and help bring about 
world peace, or something…”  Lockhart threw up his hands in a sign of 
frustration.  

“So what?  You come from a wealthy and powerful family, it’s 
normal for there to be expectations.”  Wendy gave Lockhart a 
reproachful look. 

“Yeah, I guess so.  But I didn’t want my whole life to be defined 
by the fact I was a Lockhart.  I didn’t want to live up to other people’s 
expectations.  I just wanted to find my own way, in my own time, like 
most people do.” 

Wendy raised her eyebrows, “There’s nothing wrong with that.” 
“Try telling that to Jessup Lockhart and Margaret Stockton-

Lockhart.  My life was a race to one finish line of theirs’ after another.  
Graduation, marriage, first political campaign, etc.; my future resume 
was discussed over the dinner table like other families talk about a TV 
show.” 

“So you rebelled?” Wendy guessed. 
“You could say that.” 
“What?  Booze, drugs, Hollywood starlets?”  Wendy dangled one 

leg over the other playfully and nudged him with a toe. 
“Ha, no.  First it was golf.” 
Wendy gave Lockhart a queer look, “Golf?” 
“Yeah, I know it’s not the rebel bad boy image you’d expect.  

But that was my outlet.  I cut class and played golf.  Instead of going to 
state dinners, I played golf.” 

“Whatever,” Wendy said in disappointment.  “But none of this 
explains how we are sitting in Beijing, how you got involved with my 
grandparents murderers, or how you are a bad ass with a handgun.” 

“Good point.  To make a long story short, after college I joined 
the Marine Corps,” Lockhart said. 

“That’s right, I remember reading something about.  The all-
American boy joins the armed forces…” 

“It was more like the spoiled rich kid runs away from mommy 
and daddy.  If the Marines couldn’t keep my folks away no one could.” 

“How did they take it?” 
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“They were livid.  Not only did I join the Marines, but I didn’t 
even enlist as an officer.  I was just another jarhead, well almost.  I 
ended up in Embassy Security in Beijing for three years.” 

“Wow, that seems kind of lucky.” 
“Not really.  I had China when I was a kid and became fascinated 

with the place.  I studied Chinese at Yale.  So, for the Marines it was a 
natural fit.  Also, I learned later that my father pulled strings.  I guess 
he figured it was better I did that than end up in a desert somewhere on 
the wrong end of a Scud missile.  I didn’t mind though.  It was what I 
wanted.  It was the first, and maybe the only, time in my life I was glad 
he made things happen for me.” 

“Maybe that’s why he did it,” Wendy said. 
Lockhart paused and smiled.  “You know, I never thought of that 

way before.” 
“So the Marines made you a tough guy?” 
“It was a start, sure.” 
“What did you do after the Marines?”  
“Well, by then I definitely had the China bug.  I knew I was 

going to come back after I finished my service.  I never considered the 
military a career.  After I was discharged I went to Austin and got a 
MBA at the University of Texas.” 

“Texas? Why Texas?” Wendy was surprised. 
“Two good reasons; far away from my mom and dad, and year 

around golf,” he said. 
Wendy rolled her eyes. 
“So, two years there and then I was back in Beijing hanging up 

my shingle starting my own consulting company.  I figured I had the 
connections, the language and some business sense, so I would make a 
go of it.  But I was wrong.  I didn’t inherit the Lockhart business 
acumen and sense of entrepreneurialism.” 

“Why bother?  Did you need the money?” 
“Yes, sort of.  I have a small trust fund that most people would 

find more than sufficient to live on.  But I’m not really rich, though you 
could say I have expensive tastes.  You see, the Lockhart family 
doesn’t believe in giving its money to the next generation unless 
they’ve ‘earned it’ so to speak.” 

“What do you mean?”   
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“The great bulk of the family’s wealth is tied up in a family trust, 
and it’s run by a committee.  You don’t get a sizable piece of the family 
fortune unless you prove you’re worthy of it.  That way the money isn’t 
squandered by a bunch of sniveling country club bums and their trophy 
wives.” 

Wendy pointed a finger, “Sounds like a good idea in your case.” 
“Thank you very much.  Anyway, so I set up shop in Beijing to 

see if I could make of a go it.  And as I said, things didn’t work out like 
I planned.” 

“Did your business fail?  You seem to be doing alright now.” 
Lockhart shook his head.  “My business was failing, and it would 

have failed, except there was a hostile takeover, and that saved it.” 
“Did your father step in?” 
“In a manner of speaking…” 
“So who took over your business?” 
“The CIA.” 
“What?  How?” 
“Well, originally when I started the business, I had a few 

contracts to do market research and facilitate new market investments.  
You know, help with securing licenses, finding joint-venture partners, 
that sort of things.  For a year or two I scraped by.  My embassy 
connections were throwing leads my way and the office grew.  But then 
the contracts started drying up, and I ended up paying staff out of my 
own pocket.  Eventually it got so bad I couldn’t make payroll and I was 
behind on rent for the office.  That’s when they showed up?” 

“What, the CIA just offered you a pile of money for your 
business?” 

“Uh, no.  That’s not how they do things.  They sent Samuel...” 
Lockhart’s voiced faded as he wearily looked at the floor. 

“Samuel?”  Wendy nudged him again with his foot. 
“Yeah.  So, one day, this man, Samuel shows up in my office.  

He said he represents a small venture capital firm from New York, and 
they need eyes and ears in China.  He offered me a hundred fifty 
thousand dollars to do a market study on China’s oil and gas sector, not 
only including its companies but also profiling its leadership.  He even 
offered half up front.”  Lockhart gestured dramatically with his hands.  
“The answer to my prayers, problem solved, right?  Wrong.  We did the 
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report and he paid up.  But then he came back with more questions.  He 
said the report was fine, but his business partners were entering 
negotiations to build pipelines in China, and they needed more valuable 
information than what we gave them.” 

“Like what?”  Wendy was perplexed. 
“Like which officials from the state-owned oil and gas companies 

were corrupt, and how corrupt were they?  Samuel said his business 
partners were willing to pay bribes to get their deals done.  But they 
needed to know to whom and how much?” 

“Oh, and you found this out?  How?” 
“At first I wanted no part of it, but then I told myself it was 

business as usual, right?  This is how things get done in China.  So I 
started networking.  Taking government officials to lavish dinners, 
introducing them to their American counterparts in the industry, and I 
even helped get a few of their kids into Ivy League schools.”  He 
smiled, “I’m a Lockhart, right?  I know everyone and everyone knows 
me.  Eventually it was easy to get close to the guys I needed to, or at 
least get close to people who were close to them.  And I started to hear 
things…” 

“Like what?” 
“Like who was accepting bribes from who, who had expensive 

mistresses, who was protected by whom in the Politburo, whatever.  I 
was on the inside.  And that’s the kind of information I gave Samuel.” 

“You became a spy,” Wendy said in realization.  
“Exactly, but it didn’t stop there.  Samuel didn’t come back for 

several months, and the money started drying up again.  By the time he 
offered me another project I was desperate.” 

“What was it?” 
“This time he said he had new investors, and they were looking at 

trying to break into China’s aerospace industry, particularly satellite 
launches.  Supposedly they had technology without military 
applications they wanted to sell to the Chinese.” 

Lockhart looked at her, expecting a response, Wendy nodded for 
him to continue. 

“This time, Samuel said they didn’t need information about the 
Chinese firms.  There are only a few, and they felt they had a handle on 
that.  Instead, he said they need competitive intelligence.  They wanted 
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to know what the other foreign firms were doing in the market, the 
French, the Russians, and even the other American firms.” 

“Oh, so now you were spying on everyone?” Wendy said. 
“Yes.  We wrote briefs on who were the representatives of each 

of these firms in Beijing, their habits, and other snippets of information.  
It wasn’t hard to get close to them, no one suspected me.  I played golf 
with the Americans, drank with the Russians and pimped for the 
French…” Lockhart let the last statement sink in. 

 Wendy briefly turned away embarrassed and disgusted, “I see, 
and then what happened?” 

“Nothing, for a while; and then six months later I heard the 
French negotiator returned to Paris with a particularly nasty case of the 
clap.  And after that, an American firm was investigated for selling 
prohibited technology to the Chinese, several executive were sent to 
prison.  Some of them were my golf partners.” 

Wendy looked surprised, “What about the Russians?” 
“As far as I know, the Russians and the Chinese cut some kind of 

deal.  But the following year, a Chinese rocket blew up on launch, 
destroying a three hundred million dollar satellite.  The Chinese blamed 
the Russians for selling them faulty technology and it set the 
relationship back a few years.” 

“So?  It doesn’t sound like you had anything to do with that?” 
Wendy said. 

“Probably not directly, no.  But I was a piece of the machinery, 
an asset.  Knowingly or not, I fed important information to Samuel, he 
orchestrated the rest.” 

“So far it doesn’t sound like you did anything too special.  I mean 
let’s face it, it’s not like you are James Bond or anything.”  Wendy 
chided. 

“True, but that was only the beginning.  I had my suspicions; 
there was something wrong about Samuel and his high-priced research 
projects.  But I went on working for him, getting in deeper and deeper.  
By then I was hooked on the money. I was making it on my own, and I 
felt my life wasn’t a byproduct of my family name.  Or at least so I 
thought.” 

Wendy looked at him quizzically.  “Huh?” 
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 “Eventually Samuel forced me to face the truth.  He came clean 
and explained that my background, including being a Lockhart, placed 
me in a unique position to work for the CIA to navigate American and 
Chinese high society and the business world.  Both sides wanted my 
family connections to make deals.  I became the consummate fixer.  If a 
Chinese company wanted to buy assets in the United States and hit 
roadblocks, they knew I could place a few calls to the State Department 
and a few senators to help grease the wheels.  And for American 
companies, I was a privileged insider in Beijing, I know the market 
situation and I have the personal relations.  I am a middle-man in Sino-
US trade and the political minefield surrounding it.  I can get in the 
middle of everything, and the CIA gets to know it all.  That’s my role; 
and I sit back and collect handsome fees supplying reports and doing 
the occasional consultation.” 

“That’s it?  You’re nothing more than a businessman.  I don’t see 
how that’s going to help me get to the people responsible for killing my 
grandparents. You hardly seem qualified for the revenge business.”  
Wendy stood up and paced angrily as she spoke. 

“I’m not finished,” Lockhart raised his voice.  “My work for 
Samuel went on for almost two years.  I was becoming accustomed to 
it, and I got pretty good too.  But then I ran into a little trouble with the 
son of the former Vice Mayor of Beijing.” 

“What kind of trouble?” 
“This guy, Ruo Minfeg, and his father had their fingers in a lot of 

pies in Beijing, especially some of the construction projects for the 
Olympic Games.  The father would award building contracts to 
companies secretly controlled by his son.  Together they were cooking 
the books and skimming millions of dollars from these projects.  As 
you know this is common.  China is littered with sons and daughters of 
officials robbing the country blind.  No big deal.  Keeping the kind of 
company that I do, I ran into him a few times at some of Beijing’s more 
happening nightspots.  More than once he bragged to me about how 
much money he was making, and he wasn’t entirely subtle about his 
source of income.  I never thought much about it.  However, Ruo was a 
first class son of a bitch.  One evening while out drinking with mutual 
friends he began mistreating a lady…” 

“How?” Wendy asked intently. 
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Lockhart gave her a look suggesting he preferred not to discuss 
the details. 

“I want to know,” she insisted. 
“Ok, we were in a private room in a club, and a girl had passed 

out drunk on one of the sofas.  Ruo decided it would be funny to start 
entertaining the room with an impromptu peep show and started lifting 
the girl’s skirt and pulling down her shirt.  After a while he and his 
friends decided they liked what they saw and the girl was fair game 
for…”   

He hesitated searching for the appropriate words.   
“They were going to rape her?” Wendy asked. 
“Yes.  And I wasn’t about to let this happen.  I told Ruo that.  He 

suggested I take a hike.  I showed him the business end of my 
knuckles.” 

“Good for you!” 
“It didn’t work out so well for me.  Suddenly I didn’t have as 

many friends in the room as I thought I had.  Ruo and his buddies got 
the better of me, broke my nose, cracked a few ribs, and kicked out a 
few teeth.  You can’t go up against a guy like that in Beijing and not 
expect to pay a price.  He’s practically a prince, and I’m a loud mouth 
foreigner.  It didn’t matter who was right and who was wrong, they 
were going to show me who controlled things.  Unfortunately, the girl 
got it worse than me.” 

“Jesus,” Wendy whispered.  “Then what happened?” 
“My father and Samuel went ballistic.  That’s how I learned one 

was connected to the other.  You see, Samuel was an old acquaintance 
of my father’s, back when dad was a VP and plugged into the US 
intelligence community.  As it turns out, Samuel got me on the hook 
after prompting by my father.” 

“What?  I don’t get it.  Why would your father do something like 
that?” 

“Fatherly pride and an over-developed sense of patriotism would 
be my bet.  The Lockharts have a long tradition as statesmen, and as I 
later learned, a few had even been spies… I suspect they were always 
more of the colorful family members.   

In my dad’s way of thinking, he wasn’t about to let his only son 
hangout in Beijing and scrape together a living with a small business, 
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especially after I rejected their plans for a political career or as leader in 
the family firm.   So dad thought I could serve my country.  What the 
hell, I’d already done it as a Marine; I could do it as a spy.” 

“Are you serious?” Wendy was incredulous.  “I can’t believe any 
parent would put their child in danger like that.” 

“You haven’t met them.  Anyway back to the story.  As I said, 
my father and Samuel were both very angry.  My father because I got 
the hell kicked out of me, and Samuel because I let the hell get kicked 
out of me.  Two things happened after that; the first was that Ruo and 
his father were taken care of.   Evidence of their corruption was given 
to the Party disciplinary group, two Standing Committee members, and 
a Beijing newspaper.  Ruo was arrested, tried and summarily executed.  
His father saved everyone a lot trouble and drove off into the woods 
outside Beijing and put a bullet through his head.  Of course, his 
suicide might have been assisted, no one is saying.” 

“It sounds like it couldn’t have happened to nicer guys.  Where 
did the evidence come from?” 

Lockhart laughed.  “Oh come on…  It was Samuel, of course!  
You don’t think the CIA couldn’t uncover a little corruption in the 
Beijing government?  And, as it was, Ruo and his father weren’t very 
popular.  So, once everyone had a good excuse, they were pleased to 
get rid of them.” 

Wendy was bright eyed, “He did that for you, because you got 
beat up in a bar fight?” 

“Well, he did it for my father, because Jessup Lockhart tends to 
get what he wants.  But he also did it because he was protecting his 
asset.  After that encounter with Ruo I wouldn’t have been able to stay 
in Beijing, not with him and his father running half the city.  So they 
had to go.” 

Wendy looked at Lockhart with new admiration.  Obviously there 
was more to him than met the eye.  “What was the second thing?  You 
mentioned two things happened.” 

“Oh, right.  The other thing was that I was taken back to the 
States for training so the next time I stupidly got myself into trouble I 
would know how to handle it.  I had a six-month crash course in 
advanced hand-to-hand combat, more small arms training, and I was 
taught surveillance and counter surveillance.  Given my military 
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background I already had a good foundation.  But the guys on the farm 
made me better.  They taught me every dirty trick in the book…” 

“The farm?” Wendy interrupted. 
“The CIA training facility for covert operatives.  It’s on a farm in 

Virginia.  Didn’t you ever read a spy novel or see a movie?  I thought 
everyone knows about the farm.  It’s hardly a secret anymore.” 

“What was it like?” 
“Intense.  The first few weeks isn’t bad, it’s a lot of physical 

conditioning and learning a little bit of theory.  For example you study 
basic combat anatomy, pressure points, nerve endings, which bones 
break the easiest; that kind of thing.  I would also shoot about a 
thousand rounds a day until I became an expert marksman with a pistol.  
Then they brought me into an urban area to teach me how to follow 
people and avoid being followed if I wanted.” 

“Let’s hope you learned that well.” 
Lockhart ignored the remark.  “But the weeks after that were a lot 

harder.” 
“How so?” 
“Basically, I was methodically beat up every day in sparring 

practice until I learned to defend myself, first against one opponent, 
then against two, and then multiple attackers.” 

“Jesus, why did you go through with it?  You must have thought 
about quitting?” 

“No way, I wasn’t going to give my father the satisfaction.  He 
put me into it; I was going to show him I could handle it.”  Lockhart 
stuck out his chin defiantly. 

“I think you have some issues.” 
“According to my psych profile at Langley, I am a narcissistic 

personality and resentful of authority in most forms, including my 
parents, my CIA handler and any number of ex-girlfriends.  Also, I  
lack impulse controls and when frustrated or upset I see violence as an 
option.”  Lockhart smirked in satisfaction. 

Wendy blinked and her jaw dropped a fraction of an inch.  
Recovering, she said, “That’s good to know, you sound like the kind of 
man I’m looking for.  Under the circumstances, I can’t say I am pleased 
to have met you.  But I believe you, and if you do what you say you are 
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going to do, I will be grateful.  But there’s one thing I don’t 
understand?” 

“Only one?” he said. 
“For the moment, yes.  If you are CIA, why not call Samuel and 

get some help?  Why are we running around and hiding in a hutong?  
Can’t you have something done about this FBI agent Conally?” 

“I made contact with someone in New York to check into all of 
this; that was before the murders.  I have not heard back.  Also, I’ve 
been trying to make contact, but so far I haven’t been able to reach 
Samuel.  I was told he’s in Afghanistan, which probably means in one 
way or another he’s neck deep in Taliban and can’t be reached.  
Also…” 

 “What?” 
“I have to admit, I’m probably not his highest priority.  I suspect 

the guy is running a lot of other assets, and lately I’ve sort of been in 
the doghouse.  So, I don’t think he’s particularly anxious to return my 
calls.” 

“Oh, that’s just great.” 
“What can I say?  I’m not the world’s most diligent spy.” 
“Well, is there someone else you can call?’ 
“No, not really.” 
“Why not?” 
“I don’t trust anyone else.  I don’t know how well connected 

Conally is.  And so far we don’t have any evidence, so it would really 
just be my word against his.  Also…” 

“What?” 
“I’d prefer to just deal with Samuel and keep the rest of the CIA 

at arm’s length.  This is a dirty business.  Samuel knows my father, and 
I don’t think he’d burn him.  So I believe Samuel will look out for me 
if he can.  The same could not be said for the rest of the organization.” 

“But you are all on the same side.  Surely you can trust others in 
the CIA.” 

Lockhart laughed hard and shook his head.  “The firm’s 
corporate culture is: if you don’t understand it, investigate and analyze 
it; if you fear it, kill it; and if you can derive value from it, exploit the 
hell out of it until you can’t exploit it anymore.  I have no illusions.  
I’m an asset, I am to be exploited and discarded.  The key is to avoid 
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being used up and get out of this business while you still have your 
marbles and hopefully all your limbs.” 

“Jesus…  It’s a pretty dark world you live in.” 
“Yeah, well… I blame dad.” 
Wendy went silent; there was little more to say.  Lockhart 

seemed capable, and he was the only help she was going to get.  By a 
strange twist of fate, the man that brought death to her grandparents 
would be the same man that hopefully could deliver vengeance.   

Wendy yawned deeply and involuntarily stretcher her arms and 
rubbed her eyes.  “I’m tired; I need to get some sleep.” 

Lockhart immediately yawned in response.  “Me too...” 
Warily eyeing the bed, Wendy frowned.  It was a large, luxurious 

king-sized structure with an enormous mattress and several pillows; 
more than enough for two people to sleep comfortably.  There appeared 
to be no other bed in the house. 

“You got a sofa or something you can sleep on?” 
A dejected Lockhart sighed, “No, but I suppose these chairs will 

do.” 
Without hesitation, Wendy replied, “Ok then, turn out the light,” 

she flipped off her shoes and climbed into bed. 
Lockhart pulled the chairs closer together to prop up his feet and 

attempted to settle into a comfortable position.  Reaching to a switch on 
the wall to turn off the lights he was startled by a synthesized melody.     
 Wendy groaned, “That’s my phone, I wonder who that can be.  
It’s in my jacket pocket, can you throw it over?” 
 Lockhart found the phone in the woman’s leather jacket hanging 
off the back of the chair his feet were resting on and tossed the phone 
onto the bed.  Wendy quickly snatched up the phone and looked at the 
displayed number. 
 “I have no idea who this could be.  Screw it, I’m in no mood.”  It 
was probably another relative calling to wish condolences and ask 
questions.  She thumbed a button on the phone and the ringing stopped. 
 Lockhart shrugged and moved to turn off the light again.  The 
phone began to ring once more.   

“You might as well answer it,” he said. 
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Not bothering to hide her annoyance at the inconvenient call, 
Wendy answered abruptly, “Weeeiiii….”  Her continence morphed 
from disgruntled to surprise and confusion in a fraction of a second. 

She looked at Lockhart and said, “It’s for you.”  
   

Chapter 34 
 
 
 “Men are coming to kill you.”  The hurried voice spoke in 
Mandarin and sounded young. 
 Lockhart was taken aback; he considered the statement for a 
moment.  “Who are you? And how do you know?” 
 “I used to work for Vice Minister Zhang Tieying.  Earlier tonight 
the American, Conally, killed my friends and would have killed me.  
But I got lucky.  There’s no time to talk about this right now, you two 
need to get out of the siheyuan and as far away from there as possible, 
right now!” 
 “How do you know where I am?”  Lockhart placed his hand over 
the mobile phone’s microphone and spoke to Wendy.  “Get your things, 
we need to leave.” 
 Wendy was watching and listening to Lockhart’s side of the 
conversation.  She didn’t need much prompting to quickly put her 
shoes on and grab her jacket and bag. 
 “I’ve been watching you.  The siheyuan has cameras and 
microphones.  If I’ve been watching you, then they have been watching 
you too.  Go!  Hurry!” 
 Suspicious, Lockhart asked, “Why are you helping me?” 
 The voice went silent.  With the phone to his ear Lockhart began 
collecting articles from around the room; shoes, coat and gun, shoving 
the last into the waistband at the small of his back.  Growing impatient 
Lockhart repeated the question. 
 The response was nearly a whisper, “I need your help. I’m afraid 
of the Vice Minister and Conally...  I want you to kill them.” 
 It made sense.   

“Ok, call me back in ten minutes.”  Lockhart hung up the phone 
and motioned for Wendy to follow him as he exited the room. 
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 “Who was that?” Wendy asked. 
 Standing in the courtyard, Lockhart paused to look at her. “I 
don’t know.  It could be someone who wants to help us.  On the other 
hand it could be someone sent by the Vice Minister to kill us.  Either 
way, we need to get the hell out of here.” 

“Kill us?  Me too?” Wendy shouted.  
Lockhart shrugged, and continued walking, “Yep, it looks like 

you’re in it now.”  He grabbed the rusted bicycle leaning against the 
brick wall on the far side of the courtyard and wheeled it towards the 
house. 

Wendy followed closely behind Lockhart, “What do you mean?” 
Lockhart placed the bicycle against the wall of the house before 

pointing to the siheyuan’s surroundings with an index finger. “You 
know how I said we’d be safe here?”  

“Ya,” Wendy replied. 
“I think I was wrong.  According to whomever that was on the 

phone, they’ve been watching us and they sent someone to come kill 
us.” 

“Oh shit,” Wendy muttered. 
“Climb up here and onto the roof,” Lockhart pointed to the 

bicycle.  It was obvious that he wanted her to stand on the bicycle seat 
and pull herself up and onto the roof of the house.  

“What?  Are you serious?” 
As if in response to the question a dull metallic rattle was heard 

from the front gate.  Someone was trying to open it. 
“Go!”  Lockhart hissed and pulled the pistol.  “Walk on the roof 

to the next house and the one after that, from there you can get to the 
street on the other side of the block.  Stay low and don’t stop for 
anything.  I’ll be right behind you.” 

At the sight of the gun Wendy began moving quickly.  Within 
seconds her feet were on top of the old bicycle and she balanced 
precariously trying to lift her slim body onto the clay-tiled roof.  
Finding her footing on the surface of the ancient structure Wendy 
turned briefly to see if Lockhart was following.  To her amazement he 
was still standing in the courtyard. 

“Sean, come on!” she whispered. 
“Don’t worry about me, get moving!” 



 258 

The muffled sputtering of silenced machinegun fire followed by 
the noisy clanging of bullets striking the metal gate and the echo of 
dozens of brass shell casings hitting the concrete erupted in the night.  
A second volley of the same terrifying series of sounds blasted a 
moment later.  Wendy didn’t look behind her; she scrambled across the 
roof of the house and ran for life. 

Lockhart kept to the side the courtyard wall, out of the field of 
fire and rushed to its edge where the gate was located.  With a quick 
glance he saw that the large padlock was battered, but still holding fast.  
However, the old metal clasp holding it together was bullet riddled and 
barely hanging together by a few remaining pieces of unbroken metal.  
On the other side of the gate the oiled metallic sounds of automatic 
weapons being reloaded sounded off.   

Lockhart switched the pistol to his left hand and leaned against 
the wall for cover, sticking his gun arm around the corner towards the 
gate.  As soon as more fire from the silenced machine guns started 
hitting the gate, Lockhart let loose with his own torrent of lead, 
emptying the pistol’s magazine through the thin metal gate at a height 
level with a man’s chest.  Fifteen nine-millimeter rounds crashed 
through the gate and into the alleyway.   

As he spun on his heels and ran back towards the house Lockhart 
hoped the shots hit home, or at least gave the attackers enough reason 
to pause.  But there was little reprieve.  Seconds later a long stream of 
bullets slammed into the gate and it sprung open under the force, 
slamming against the inside wall of the courtyard.  Lockhart reached 
the bicycle and with an easy stride vaulted from its seat onto the roof.  
Scrambling to maintain controlled footing on the rounded clay tiles he 
scurried up to the apex of the roof.  Bullets slammed home around him, 
shattering tiles and whistling past his body just as he slid over the edge 
of the front side of the roof. 

Duck walking across the roof to the neighboring house, Lockhart 
reloaded his weapon.  The hutong’s rooftops were a series of inverted 
u-shaped edifices running perpendicular to each other to form an 
extended grid punctuated by sprouting trees and the occasional old 
television antenna.  Some of the larger buildings had flat expanses at 
their peaks, allowing Lockhart the opportunity to walk briskly across 
them.  He kept a sharp lookout for signs of Wendy as he made his way 
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to the far side of the block.  Reaching his destination two houses away 
from his own, he jumped into the alleyway below and remained 
crouched, ready to spring at the sight of gunmen. 

“Wendy?” he called for her.  
For a few fleeting moments Lockhart worried that he had lost her.  

Alone and on the run in Beijing the girl would barely have a change 
against the Vice Minister and his men. 
 

*** 
 
 The plan was simple; a frontal assault against an out-numbered 
and out-gunned opponent.  They should have had the element of 
surprise and the fight should have been over in a matter of seconds.  
But somehow they underestimated the man again. 
 As directed my Huping, Sha and Shou drove to the old Beijing 
neighborhood and prepared to kill Sean Lockhart and his companion in 
the siheyuan.  They arrived less than twenty minutes after Huping and 
the American were tipped off on the target’s location by the 
surveillance system left in place by the now deceased technicians. 

The two men were armed to the teeth; each had a silenced 
Heckler & Koch MP5K and hundreds of rounds of ammunition.  The 
German submachine gun could empty its 30-round magazine in a little 
over two seconds, sending a precise spray of killing power.  But their 
targets were well fortified.  

For an antiquated urban residence, a siheyaun is a hard target.  
Conditioned by proximity to the invading Mongolian and Manchurian 
empires to the north, traditional Beijing architects designed homes for 
function and form.  In this case, the primary function being to keep 
uninvited and potentially hostile visitors out of the home.  Stonewalls 
and thick wood or iron gates made each home a small fortress by itself.  

They hadn’t time to find a ladder to go over the wall, so they 
would have to break through the gate.  Their weapons were sufficient 
hardware for the job, but it would alert the occupants within, of whom 
at least one was armed.  With surprise on their side, the risk was 
acceptable.  Simple enough; through the gate, into the courtyard, shoot 
anything that moves, one man covering the other as he reloaded.  They 
wouldn’t stop firing until the targets were down.  
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 But their opponent had reacted faster than anticipated.  Even 
before they were through the gate Lockhart had returned fire.  The 
younger man, Shou, took two rounds straight into his chest.  Sha dove 
for cover after seeing his partner fall.  Slamming home another 
magazine, Sha disregarded his fallen comrade and continued firing into 
the center of the gate, hoping to destroy its lock and gain entrance.  
Under the pounding of the relentless gunfire, the gate finally sprung 
open.  Pausing to reload again he checked on the status of his 
companion.  Shou rolled to one side out of the field of fire and sat up 
coughing and gasping.  Sha was relieved, it look like the Kevlar vest 
took the brunt of the damage; the other man would be all right. 
 Crouching low, Sha quickly moved through the gate and looked 
for a target.  He saw a figure darting over the roof and fired a short 
volley.  But it was too late; he missed.  It was another lost opportunity. 
 

*** 
 

“Over here,” Wendy stepped from a doorway a hundred meters 
down the road. 

Relieved to see her, Lockhart rushed towards her, at the same 
time motioning her to get moving.   

“Let’s go!” he said catching up to her and grabbing her by the 
hand.  The other still held the pistol.  The two ran through the hutong, 
Lockhart leading Wendy through a series of left and right turns as he 
stair stepped across the old neighborhood and attempted to lose their 
hunters.  

“Did you kill them?” Wendy asked. 
“I hope so, but I doubt it,” he grunted. 
“Are they still chasing us?” Wendy looked over her shoulder for 

the gunmen. 
“Let’s not slow down and find out, come on!” Lockhart 

continued pulling Wendy ahead. 
Early in the morning, the Beijing alleyways were nearly deserted.  

But after running for several minutes they came upon a broad roadway, 
one of the city’s multi-laned ring roads laid in a series of concentric 
circles from its center at Tiananmen Square.  On the main thoroughfare 
foot and road traffic was light, but steady.  Street sweepers, garbage 
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collectors and the occasional passing car occupied the roadways.  
Lockhart stuffed the pistol back into his trousers and hid it from view 
under his jacket.   

Crossing the ring road at an underpass Lockhart flagged down a 
taxi and directed the driver to take them along the ring road to the south 
side of Beijing, far from their current location.  The pair slunk into the 
car’s back seat and was relieved as it sped away.  Before either of them 
spoke, Wendy’s mobile phone rang, reminding them of the initial cause 
of their flight. 

“Hello,” Lockhart answered. 
“Good, you are still alive,” the voice said. 
“Yes, and I think we have you to thank for that.” 
The response was grim.  “I hope you will do me the same favor.” 
 

 

Chapter 35 
 
  
 Lockhart looked at the caller’ number on the phone, he could tell 
by the prefix it was a Beijing number, but not a mobile phone. 
 “Where are you?” he asked. 
 “I’m at a public phone near Sanyuan Bridge,” the voice replied. 
 “What’s the number?  I’ll call you back in a minute.” 
 The voice gave Lockhart the number. 
 “What’s your name?” 
 The voice hesitated before it answered, “I’d rather not say on the 
phone.” 
 “OK, I understand.  I’ll call back; don’t go anywhere.  You won’t 
be able to reach me on this number again.”   

Lockhart hung up and then cracked the phone open, revealing the 
battery and SIM card in the back of the phone.  He took out the card 
and threw it out the window. 

Wendy began to protest, but Lockhart waved off her objections 
and then pulled the bag of SIM cards of his pocket, selected a new one 



 262 

and placed it in the phone.  He then told the driver to take them to 
Sanyuan Bridge.  The driver grumbled, but obliged his passenger. 

“Why’d you take out the card?” Wendy asked in English to 
prevent eavesdropping by the driver. 

“If the Vice Minister is still using PSB resources he can track us 
by the phone number.   All they have to do is triangulate our position 
from China Mobile’s service towers.” 

“Oh is that all they have to do?” Wendy replied sarcastically. 
“Yep, so if we keep changing cards and numbers, they’ll never 

know where we are.”  Lockhart gave her reassuring grin. 
“Are we going to meet the guy on the phone?” 
“Yes.” 
“What if they are waiting for us when we get there?” 
“I have an idea,” Lockhart said and turned to the taxi driver, 

“Hey, would you like to make five thousand kuai?” 
It turns out, the taxi driver did. 

 
*** 

 
Yue Ming lit a cigarette and waited by the phone in a small store 

that was open all night.  At the back of the shop a table with a couple of 
telephones and a meter was setup.  The store proprietor made a nice 
piece of cash from the migrant workers constructing a nearby high rise.  
Dozens came in on a daily basis to place calls to Hunan, Sichuan, 
Anhui or any other of the interior provinces supplying the labor behind 
the construction boom along China’s coast.  A small group of the 
workers were loitering in the shop.  Yue Ming didn’t mind the 
company. 

Before he could finish his smoke, the phone rang.  He answered it 
immediately; it was the American. 

“Can you meet us at the northeast corner of Sanyuan Bidge in 
fifteen minutes?” 

“Yes.” 
“What do you look like, what are you wearing?” 
“Tall, thin; I’m wearing jeans and a dark blue sweater.” 
“OK, we are sending a cab for you.  It’ll pullover, pick you up, 

and take you to us.  Try not to talk to the driver; it could cause trouble.” 
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“OK, sounds good.” 
“One more thing.  If this is a trick, you’ll be sorry…” 
“It’s not a trick.  I need your help.” 
Lockhart hung up. 

 
*** 

 
 Lockhart struck a deal with the driver.  Five thousand kuai is 
about a month’s salary for a driver, so the man was eager for the 
money, but was naturally suspicious.  The American assured him 
nothing bad or illegal was happening.   

The young man he needed them to pick up was his girlfriend’s 
little brother.  He nodded to Wendy and inferred she was the girlfriend 
in question.  Lockhart then spun a long yarn about how her brother 
disapproved of his sister dating a foreigner, and things had come to a 
head earlier in the night when the brother found his sister and Lockhart 
in bed together.  Wendy made a disgusted face as he spoke. 
 The confrontation turned into a shoving match, which naturally 
Lockhart won.  The brother stormed out of the apartment swearing 
vengeance and muttering crazy things.  His sister is desperately worried 
and just wants her brother to come home and calm down so they can 
talk about it.  That’s why they were sending the car.  But they can’t be 
in it when it picks up the young man; they feared he would runaway if 
he saw either one of them.  Wendy nodded and gave a mournful look; it 
wasn’t hard. 
 Lockhart assured the driver they appreciated his help and 
discretion in the matter.  That’s why he was willing to pay so 
handsomely, half up front.  Nothing was more important that getting 
his girlfriend’s younger brother home safe. 
 

*** 
 
 Yue Ming stood on the corner and did his best to look in every 
direction at once without looking obvious or nervous.  It was 
impossible, but he didn’t stop trying.  After five minutes a taxi pulled 
up to him and the cabbie yelled through the passenger window. 
 “Your sister and her friend sent me to pick you up.  Alright?” 
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 “Yeah, no problem.”  Yue Ming leapt in the car’s backseat.  
“Let’s go!” 
 The driver wondered why the angry young man was acting so 
enthusiastic.  But what did he care?  As long as he got his money, and 
got away from these crazy people, he’d be happy. 
 Yue Ming sat in the backseat and tried to puzzle together what 
kind of story Lockhart told the driver.  Obviously he was supposed to 
play along.  Wendy Wang his sister?  He wondered if all Americans 
thought the Chinese looked alike. 
 

*** 
 
 Wendy was left waiting in a nearby alleyway with instructions to 
leave immediately if Lockhart wasn’t back in twenty minutes.  He gave 
her Larry and Kelley’s phone numbers; she was to find them and have 
them take her to the Lockhart Industry’s jet and get back the US.  She 
was reluctant to split up, but he convinced her it was safer. 
 Lockhart walked two streets to an intersection and waited in the 
doorway of a building.  He watched the right lane of the on-coming 
traffic carefully.  A few cars passed before he saw what he was looking 
for.  Like many taxis in Beijing, it was painted yellow with green trim.  
But he recognized the license plate and the #47 fleet number stenciled 
on the car’s body.  It pulled up into front of where Lockhart waited.  
There was a slight figure sitting in the backseat. 
 He moved fast, springing from the doorway, opening the rear 
passenger side door and rammed his body in.  The force sent Yue Ming 
flying to the other side of seat.  The young man screamed in shock and 
terror. 
 Lockhart said quickly in English, “I’m armed, anything goes 
wrong, you get it first.  Understand?” 
 Yue Ming nodded. 
 “What’s wrong?  Is everything OK?”  The driver was worried, 
the car didn’t move. 
 “Tell the driver everything is alright!” Lockhart again spoke 
English. 
 Yue Ming spoke rapidly and did his best to console the disturbed 
driver.  The man eyed the passengers in the backseat; he smelled 
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trouble.  Lockhart shoved the remaining sum he owed the man into his 
hand and told him to get moving.  The driver angrily shifted into gear 
and drove off, one eye permanently fixed on the rearview mirror and 
his passengers. 
 Yue Ming asked, “Are you going to help me?” 
 Lockhart sized him up.  The young man couldn’t have been more 
that twenty-one or two.  He was filthy, skinny and stunk.  But his 
clothes were new and his hair was cut stylishly.  Obviously he had a 
rough night, but otherwise he looked like a college kid, not police. 
 “What’s your name?” 
 “Yue Ming.” 
 “OK.  Yue Ming, you have exactly one minute to convince me to 
trust you.”  Lockhart looked hard at the young Chinese.  After he took 
his eyes off him he glanced through the rear window to see if they were 
being followed. 
 “I know about the turtle eggs and the money.  I helped the Vice 
Minister steal it.” 
 “I’m sure you did, or still do, work for the Vice Minister.  The 
clock is running.  Why should I trust you?”  Lockhart quickly patted 
Yue Ming looking for listening or tracking devices.  A cursory search 
didn’t turn up anything, but it didn’t mean there was anything to be 
found.   
 “I’m clean.  I don’t work for him anymore; he had Conllay kill 
my friends.  He shot all of them.” 

“Why didn’t he shoot you?”   
 “I think they believe they have.  There were four of us in the 
farmhouse.  But I went out to use the toilet when the delivery boy from 
store arrived.  Conally must have walked in and shot them without 
looking closely who they were.  Four boys.  Four dead bodies.” 
 “That’s just your story.  It doesn’t prove anything.” 
 “I have evidence, we can use it against the Vice Minister.” 
 “What evidence?” 
 “Files, bank records, video surveillance.  We ran the whole thing.  
The Vice Minister has been planning this for a year.  I’ll give it to you.” 
 “Let me see it.” 
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 “I have this,” Yue Ming pulled the portable hard drive from his 
pants pocket and showed Lockhart.  “Also, I mailed some of the files to 
myself for safe keeping.” 
 Lockhart pulled Wendy’s mobile phone from his pocket; he had 
just placed in a fresh SIM card for the ride.  “Here, you can got online 
with this.  Let me see some of these documents.” 
 Yue Ming did as he was instructed and downloaded a handful of 
files; bank statements, turtle egg dossiers, a short video recording of 
Fang Lihui giving an accountant instructions over the phone.  It only 
took a few minutes to transfer the files, and Wendy’s phone was 
equipped with the necessary software to open the documents. 
 “What exactly did you do for the Vice Minister?” 
 “I’m a cyber warfare expert and a specialist in economic 
terrorism,”  Yue Ming smiled proudly.  
 “Uh huh.  You mean you can steal money electronically?” 
 “Yes!” 
 “Why did they need you?  I thought I was shaking down the 
turtle eggs.  That’s why I was sent to New York, to get the money.  
And because of Wang Jin, I got roughly one hundred and twenty 
million, giver or take.” 
 Yue Ming laughed.  It was a patronizing foolish cackle.  Lockhart 
didn’t like it. 
 “What’s so funny?” 
 “You got lucky with Wang Jin.  Who knew he was going to give 
back all of his money?  But I can’t believe you still believe this was all 
about you.  And about how much money you convinced the turtle eggs 
to give you.”  Yue Ming was amused and physically trying to contain 
himself from jumping up and down in the back seat. 
 “Well, wasn’t it?” 
 “Noooooooo!”  It took Yue Ming at least two seconds to say the 
word.  “I did it!  It was all me.  I stole the money.  Over nine hundred 
million dollars...” 
 “What?” Lockhart exclaimed.  “How?” 
 “As I said, the Vice Minister’s been planning this for a year.  We 
watched the turtle eggs, we watched their money, as much as we could 
find anyway.  And then we sent you.  You were the final step.” 
 “How so?” 
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 “You sprung the trap.  It was your job to scare the turtle eggs into 
moving their money.  We figured once you showed up and explained 
the situation to them they’d all try to run.  And when they ran they 
would have to move their money too because you showed them you 
knew where it was.  And that’s when we found everything.  
Everything!  Dollars, Swiss Francs, Euros, Pounds, gold.  It all began 
to move around.  And that’s how we could take it.  You led us to the 
buried treasure.  Don’t you see?” 

“You were amazing!  No one knew what you were going to do 
next.  It was great how you bullied Reggie Xin and then made friends 
with the Wangs.  And how you handled Fang Lihui was brilliant.  My 
friends and I thought Ouyang was going to tear you apart…” Yue Ming 
was beaming. 
 “Then you knew the plan all along?” Lockhart snarled.   

Wary of raising the driver’s alarm, he surreptitiously moved his 
arm low and outside the field of vision before striking.  Lockhart’s 
elbow dug deep and forcibly into Yue Ming’s gut. 
 The young man moaned and coughed. 
 “Don’t shout or say anything to the driver, or I’ll end you right 
now.  I’ll break your fucking neck.” 
 Yue Ming breathed hard for few moments before he found his 
voice. 
 “We didn’t know they were going to get killed.  None of us 
knew.  Those two, they just showed up. Those men take their orders 
directly from the Vice Minister.  We saw them the first time in New 
York.  Please believe me.  My team didn’t think anyone was going to 
get killed.  That’s not the kind of thing we do.  We’re hackers, geeks.  
Not killers.”   

Yue Ming’s English broke at times and he casually replaced 
words with Chinese.  He was on the verge of tears.  Lockhart noticed 
the driver getting agitated again. 

“Calm down, speak English and look at me.” 
Yue Ming turned to meet Lockhart’s eyes.  They were cold and 

blue, Yue Ming was afraid of them. 
“Tell me again.  Did you know the Wangs were going to get 

killed?” 
“No!  I swear.”  
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Lockhart believed him.  He’d had the same conversation before 
and said the same thing.  

 
  

Chapter 36 
 
 

The taxi dropped off its two messengers and sped away, the 
driver was happy to take the money and run.  Wendy came from the 
alleyway as soon as she saw Lockhart and the young Chinese man.  
Solemn introductions were made. 

“What do we do now?” Wendy asked. 
“We need to go somewhere and talk.  There’s still more we need 

to learn from our new friend here.”  Lockhart jerked a thumb at Yue 
Ming. 

“Can we go get something to eat?  I’m starving.”  Yue Ming 
looked at his new companions hopefully. 

“I know I always feel better after eating something,” Wendy said. 
“OK, let’s eat,” Lockhart agreed. 

 
*** 

 
Thirty minutes later they were seated at a twenty-four hour 

dimsum restaurant and the table was piled high with dishes.  The 
remains of hardy pork-filled baked buns, delicate shrimp-stuffed steam 
dumplings, spongy cold tofu saturated with sesame sauce, mustard 
greens, spicy Sichuan noodles in red chili oil and other favorites littered 
the table.  Lockhart and Wendy leaned back and digested, they were 
stuffed.  Yue Ming continued to shovel food into him at an amazing 
rate; he was a bottomless pit.  No one remarked that the meal could be 
his or her last. 

In between mouthfuls of food Yue Ming and Lockhart brought 
Wendy up to speed, retelling the conversation they had in the taxi.  
Wendy was initially skeptical of the young hacker’s motives and his 
involvement with the murders.  But she was beginning to trust 
Lockhart, and decided she would have to trust Yue Ming as well. 
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 “Tell me be about the two killers, who are they?” Lockhart was 
eager to know whom he was up against.  The first two instances he met 
them they didn’t introduce themselves. 
 Yue Ming stopped chewing the second the topic was raised.  He 
swallowed and set down his chopsticks.  
 “Their names are Sha and Shou.  Huping told me about them; she 
was trying scare me so I wouldn’t get any ideas about crossing the Vice 
Minister.  Both of them used to be police.  I don’t know where, but I 
know they brutalized civilians and beat confessions out criminals, 
sometimes just for the fun of it.  Eventually, because of corruption and 
violence, they both ended up in prison, in a labor camp.  That’s were 
they met.  According to Huping, because they had both been police, 
every other prisoner in the camp wanted them dead.  They were 
attacked repeatedly, but no one was able to get to them.  Supposedly 
they killed and injured more people in prison than they ever did 
outside.  They are vicious and they are talented. 
 The Vice Minister found out about them.  He had them 
‘rehabilitated’ and placed under his personal command.  I don’t know 
how long they have been with him, but I have the impression it’s been 
several years.  Huping talks as if they would die for the Vice Minister.” 
 “I’d like to find out,” Lockhart remarked. 

“The first time we saw them was last week in New York, after 
you met your contact at the diner in New Jersey.” 
 The statement hit Lockhart like a sledgehammer.  “You were 
watching?  So, the Vice Minister knows I met someone in the diner?  
How?” 
 “The thumb drive was a tracking device.  We weren’t listening in 
on the conversation, but we know it occurred.  And we knew you gave 
the memory device to that man…” Yue Ming paused to recall the 
name.  “Tillman.” 
 Now Lockhart was worried.  “What happened after I gave 
Tillman the data?”  He was afraid he already knew the answer. 
 “Sha and Shou killed him.  Afterwards Conally created an 
electronic trail make it look like Tillman ran off with a woman.  
Probably no one knows he’s dead.” 
 Lockhart cursed.  That meant the files never reached Samuel and 
it meant Tillman wasn’t following up.  All he had was a lot of 
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unanswered phone calls to his CIA handler.  He was alone, and every 
shred of evidence he collected was now gone; erased by the Vice 
Minister’s men. 
 “We still have your files though, right?” 
 Yue Ming smiled, “Yes, I can prove what Vice Minister Tieying 
has been doing.  And that he’s a criminal.  They took the money for 
themselves.  They had us all fooled; we thought it was a government 
operation.  But the Vice Minister and Conally never planned to hand 
over the money.” 
 “But why?” Wendy asked. 
 “What do you mean?  They wanted the money of course?” Yue 
Ming said. 
 “No, I mean why kill my grandparents?  And why do it so 
horribly?” Anger was building in Wendy again.  The more she heard 
the more she realized that the people responsible were remorseless and 
vile.  Her grandparents had been marked for death for a year before the 
fateful night.  It didn’t seem real.  How could there be such people in 
the world? 
 Lockhart sat silent, stoned faced.  He was contemplating the 
question.  The violence of the murders seemed to be a statement of 
some kind, but he couldn’t figure it. 
 “I think I know.”  Yue Ming cleared his throat as if he was a 
professor about to deliver a lecture.  “There are more turtle eggs than 
just the three.  There are hundreds more.  Huge sums of money have 
been flooding out of China illegally for years, and so have the thieves 
who have been stealing it.  The Vice Minister and Conally hoped they 
could repeat the model; first the three in New York, then maybe some 
more in Los Angeles, Vancouver, wherever.  The terrible murders, and 
the newspaper coverage of them, would be helpful for the next time.” 
 “What?” Wendy was incredulous. 
 “Makes sense,” Lockhart said.  “That means the next time they 
send someone to collect on some turtle eggs, the targets will definitely 
know they mean business.  They’ll be scared.  They’ll respond 
immediately.  Which is what you want, right?” 
 “Right,” Yue Ming said.  “When the turtle eggs are scared, they 
get prepared to run, and they move their money.  That’s how we got 
them.”  
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 “Jesus,” Wendy muttered.  “My grandparents weren’t killed for 
revenge, or hatred, or punishment…  They were killed because it was 
expedient.  It fit nicely into someone’s horrible plans.” 
 Lockhart held, “Don’t try to make sense of it by over analyzing.  
Your grandparents were killed because of greed, plain and simple.  
Now we are going to get even.  And that will have very little to do with 
law or justice.  We have to do it so that we are never harmed by this 
vermin again.” 
 

*** 
  
 Fresh pots of tea were served, drained and replaced.  The three 
had a lot to talk about.  The primary question is what to do next?  They 
were assuming that the Vice Minister still didn’t know Yue Ming was 
alive, and was determined to kill Lockhart and probably Wendy too.  
The other two looked to Lockhart. 
 “The best I can come up with is that we cut a deal, using Yue 
Ming’s miraculous return from the dead as our only piece of leverage.” 
 “No, I’m not taking their money Sean.  I want to hurt them.”  
Wendy was getting angry. 
 “I’m not finished…” Lockhart shot back.  “We offer them a deal.  
We want money, a lot of money.  In exchange, we promise to forget 
about them.  We call a truce.” 
 Wendy moved uncomfortably in her seat. 
 Yue Ming’s head twisted in incomprehension, “And then what?” 
 “If they agree to a deal, and I think they have to, then we insist 
we meet in a public place, with lots of people so we feel safe.  After all, 
we can take it for granted they still want to kill us.” 
 Everyone agreed. 
 “So, when we have them in public, we nail them!” 
 Wendy and Yue Ming had the same response, “How?” 
 He told them.  
 

*** 
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 Yue Ming didn’t like the plan; it was too dangerous, especially 
for him.  Wendy refused to go along.  In her mind it wasn’t enough, 
and too many things might go wrong. 
 “Got any other ideas?” Lockhart asked. 
 The question was met with silence.  Neither could think of a 
better way.  But Yue Ming was in favor of saving his skin. 
 “How about the two of you do it, and I’ll take the Lockhart jet 
out of China?” 
 Wendy frowned.  Lockhart put up his hands in objection. 
 “Won’t work.  First of all, you don’t have a passport, so the jet 
can’t take you anywhere.  Second of all, there’s no way they are going 
to agree to a meeting if you’re not there.  You’re the key.  They’ll be 
afraid of what you know and what you can do.  They’ll want to see you 
again.” 
 “Yeah, and kill me,” Yue Ming grumbled. 
 “Don’t worry, we’ll be right next to you,” Lockhart responded. 
 Wendy weighed in, “That’s what worries me.” 
  Lockhart looked at Wendy and Yue Ming, they all nodded 
silently in agreement.  They would follow his plan. 
 Lockhart got up from the table, “OK, let’s go.  I have a call to 
make.”   
  

 

Chapter 37 
 
 

Preparations for leaving Beijing were finalized.  They could leave 
at a moment’s notice and be out of the country in a hurry.  But now 
they were waiting.  The assassins missed Lockhart a second time.  The 
Vice Minister and Conally believed it would be a matter of time before 
Lockhart contacted them.  The man had come back to Beijing for a 
reason, probably money, maybe something else.  Whatever it was he 
wanted, he needed it from them.  They figured they could afford to wait 
a little while and speak to Lockhart on more time.  It might be the last 
best opportunity they had to kill him. 
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“Why don’t we have more men?  Somebody should have been 
following Lockhart.  We shouldn’t have been only relying on electronic 
surveillance.”  Huping was fuming. 

Conally watched her, guardedly amused.  “I agree.  Too bad your 
father killed all of his people, we could use some more of them right 
now.” 

The woman snarled.  “It was necessary.  They knew too much.” 
The FBI man let the issue drop.  He hoped he only had a few 

more hours left in the presence of the Vice Minister and Huping.  It 
would be best to stay cool, avoid a confrontation.  He was almost home 
free. 

They had all moved to Huping’s mansion from the restaurant.  
Conally and Huping sat in the main living room, the Vice Minister was 
on the phone covering his bases with the exit strategy and pushing his 
PSB network to find Lockhart. 

Sha and Shou were in a bedroom, Conally heard Sha scream 
when he removed his vest after he came in the house.  Lockhart must 
have tagged him.  Conally took a round in the vest years ago during a 
drug raid in Columbia.  It hurt like hell.  He had had a cracked clavicle 
and a purplish-black bruise the size of a catcher’s mitt on his shoulder 
for weeks afterwards.   

Conally popped his head into the bedroom, Shou had his shirt off 
and Sha was looking at the injury.  There wasn’t a wound, only a spider 
web-shaped bruise on his chest and it looked like it was growing.  Shou 
touched the other man gingerly, checking for broken bones.  The 
younger man hissed in pain.  Maybe a broken rib, otherwise the man 
looked fit for battle.  Conally dreaded the thought.   

Both men gave Conally an unwelcome look and he retreated from 
the room.  The FBI didn’t know what to do with himself, he walked 
back into the main room.  Huping did not respond to his return.  She 
was busy inventorying her bags.  She had several but only one was 
important.   

A million dollars weighs roughly twenty pounds in hundred-
dollar notes.  A large suitcase with wheels stood in the middle of the 
room.  It weighed a little over fifty pounds; two and a half million 
dollars.  Traveling money.  Conally barely gave the bag a second 
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glance.  He had much more sitting in banks overseas waiting for him.  
All he had to do was cover his tracks and get out of China. 

His mobile phone rang, he answered before the end of the fist 
ring. 

“I’ll call back in exactly three minutes, all three of you must be 
on the line.  I’ll tell you my terms.”  Lockhart hung up. 
 

*** 
 

Wendy and Yue Ming walked next to Lockhart.  He was walking 
and talking on the phone.  Both admired that his mouth worked twice 
as fast as his feet, which were working over time as the man paced in 
nervous circles on the sidewalk as he unleashed a verbal barrage.  
Lockhart was in a frenzy; cursing, threatening and laying on abuse.  It 
was an admirable performance. 
 

*** 
 
 Conally assured Lockhart the the Vice Minister and Hu Ping 
were on the conference line, they both issued malicious greetings. 
  “Hello assholes… You’re fucked!  I can’t believe my luck.  You 
three must be the most incompetent group of fuckwits ever to steal a 
billion dollars.” 
 “Is there a point to all of this?  Or are you just wasting our time?” 
Conally barked into the receiver. 
 The Vice Minister and Huping sat next to each other on the other 
side of the room, the daughter translating for the father.  The old man 
shook his head in response. 
 “Oh there’s a point.  Instead of ten million dollars, my partners 
and I now want thirty million, ten million each.  You can forget about a 
wire transfer, I want it in five hundred thousand dollar denominated 
bearer bonds.  And I want them noon today.” 
 “What?  You can’t be serious!” Conally shouted back. 
 “And if you don’t have the bonds on hand, I know a banker or 
two in Hong Kong and Macau that can get them to Beijing on the first 
flight of the day.” 
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 “My father would like to know why we should pay such a large 
amount,” Huping said. 
 “You’re not going to like this, are you ready?”  Lockhart was 
yelling and laughing into the phone.  “You missed one at the 
farmhouse.  You should have looked closer at the bodies.  You took out 
a bystander and missed a hacker.” 
 Cold panic spread through Conally’s body.  How did Lockhart 
know about the farmhouse?  What did he mean they missed one?  
 Huping’s hand was over the receiver while she and her father 
exchanged hushed exclamations. 
 “Hello?  Are you still there,” Lockhart chided them and slammed 
the mobile phone into the palm of his hand. 
 “What did you say?” Conally stammered. 
 “You heard me.  I know about the farmhouse and what went on 
there.  And Conally, I know it was you who killed the hackers, at least 
three of them anyway.” Lockhart let the statement sink in.  “Man, I 
wouldn’t want to be in your shoes.  I bet the Vice Minister will be 
pretty hard on you.  Especially now that I have the fourth cyber 
financial terrorist, or whatever you call him.” 
 “Prove it,” Huping spat. 
 “Oh hello kitty cat.”  Lockhart enjoyed baiting the woman.  “Let 
me see.  He’s tall, thin, a whiz with computers, and he says he knows 
where there’s several hundred million dollars lying around.” 
 “What’s his name?” Huping spat again. 
 “Yue Ming.  His name is Yue Ming.” 
 Conally looked at the Vice Minister.  The name registered and 
the old man nodded his head curtly and bore his eyes back at the 
American. 
 “He’s a smart kid.  He kept a lot of records.  Bank accounts, 
surveillance records, that sort of thing.  I wonder if you three thought to 
keep anyone around that could hide your money?  Or did you figure 
once the hackers were dead you’d be safe?” 
 “What’s the deal?” The world was crashing in on Conally. 
 “We want a truce.  We’ll take the money and the evidence the kid 
has on you and we walk away.  We forget you killed family and 
friends.  We forget you tried to kill us.  Thirty million dollars can help 
heal a lot of wounds.  But if anything ever happens to any of us, what 
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we know goes to the authorities in China and the United States.  Then 
we’ll see how long you’ll last.” 
 “We’ll have to think it over,” Conally said. 
 “No you don’t.  Unless we get paid today, evidence of your 
crimes goes to authorities in Washington DC and Beijing.  You know I 
have the connections to make it happen.  Meanwhile, as you’re trying 
to cover your asses, my friend Yue Ming will be breathing down your 
neck, and I’m sure he can steal from you a hell of a lot more than thirty 
million.” 
 Conally looked at the Vice Minister and Huping.  The old man 
nodded, this was what they had been waiting for. 
 “Ok, we’ll meet you at the Vermillion Dragon at noon.” 
 “There’s not a chance in hell we’d meet you on your ground.  
We’ll meet some place public, where there’s lots of people and we feel 
safe.” 
 “Ok, where?” 
 “Tiananmen Square, by the flagpole, I want you three there, and 
just you three.  And if I see the Vice Minister’s two animals, Sha and 
Shou, the deal’s off.” 
 Conally again looked over to his partners for their consent.  The 
Vice Minister shook his head and pointed at him. 
 “Can’t do it.  I’m coming alone.” 
 “No way, forget about it.  It’s a package deal, all three of you or 
nothing.  I’m calling the shots now, not you and the Vice Minister.” 
 “I’ll have the bonds.  Huping and the Vice Minister don’t need to 
be there.”  Conally tried to sound reassuring. 
  “I’m sure you’ll be there, and I’m sure you’ll have the money.  
But let’s just say I think there’ll be less of a chance of anything going 
wrong if the Vice Minister and Huping are there.  I want them where I 
can see them.” 
 The Vice Minister snapped his fingers to get Conally’s attention 
and gave him an abrupt nod.  
  “We’ll be there,” he said. 
 

*** 
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 “I don’t like it.”  Huping flung the words at Conally the second 
he hung up the phone.  “It doesn’t make sense.  He knows we’ll try to 
kill him.” 
 “I agree with you.  Lockhart’s got something up his sleeve,” 
Conally said. 
 Huping spoke rapidly in Chinese with her father and explained 
her and Conally’s feelings.  He raised his hand to cut her off.  For 
Conally’s benefit he spoke in English. 
 “What are we afraid of? One man, a young woman and a boy?  
Don’t over estimate them.” 
 “We’ve been under estimating Lockhart from the start!”  Conally 
slammed his fist on a table, raising a clatter of dishes and startling the 
Vice Minister and Huping.  “Do you really think the man is going into 
this meeting without a plan?  He’s practically been one step ahead of us 
the whole time.” 
 The Vice Minister and Huping rapidly exchanged words.  
Conally could see the tension rising between them, it was obvious the 
old man didn’t like what he was hearing.  He abruptly cut off his 
daughter and gave her a stiff dressing down.  She bit her lip and hung 
her head. 
 “My father said, as usual you are missing the point.  He is not 
worried about Lockhart.  It’s better if he’s dead, but alive or otherwise, 
it’s of little importance compared to Yue Ming.  The boy absolutely 
must die.  He knows too much and he’s too smart.  Our fortune would 
never be safe while he’s alive.”  
 Conally considered the situation.  One young man stood between 
him and hundreds of millions of dollars.  Lockhart was a loose cannon, 
but Yue Ming was the real threat.  He knew where the money was, 
where it was going and how it was going to get there.  He had set it all 
up.  If Yue Ming had kept evidence like Lockhart said it did, it could be 
damaging if it got in the wrong hands.  The Chinese and the Americans 
would be aware of the scheme and be after the three of them.  But a 
billion dollars was a hell of a head start.  It just wasn’t big enough if the 
hacker was alive. 
 

*** 
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 Lockhart hung up the phone, ripped out the chip and flung it on 
the sidewalk.  He turned and looked at his companions. 
 “They’re going for it, they’ll be there,” he said. 
 “You are going to get me killed.” Yue Ming waved his hands in 
the air and paced in circles.  “You don’t care if I live or if I die.” 
 “That’s not true.  But this the only way I can figure it.  You got a 
better plan?” 
 Wendy remained silent.  She was afraid if she said the wrong 
thing Yue Ming would bolt, and she needed him.  The boy was the only 
thing that was going to bring the Vice Minister, Conally and Huping 
out in the open; where they could get them.  But she knew he was right.  
If Lockhart’s plan did work, there was good chance Yue Ming was 
going to get killed. 
 “Why don’t we just run for it?  I can get the money; we’ll be safe.  
They can’t get to us if they don’t have the money, right?”  Yue Ming 
was pleading. 
               “Wrong!  You know as well as I do that we’d spend the rest of 
our lives looking over our shoulders.  There’s no way the Vice Minister 
wouldn’t try to get to us; besides, what about your friends, and 
Wendy’s grandparents?  This ends here and today.  We put them away 
and we put them away for good.”                                                                                                                  
 Yue Ming stared at the ground silently.  He knew Lockhart was 
right.  What else could he do? 
 “Let’s do it,” he said. 
 Lockhart put his hand on the young man’s shoulder, “This is 
going to come out all right.  Trust me.” 
 Lockhart wasn’t entirely sure he believed it.  Wendy and Yue 
Ming exchanged nervous glances. 
 Yue Ming said what they were all thinking.  “If we die, it’s your 
fault.” 
 Lockhart didn’t meet his look. 
 “I know.” 
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Chapter 38 
 
 
 It was a crisp, sunny autumn day.  Tiananmen Square and the 
Forbidden City that comprised the northern border of the world’s 
largest public gather place swarmed with tourists.  The 100-acre square 
is reputed to have the capacity to hold a million people.  Considerably 
less were present this day, but over a thousand sightseers were busy 
strolling though the area, taking photos, and standing in line to review 
the remains of the Great Helmsman, Mao Zedong.  The last resting 
place of the hero of the Communist Revolution and founding father of 
the PRC lay in the center of the square. 
 Lockhart stood directly above the enormous portrait of Mao on 
the observation deck of the Forbidden City’s southern gate tower.  
Sixty years earlier the communist leader had famously addressed the 
people of a new Chinese nation from the very same spot.   

After completing an early morning shopping spree, he wore a 
baseball hat, sunglasses, blue jeans and a t-shirt with the picture of the 
Great Wall on it under his leather jacket.  In his hands was a brand new 
digital 35-milimeter camera with a large telephoto lens.  The lens was 
powerful enough to scan the square and look for traces of the Vice 
Minister and his men.  It was less conspicuous than a pair of 
binoculars.   

Wendy and Yue Ming stood near Lockhart.  Both wore similar 
tourist’s outfits.  Wendy’s t-shirt sported a panda bear eating bamboo 
and Yue Ming wore a sweatshirt with the portrait of a young 
revolutionary-era Mao on it and a green military cap with a red star.  
They also wore sunglasses to mask their appearances.  The two 
remained close to Lockhart and each other, but under his instructions 
they did not pair up.  Observers would not necessarily link the three 
strangers together. 

They arrived early.  Lockhart repeatedly scanned the square 
looking for his three expected targets and the two killers who were sure 
would to be close by.  He paid particular attention to rooftops and 
windows, likely perches for observers or snipers.  But he didn’t see 
anything and it worried him.  He doubted they would try to kill Yue 
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Ming up close and in full view of everyone in the square, but then he 
had to admit the Vice Minister seemed capable of trying anything.  
Lockhart didn’t voice this concern to Yue Ming. 

At exactly noon, Conally walked to the national flagpole on the 
northern edge of the square, where daily flag raising and lowering 
ceremonies took place at dawn and dusk.  From his position on the gate 
tower across the broad Chang An Avenue Lockhart had a perfect view 
of the man, he had a small briefcase in his hands.  But his companions 
were missing.  Lockhart waited a few minutes and continued to scan 
the square looking for the others.  He finally lost his patience and called 
Conally five minutes after the agreed upon rendezvous time. 

“Where are your friends?” 
“They’re here.  They are wait for you to show up before they 

make an appearance.”  Conally twisted around on his feet looking for 
Lockhart.  “Where are you?  It’s gonna’ be kind of hard to give you 
thirty million dollars in bonds over the phone.” 

“I’ll come out when I see the old man and the bitch.  If I don’t 
see them in two minutes, we walk.”  Lockhart hung up. 

He didn’t like it; they were playing games already.  Lockhart 
hoped they would be able to at least meet to make the transaction 
without any obstacles.  He turned off the phone and shoved it in his 
pocket, while the phone was off it didn’t emit a signal and couldn’t be 
traced.  He then placed both hands on the top of his head like he was 
stretching.   

It was a pre-arranged signal to Wendy and Yue Ming.  It meant 
‘distance yourself’; Lockhart was concerned the enemy might try to 
zero in on his location.  They were to move to the ground floor 
immediately and wait for him on the bridges running across the 
Forbidden City’s moat.  If he wasn’t there in ten minutes, Wendy was 
to go to the US embassy and raise the alarm, use Lockhart’s name, get 
his father on the phone, and tell everyone everything she knew.  Yue 
Ming on the other hand would run, and not stop until he was contacted 
by Wendy.  She would do her best to make some kind of arrangements 
for his safety.  

Lockhart watched Conally through the telephoto lens.  The FBI 
man urgently made a call, no connection.  Lockhart figured he was 
trying to return his call.  The man thumbed the keypad of the mobile 



 281 

phone and made another call, spoke for a few seconds and hung up.  He 
then proceeded to walk around the flagpole, his head moved in several 
directions.  He was obviously searching for someone or something.  
Stopping in his tracks he saw the Vice Minister and Huping 
approaching him from the northwest side of the square. 

Lockhart cursed himself, he hadn’t seen were the pair came from.  
Was it a vehicle, or maybe the Great Hall of the People? China’s 
version of the US Congress Building ran along the western perimeter of 
the square. 

He called Conally back.  “Ok, I see you are all together again.  
Next I want you to open the case, take out the bonds and hold them at 
your chest.  Face Mao when you do it, the two of us want to know you 
are on the level.  Flip through several of them, I want to make for sure 
the goods are genuine.  I know this sounds stupid, but try not to look 
too conspicuous when you do it.” 

Conally did as he was told and held the bonds up to his chest, 
flipping through a half a dozen of them.  Lockhart had a clear view and 
snapped a few photos for good measure.  A few seconds later, he was 
on the move to collect Wendy and Yue Ming before they got nervous 
and left.  He also wanted to leave his position in case anyone came 
looking for him.  On the way out, Lockhart tossed the mobile phone in 
a garbage bin; it was left on so it would be traceable.  He hoped it just 
might serve as a useful distraction if anyone was hunting him.  

Walking swiftly down to the white stone bridges at the front gate 
of the Forbidden City he found Wendy and Yue Ming.  They both 
looked relieved when he caught their eye and gave them a quick nod to 
affirm everything was proceeding as planned.  He kept walking; they 
followed thirty seconds and several people behind him. 

 He walked straight to an under pass that crossed Chang An 
Avenue and exited into the square.  While underway he pulled another 
mobile phone from his pocket, and placed a call to Conally.  He had 
bought the phone along with the camera earlier that morning.  

“The bonds look good, we are ready to meet.  The three of you 
should walk to the south side of Mao’s Mausoleum and wait for us.  
We’ll meet you there, you give us the case and we walk away.  Then 
we’ll never see each other again.  Got it?” 
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“Another phone number Sean?  You’re playing this pretty smart 
aren’t you?”  Conally sounded amused.  “I got it.  You just make for 
sure Yue Ming is there.  The Vice Minister wants to see the boy in 
person.” 

Lockhart hung up and replaced the phone chip again.  If 
everything went well it would be the last one he needed.  He walked up 
the steps into the square and set a brisk pace for the mausoleum.  His 
pulse quickened and he could feel warmth grow in his extremities.  It 
was about to happen, it was almost over.  He felt sharp, in control.  
Conally and the Vice Minister didn’t see the angle he played, they 
couldn’t have, or they wouldn’t have come.   

Pausing for a moment he stopped and glanced around to make for 
sure Wendy and Yue Ming were still behind him, and to see if anything 
was out of place.  The square was filled with people, but he saw his 
friends.  They were hiding in plain view.  Everything was going to be 
all right. 
 

*** 
 
 Sha and Shou circled the square in a black Range Rover.  They 
just dropped off the Vice Minister and Huping and were making their 
way along the east side of the square.  In the heavy midday traffic it 
took as much as ten minutes to make a complete circuit around 
Tiananmen.  Parking in or around the square is strictly forbidden for 
civilians, but their vehicle’s red plates with the red letters WJ 
demarcating them as Public Security allowed them to stop anywhere 
anytime.  The plates and a siren also allowed them to bully other cars 
out of their way, they were making as good time around the square as 
could be achieved under the circumstances. 
 Shou drove while Sha sat in the back seat with binoculars.  They 
both wore headsets and where in constant contact with the Vice 
Minister via a two-way radio.  Their commander had a tiny flesh 
colored earpiece smartly fitted in his ear like a hearing aid, and the 
microphone was hidden in the lapel of jacket.  After being told where 
to look by the Vice Minister, Sha tracked his boss with the binoculars 
and swept across the square to the front gate of the Forbidden City 
looking for Lockhart, Wendy Wang or Yue Ming.  He had pictures of 
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all them and had memorized their features.  After nearly killing the man 
in the airport bathroom, he would never forget Lockhart.  But the other 
two targets were new to him.  It was a busy day at the popular tourist 
destination and hard to spot faces mingling in the crowd; there were too 
many obstructed views and quick movements.  But the tall American 
proved not too difficult to find.  He carried a large camera and walked 
quickly while talking on the phone.  The other two would probably be 
nearby. 
 The two killers heard the Vice Minister’s voice crack over the 
phone.  “The meeting spot is on the south side of the mausoleum.  Get 
in position.  Remember; take the boy first.  He’s the priority.” 
 Shou grunted an affirmation into the microphone and then cursed.  
It would take a few minutes to circumnavigate the square and get 
within a clear view.  In the backseat Sha hefted up an assault rifle 
equipped with a silencer and a scope; he chambered a round.  When the 
targets came into view, he’d be ready. 
 

*** 
 
 The trio was in position exactly where they were supposed to be.  
Conally was dressed in a cheap brown suit that accentuated his broad 
shoulders and big belly, he squared off immediately against Lockhart as 
soon as he saw the other American.  The Vice Minister ad Huping 
stood behind him. 
 “Where are your friends?” Conally said. 
 “They’ll be along in just a minute.”  Lockhart gave the Vice 
Minister and Huping a cold stare and spoke in Mandarin.  “Vice 
Minister Zhang, do you really think you are going to get away with 
this?  You can’t steal a billion dollars and hide forever.  Eventually, 
somebody is going to come looking for you.  Just like you went after 
the turtle eggs.” 
 Huping began to speak, but was quickly silenced by a gesture 
from her father.  “After today, none of this will concern you.  You are 
receiving your money, and then we are through.  Where’s Yue Ming?  I 
want to see him.” 
 Conally grimaced at the exchange, he didn’t understand what was 
being said.  “Are we doing this or not Sean?” 
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 “What’s the rush?  You got a plane to catch?” Lockhart took a 
step towards Conally.  The other man didn’t move. 
 “Unless we see the hacker in about thirty seconds you can kiss 
your money goodbye,” Conally held up the case to emphasize his point. 
 “Ok, but first Wendy would like to have a word with you three.”  
Lockhart raised his arm, took off his baseball cap and brushed back his 
hair.  Twenty yards away at a refreshment stand Wendy saw the signal 
and moved to the group.  Lockhart could tell she was nervous, her body 
slightly shook and her face was flush.  He hoped she could control her 
anger. 
 She raised her fists in front of her body and her voice trembled as 
she spoke.  “I wanted to meet you.  You are responsible for killing my 
grandparents.  They were good people!  My grandfather gave back the 
money; you didn’t have to murder them.  You’re savages!” 
 Huping shouted back, “Hougai!”  Literally meaning, ‘they 
deserved it’. 
 Conally rolled his eyes.  “Is this necessary?” 
 “Scum!” Wendy shot back.  Lockhart grabbed her by the arm to 
restrain her. 
 The Vice Minister reprimanded his daughter and instructed her 
not to speak again.  He then turned to Lockhart, “Where’s the boy?” 
 Lockhart spoke to the Vice Minister in Chinese and pointed at 
him.  He then repeated it in English for Conally.  “Ok, this is how it’ll 
work.  When I give the signal, he’ll come here, he’ll stay for a few 
moments so you can get a positive ID.  Then he’s gone.  After that, I 
get the case and we all walk out of the square together.  And just so you 
know, I’m armed.  If anything happens, like if I see Sha and Shou 
anywhere within a mile of here, I’m going to kill you.”   
 “Don’t be stupid Sean, nothing’s going to happen,” Conally said. 
 “I hope not.”  Lockhart repeated the signal with the hat. 
 Yue Ming stood by the rear exit of the mausoleum trying to blend 
in with other tourists.  He casually spoke with a few passerby’s, asking 
for a light for a cigarette or for directions.  Lockhart instructed him to 
stay as close to the building as possible.  The American said it was 
good ‘cover’ in case any shooting started.  It wasn’t a comforting 
thought. 
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 He kept a close eye on Lockhart and the group.  They were 
talking, and Wendy, naturally, looked very agitated.  Everything was 
unfolding exactly as the American had planned.  At the signal he 
walked over to the group. 
 Yue Ming walked up to the Vice Minister from behind and 
greeted him.  “Hello sir.  Surprised to see me again?”  The Vice 
Minister, Conally and Huping turned in surprise.  The boy seemed to 
materialize from nowhere. 
 “Take off that hat and the glasses, let me get a look at you.”  The 
Vice Minister said and peered at the young man, scrutinizing him 
closely.  
 Yue Ming complied.  
 “Yes, indeed.  It’s you.” 
 

*** 
 
 Sha and Shou heard the whole conversation over the radio.  Shou 
drove hurriedly, if the exchange occurred as Lockhart had described 
they had a minimal window of opportunity for a kill shot.  A red light 
at the pedestrian crossing across Chang An Avenue in front of the 
flagpole had cost precious minutes.  The killers remarked they were 
lucky that the American and his friends were so talkative.  It was going 
to cost them their lives. 
 Turning the corner at the Great Hall of the People, Shou 
aggressively cut the Range Rover through traffic and accelerated 
southward.  They were only a few hundred yards away and the group 
would be in sight in seconds.  Shou looked for a place along the square 
to stop the vehicle.  Sha stared out the window looking for the targets, 
as soon as they came in sight he shouted. 
 “There!  Pull over.” 
 Shou found a place and did so. 
 In the backseat Sha raised the rifle to his shoulder and looked 
through the scope.  Tinted windows concealed the deadly occupants 
and their movements. Shou whispered into his microphone, informing 
the Vice Minister they were in place.  The kill was imminent. 
 The crosshairs moved over the crowd milling about and settled 
across the small group collected in the middle of the square.  Sha saw a 
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young man remove his cap and sunglasses and heard the Vice 
Minister’s confirmation.  He flipped off the weapon’s safety and placed 
his finger on the trigger.  Sha murmured a command and his partner 
pressed a button from the driver’s seat rolling down the rear window 
for a clean shot.  They couldn’t afford the glass deflecting the bullet 
and sending it off course.  Shou fired.  Once, twice… three times.  Hell 
broke loose in the square. 
 
 

Chapter 39 
 
 
 “Conally, you are going to pay for killing my friends.”  Yue 
Ming sneered at the FBI man.   

An icy smile flashed back at Yue Ming.  “I though that’s what the 
thirty million dollars was for.” 
 Lockhart stepped in before the conversation took a turn for the 
worse.  “Ok, that’s enough.  Give me the case.  We’re walking,” he said 
firmly. 
 Conally gave the case to Lockhart who opened it, quickly 
glanced at them before stuffing the thick wad of bonds into his waist 
band and then zipped his jacket over them.   

“Just a moment,” the Vice Minister said quickly.  “One more 
moment…” 
 Lockhart was uneasy, something was wrong.  “What?” 
 The Vice Minister paused, he appeared at a loss for words.  Then 
Lockhart saw danger, it was moving in on them fast.  Seconds unfolded 
with an unnatural tempo and clarity.  A pair of men was walking 
quickly towards them from the south side of the square.  One had a 
walkie-talkie in his hand.  Another pair of men was coming in from the 
east.  There would be more.  Lockhart assumed they were already 
surrounded or soon would be.  He caught the same alarm in the Vice 
Minister’s eyes and Conally’s. 
 Lockhart turned to see what they were looking at.  Four men 
were rushing towards them from the mausoleum, one was in the lead; 
he also held a walkie-talkie in his hand and was speaking into it.  The 
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men snaked through the crowd, roughly pushing tourists out of the way 
as they advanced.   

Past the oncoming men, at the roadside, Lockhart saw a parked 
black SUV with an open window.  In an instant he knew that’s where 
the real danger lay.  The man coming towards them in the lead stepped 
in between Lockhart and his view of the vehicle, a breath later his chest 
burst open with a red splatter and he fell forward.  Yue Ming shouted 
and grabbed his check.  The bullet tore through the man before grazing 
the boy. 
 “Police!” the Vice Minister cried. 
 Lockhart yelled “Sniper!” and slammed his body into Wendy and 
knocked her down. Yue Ming hunched over grasping his bleeding face, 
Lockhart grabbed him and forced him to the ground.  A half a second 
later another shot zipped through the air above their heads as the pair 
sprawled to the cement.  
 “Get to the car!” the Vice Minister yelled to Huping and Conally 
and began to run with surprising speed for an older man.  Huping 
followed. 
 Conally remained calm, he looked around him.  Plainclothes 
policemen were rushing towards them from every direction.  These 
weren’t the Vice Minister’s men.  No such preparations had been made,  
some how Lockhart engineered all of this.   

At the sight of their fallen comrade, the police drew their pistols.  
But they had not located the source of the silenced gunshots.  A 
policeman paused to level his weapon at Conally and speak.  A second 
later a shot ripped though his chest causing the officers at his side to 
turn and look for the shooter. 

Blood and drawn weapons caused screams to ripple through the 
square by frightened bystanders.  Chaos trumpeted in a violent 
symphony.  Conally seized the moment to step forward and grab 
Wendy by the wrist and haul her to her feet.  Spinning her around, he 
held her by her waist, and then drew his weapon from a shoulder 
holster, keeping it low and out of view.  Two more police brought their 
guns up and pointed them at the American.  Conally raised his weapon 
and fired.  The police hesitated because of the human shield.  He only 
needed the fraction of a second they allotted him, the .357 Magnum 
revolver thundered twice.  Two more police went down. 
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The canon fire from the American completely drew the 
policemen’s attention.  More and more of them rushed into the square 
from every possible entry point.  Conally twisted and walked 
backwards attempting to keep Wendy between him and as many cops 
as possible.  One and then another of the enemy fell under the silenced 
sniper fire, clearing a pathway for the three conspirators to make an 
escape with their hostage. 

Lockhart yelled at Yue Ming’s “Run!  Stay low!” and then peeled 
away and rolled to the side.  He pulled the 9mm from his belt but saw 
he was already too late.  Conally had a hold of Wendy and was firing at 
police.  Behind him the Vice Minister and Huping were making a 
beeline for the vehicle with the sniper in it.  He saw muzzle flashes 
from the window and policemen in the square fell methodically under 
the steady fire like tin soldiers.  

Lockhart trained the pistol on Conally and held his breath, ready 
to pull the trigger.  But Wendy struggled against the big man’s hold on 
her and wiggled wildly; Lockhart didn’t have a clean shot and wasn’t 
going to risk hitting the woman.  He scanned the square and changed 
targets, moving his sights to the vehicle where the sniper hid and fired.  
Lockhart pulled the trigger in rapid succession, a dozen rounds cut into 
the SUV and the sound of exploding glass and puncturing mettle 
echoed through the air.   

Then he trained his sights on a more important target, the Vice 
Minister.  He wanted to put him down permanently, but it would be 
better if Zhang Tieying was taken alive so he could confess and clear 
Lockhart of the involvement in the murders and stolen money.  He fired 
three quick shots, low, under the vital organs. Only one of the rounds 
hit home, slamming into the Vice Minister’s hip and knocking him to 
the ground.  Huping screamed and rushed to his side.  Lockhart 
discharged the pistol’s clip and reloaded.  

On the far side of the square the driver’s door of the Range Rover 
opened and a heavily armored figure emerged issuing a long barrage of 
automatic rifle fire.  Bullets tore through the square indiscriminately 
killing and wounding police and bystanders.  Panic and screams 
swelled through the area.  Police dove for cover and began exchanging 
fire with the new gunman.  
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Conally half dragged half carried Wendy; inching his way 
towards the killers and the getaway car.  Seeing Lockhart open up with 
his pistol he aimed to fire at him.  Wendy jerked her arm and knocked 
his away, throwing off his shot.  In a fury, he cursed and pistol-
whipped her in the back of the head.  The distraction gave Lockhart 
enough time to find cover behind the base of a lamppost.  Conally 
growled and continued retreating, he paused sporadically to aim and 
fire.   

 
*** 

 
 Shou cursed, his first shot impossibly hit a man who rushed into 
the line of fire at the wrong moment.  Taking his eye away from the 
scope momentarily to realign his view he saw more than a dozen men 
rushing in.  He recognized the danger and instantly began firing.  
Patiently he acquired targets, squeezed, and moved to the next.  Within 
thirty seconds he’d put down five men, Conally another two.  But more 
of the enemy was rushing out of the mausoleum, as well as from every 
corner of the square and from the high gate at Qianmen. 
 The police were distracted, disorientated and shocked by the 
firefight that was erupting.  In the middle of the square they had almost 
no cover, more importantly they didn’t know where their enemy lay or 
that they were outgunned.  Conally’s big handgun roared and caused 
them to momentarily focus their attention on the big foreigner.  After a 
handful of men were hit by the unseen sniper, the police forgot about 
returning fire and scattered for whatever cover they could find. 
 Shou’s lethal shooting gallery ended with a sudden onslaught of 
hot lead.   Bullets rained on the Range Rover, shattering windows and 
slicing through the thin metal door.  Two rounds caught the man in his 
body armor, another sliced through the side of his neck showering 
blood on the vehicle’s interior.  Shou dropped his rifle and clutched the 
wound.  More pistol fire was heard, and then a woman’s screams.  Sha 
yelled from the driver’s seat and charged out issuing a long rattle of 
machinegun fire.  After several seconds, Shou collected his senses, he 
put his hand to the wound and probed with his finger.  It wasn’t deep, 
blood was running freely, but it didn’t spurt from a broken artery, he 
wasn’t a mortal wound. Shou reached to floor for of the Range Rover 
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and found his rifle, reloaded, and pulled himself up again ready to 
rejoin the battle. 
 Outside, Sha was emptying and reloading 75-round box 
magazines into his QBZ-95 assault rifle, relentlessly spraying 5.8mm 
rounds across the square.  A hailstorm of lead from Sha’s weapon tore 
apart a small troupe of armed police.   Further afield more rushed into 
the area and they were armed with automatic rifles as well.  Sha moved 
from the vehicle and continued firing.  A handful of pistol rounds 
pounded into him from the police closest to him.  The bullets were 
absorbed or deflected by the full body armor covering his chest, arms 
and legs.  Aside from the small target of his head, which was kept 
tucked into the high shoulders of his armor like a turtle, he was nearly 
invulnerable.  Brass shell casings poured onto the concrete as he 
sprayed bullets across his open field of fire and dominated the ground. 
 

*** 
 
 Vice Minister Zhang Tieying lay on the ground in a puddle of his 
own blood, the force of the bullet had shattered his femur and hip.  He 
screamed in pain and cursed.  Huping stood over her father trying to 
pull him to his feet and drag him to the car, but she couldn’t manage.  
She wasn’t strong enough to carry the man and he was hurt too badly to 
move on his own.  The gunfight in Tiananmen Square continued to rage 
around them as the Huping struggled to save her father’s life. 
 Still holding Wendy as a shield, Conally made his way to the 
pair.  He paused momentarily to shout, “Get moving!  We have to get 
to the car.” 
 Huping pleaded with the American, “Grab my father.  He needs 
help.” 
 Conally saw the Vice Minster’s condition and shook his head, 
“Leave him!” he snarled.  His handgun was up and he aimed carefully 
at a policeman and fired; another kill.  The FBI man continued moving.  
“Come on!” 
 Huping cursed at the American and tried again to raise her father 
to his feet.  She grunted and cried under the effort but it was no use.  
The Vice Minister writhed in pain at every attempt to move him. 
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 “Go on child, save yourself.  Leave me,” Zhang Tieying stoically 
ordered Huping and slumped further to the ground.  
 Huping was distraught.  She didn’t want to leave her father, but at 
the same time she saw the futility of the situation.  She froze with 
indecision.   Behind her she could hear machine gun fire and the 
occasional blast from Conally’s pistol.  Police were scattered 
throughout the square returning fire.  Because they were not engaging 
in the firefight, none shot at her or the Vice Minister.   Huping could 
see it was only a matter of time before police overwhelmed her 
companions or disabled the car.  She looked at her father. 
 “I’ll be alright, go…” The Vice Minister said.   
 Huping realized she had no choice but to accept her father’s fate 
and kissed his forehead.  “Goodbye.”  She let go of him and ran as fast 
her legs would carry her to the waiting Rang Rover.   
 Conally was waiting behind the car.  He pushed Wendy at her, 
“Put her in the backseat and watch her.  If she gives you any trouble 
shoot her, but don’t kill her.  We need her.”    
 Huping pulled a small nickel-plated automatic from her pocket 
and whipped it across Wendy’s face.  She nearly lost consciousness and 
slumped against the vehicle.  Huping roughly shoved her in.  Conally 
reloaded his weapon, then jumped in the driver’s seat of the car and 
blared the horn.  At the sound Sha turned to look at the Range Rover 
and saw all the passengers were loaded in and ready to leave.  However 
the Vice Minister still lay in the square. 
  Conally signaled for him to get in the vehicle.  Despite the nearly 
relentless barrage of fire from Sha and Shou’s assault rifles, the police 
were beginning to move in closer.  Bullets hit the SUV with greater 
frequency.  Conally revved the engine and yelled, “Come on!” 
 In between short bursts from his rifle, Sha pointed at the Vice 
Minister and waved the FBI man off.  He was staying.  Conally shook 
his head, “Fool,” and hit the gas.  Shou screamed in the backseat not to 
leave his friend.  
 

*** 
 
 Lockhart made a break for it, crouching and running fast, he 
moved diagonally across the square towards the shooters and their 
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getaway car.  Conally, Sha and Shou busied themselves with the targets 
firing at them and didn’t spot Lockhart as he moved across the square. 
As he took up cover behind a closer lamppost he saw Conally and 
Huping leave the Vice Minister and make it to the Range Rover, and 
then Wendy was out of sight. 
 A small group of police officers were coming in his direction 
guns out but not aimed at him.  They would be on him in seconds.  
Lockhart aimed his pistol and fired rapidly, emptying a whole 
magazine.  The shots hit home.  Fifteen rounds slammed and bounced 
off Sha, causing him to jerk slightly for a moment from the force.  But 
he didn’t go down.  He seemed impervious to bullets.  
 The police descended on Lockhart.  The first to arrive eyed the 
American warily but quickly made the decision in the heat of combat 
that the foreigner was on their side.  With the human equivalent of a 
tank barreling towards them and his comrades falling under fire, it 
seemed prudent not to get in the way of an ally. 
 Lockhart changed positions to face the officer and saw he was 
staring into the eyes of a dead man, a neat bullet wound cut through his 
head.  The man slumped into Lockhart’s arms.  The sniper was still 
prowling the square, taking one opportune kill after another.  Two of 
the policeman next to Lockhart had AK-47s; they opened up on the 
Range Rover.  More glass exploded and bullets clanged against the 
metal frame after short bursts of fire.   
 “No!” Lockhart yelled in Chinese and tugged at the shoulder of 
one of the riflemen.  “They have a hostage.”  He then repeated the word 
several times.  The officers stopped firing.  But the automatic gunfire 
had caught Sha’s attention; he spun ninety degrees and aimed at new 
group of targets.  Lockhart saw what was about to happen and pressed 
his body against the ground behind the lamppost, tucked in his body 
and braced himself.  He yelled, “Get down!” 
 Machinegun fire ripped into the lamppost and four men; cutting 
them down.  They felt in a splash of scarlet around Lockhart.  He 
reloaded his pistol and remained hidden behind the post.  After a few 
moments, Lockhart heard another long burst of automatic gunfire.  He 
peeked his head up and saw that the armored gunman was still firing, 
but now walking deeper into the square towards the Vice Minister, and 
towards him. 
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 And then Lockhart saw the unthinkable; the Range Rover was 
pulling away.  They were leaving with Wendy!  He grabbed one of the 
dead policemen’s AK-47s, slammed in a fresh magazine and stuffed a 
spare in his waistband.   

With his companions leaving him behind, the lone gunman 
became the center of fire.  Pistol and rifle fire poured towards him from 
every direction.  Reaching the Vice Minister, Sha knelt at his side and 
patiently fired back.  A round stung the side of his face and a portion of 
his ear was shot away.  Sha grimaced and fell the shooter with a spray 
of bullets. 
 Lockhart sighted in on the armored man.  With his back to him 
and leaning into the stalk of his rifle, the target’s head was barely 
visible behind a high armored collar.  But another part was exposed.  
Fingering the fire selector to full auto, Lockhart took aim and fired 
three short bursts in a row.  The rounds sliced through a boot sole and 
obliterated the kneeling gunman’s foot.  The wounded killer howled in 
agony as he fell on his side.  Sweeping his rifle towards his assailant’s 
position, he returned fire at Lockhart.  The shots went wild and missed.  
Then the gunman’s rifle clicked and stopped firing.  Empty. 
 Police moved in immediately like a pack of wolves.  Squirming 
awkwardly in the armor, Sha struggled to reload his weapon.  But he 
wasn’t fast enough.  A police officer was on him; a pistol was shoved 
in his face at point blank range and fired repeatedly.   
 

*** 
 
 The Vice Minister watched them execute his friend.  The fierce 
killer Sha was gone.   He lay on his side clutching his hip and 
wondering if they would do him the same honor.  The policeman 
standing over Sha’s body looked at the Vice Minister and strode over to 
him.  But he didn’t shoot.  Zhang Tieying closed his eyes.  There was 
no remorse, nor a plea for his life.  He knew the consequences for 
failing in this endeavor, for grasping at and failing to obtain a bloody 
fortune.  He sighed and decided it was time to end it.  
 The officer stood above him with controlled hatred in his eyes.  
The eyes demanded revenge for his fallen comrades.  But they were 
eyes that would never see it.  The Vice Minister leaned further towards 
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the officer and revealed a gun in his hands.  Twenty bullets from a 
Chinese-made Scorpion machine pistol blew holes through the police 
officer.  Behind him were several more, they didn’t hesitate.  A volley 
of bullets ended Vice Minister Zhang Tieying’s miserable life.  
  

 

Chapter 40 
 
 
 Tiananmen Square is the most highly surveillanced public space 
in the world.  After the student protests and subsequent crackdown in 
1989, the square is constantly guarded not only by the uniformed detail 
protecting the national monuments, but also a small army of undercover 
policemen and specially armed security teams aided by state of the art 
cameras and microphones placed strategically throughout the area on 
rooftops and lampposts.  In the two decades since protestors converged 
on the square and held it for over a month, no one has been able to 
mount more than a fleeting demonstration inside the square.  Within 
seconds of unfurling a banner, shouting slogans or any other overt anti-
government action, suspects are tackled, dragged to the ground and 
detained with expediency. 
 Inspector Wei was on his way to Tiananmen.  He received the 
first phone call from Lockhart at ten that morning.  The American 
asked him to be available for another call at exactly eleven forty-five 
and hung up.  On the second call Lockhart told him that he was meeting 
the people responsible for the murders in New York, that they had 
stolen state assets, and that they should be considered armed and 
extremely dangerous.  Lockhart suggested that Inspector Wei listen to 
as much of the conversation as possible before intervening.  He should 
also ask himself why these people agreed to hand over thirty million 
dollars to Lockhart and his friends.  Before hanging up, the American 
assured the Inspector that he had more evidence, banks records and 
other documents, and that he was sending them in via email as they 
spoke. 
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 The calls prompted a flurry of activity on Wei’s part.  First he 
told his people to get a fix on Lockhart’s mobile phone.  But they found 
nothing.  After the second call he immediately started working through 
channels to heighten security in Tiananmen.  Inspector Wei watched 
video surveillance of Lockhart and the people he was meeting from his 
seat in a command car.  Wei groaned when he saw Vice Minister 
Zhang Tieying appear on camera and heard him speak.  The Vice 
Minister was well known as a ruthless careerist and extremely well 
connected to the highest levels of the Party.  For years there were 
whispers of his nefarious dealings and growing illegal empire.  But no 
one dared challenge him.  If Lockhart proved unable to substantiate his 
allegations, the Inspector could easily find himself before a tribunal and 
potentially stripped of his rank or worse. 

His staff reported they received a series of emails from Lockhart 
containing damning evidence.  Wei choked when he heard the dollar 
figures involved.  Continuing to watch the screen and listen to the 
conversation the Inspector knew the Vice Minister wasn’t going to go 
down without a fight.  No sooner had the thought passed through his 
mind then the first officer was killed.   

Wei couldn’t believe what he was seeing.  More policemen fell, 
shot by an invisible gunmen.  Then the other American, the FBI agent 
who he met the airport when Lockhart was detained, began to open up 
with a big handgun.  The violence escalated rapidly almost to a surreal 
level.  Wei watched helplessly as an armored man walked through the 
square blazing away in the crowd.  After a few minutes, as his car 
arrived on the scene, he watched the final moments of the battle.  Wei 
was disappointed to see the Vice Minister wasn’t taken alive, but 
inwardly he was deeply satisfied.   
 

*** 
 
 Yue Ming ran through the square, keeping Lockhart’s warning in 
mind he remained low and sought cover where he could.  Soon there 
was pandemonium as people in Tiananmen became aware there were 
gunmen firing in the vicinity.  Men, women and children ran and 
shouted, as the police rushed into the square they were met by fleeing 
bystanders trying to get out.  Following what was left of their plan, Yue 
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Ming began changing his wardrobe.  He shed the Mao cap and 
sweatshirt and pulled a red nit cap from his pocket.  Donning a new 
disguise he headed northeast out of the square.  Police ran past him, but 
none slowed down to approach him.   
 Crossing a pedestrian underpass he crossed Changan  Jie and 
headed east.  He turned at the tree-canopied road of Nanchizi along the 
Forbidden City’s eastern wall.  A taxi was waiting for him, he got in 
and the car drove away.  Yue Ming didn’t bother to tell him where to 
go, the destination was a secret, and the hacker didn’t know it. 
 After traveling twenty minutes he arrived at an underground 
garage.  The taxi wheeled down several levels and stopped at a 
comparatively deserted section.  He told Yue Ming to get out, and then 
he left.  A tall middle-aged woman and a young man were waiting for 
him.  They were Americans.   

The woman had silvery-blond hair and wore an expensive 
tailored suite.  The man was dressed in khakis and a polo shirt; he had a 
crew cut and resembled a soldier out of uniform.  Noticing Yue Ming’s 
wound; the man produced a handkerchief from his pocket and gave it to 
the boy.  He looked at his partner and shrugged his soldiers, the injury 
wasn’t serious. 
 “Yue Ming?” the woman said. 
 “Yes,” he answered. 
 “We just received word.  The Vice Minister is dead, so is one of 
his assassins.  They died in the square.” 
 “What about Lockhart and Wendy?” Yue Ming asked. 
 “Unconfirmed.  We think Wendy was taken hostage when 
Conally escaped from the square, and Lockhart has gone after them.”  
The woman spoke in businesslike fashion.  She was not emotionally 
involved.  The younger man remained silent and observed. 
 “Do you understand the conditions of the deal?” 
 “I think so,” Yue Ming replied. 
 “Let’s review them to make for sure.  There’ll be no going back.  
Is that understood?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Ok.  We will get you out of the country, to the United States, 
and we will give you a new identity.  In exchange, you will tell us 
everything you know about China’s cyber warfare capabilities.  Once 
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we are satisfied that you have provided us with the fullest extent of 
your knowledge you’ll be free to go.  Of course, you will have the 
option to continue to work for us if you’d like.” 
 Yue Ming listened carefully and then asked, “What about my 
parents?” 
 “You can never see them again.” 
 “But they are old and I am their only child, who will take care of 
them?”  Yue Ming paused in consideration.  “Can I get some money to 
them?  Just enough so they can live comfortably...” 
 The woman sighed impatiently, “Yes, I suppose arrangements 
can be made.” 
 “Do you promise?” Yue Ming asked seriously.  “Lockhart told 
me this would be done.  He promised me.” 
 She raised an eyebrow and smiled, “I see.  Yes, you have our 
word on it.” 
 Yue Ming leapt at her and shook her hand gratefully.  Taken 
aback, the woman shook his hand.  The man moved to restrain the 
hacker and quickly realized he wasn’t a threat.  He was just happy. 
 “Are we all set then?   Can we go?” the woman asked with a tone 
of finality. 
 Still holding the bloody handkerchief to his cheek, Yue Ming 
nodded emphatically.  “Yes, let’s go!”  
 The man responded, “Good, get in.”  He popped the trunk of a 
US embassy sedan and motioned to Yue Ming to get in.  Within an 
hour the car entered embassy grounds and the boy known to his family 
and friends as Yue Ming was never seen again.  Officially he died in a 
farmhouse less than eighteen hours earlier. 
 
 

Chapter 41 
 
 
 Conally and Shou left a path of destruction behind them.  
Rubber-necking motorists and police cars stupid or unlucky enough to 
get in their way were either run down or filled with bullets.  The Range 
Rover fought its way down the road then popped over the curb and 



 298 

barreled through the broad sidewalk running along the Great Hall of the 
People.  A trail of dead and wounded, as well as damaged vehicles 
littered their path.  The fleeing criminals were easy to follow. 

Lockhart ran out of the square after the getaway car.  He paused 
momentarily to raise the AK-47 to his shoulder and attempt to shoot 
out the tires, but after finding space to maneuver the Range Rover 
moved away too fast.  He couldn’t get a clear shot.   

Desperately Lockhart looked around the intersection as his 
enemies sped further and further away with Wendy.  Fortunately, what 
he was looking for was close by. 

Booming economic prosperity has made China one of the world’s 
leading luxury car markets, including high-performance vehicles.  
Ferrari, Lamborghini, Bentley, and Maserati all have dealerships in 
Beijing.  Lockhart didn’t need anything so exotic.  A red Porsche 911 at 
a stoplight caught his eye.  He sprinted down the street; worried the 
light would change and he’d lose the vehicle.  Reaching the car, he 
smashed the driver side window with the butt of the assault rifle and 
ordered the driver out.  An overly made up woman dripping in gaudy 
gold jewelry and a leopard print mini-skirt hastily complied and cried 
in hysterics.  She was left in the middle of the road screaming 
wangbadan! 

Lockhart threw the gear in reverse, backed into the vehicle 
behind him, jerked the wheel sideways and the sped out of his lane and 
into the access road running along the main street.  Bicycles, scooters 
and pedestrians parted and made way for the Porsche.   Crashing over 
the curb, Lockhart hit the gas and pushed the sports car onto the 
sidewalk and followed the Range Rover’s path.  Conally’s vehicle was 
nearly half a kilometer away as it headed west through Beijing.  But 
Lockhart steadily gained on them, the Porsche was smaller and quicker; 
it moved easier through the crowded streets. 

The Range Rover took a hard turn south through a red light, cut 
off oncoming traffic and caused a series of minor accidents.  By the 
time Lockhart reached the intersection it was gridlocked in a tangled 
mess of cars.  Drivers honked and cursed at each other.  He skidded to a 
halt and slammed his fists on the wheel in frustration.  They were 
getting away!   
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He stepped out of the car and looked across the road in 
frustration; four lanes of traffic running two ways were at a standstill.  
Sizing up the situation he identified a handful of vehicles that blocked 
his progress through the intersection.  Lockhart frantically searched for 
police; none were in sight, which was fortunate; he didn’t want to get 
shot trying to unravel the automotive slipknot created by his prey.  He 
grabbed the AK-47 from the car and fired a slow rhythmic series of 
shots into the air.  All eyes reverted to the gun wielding foreign 
madman. 

“Zou! Zou! Zou!” Lockhart began directing traffic, pointing 
crazily at the drivers he needed to make room for him.  He carefully 
aimed the rifle and fired at car hoods and side view mirrors to terrorize 
drivers into obeying orders.  It took nearly a minute of gun barrel 
negotiating, squealing tires and thumping bumpers; but the Chinese 
drivers made way and Lockhart eventually created a navigable hole 
through the stalled traffic. 

The street ahead of him was relatively clear for a block because 
no cars besides his own had been able to turn onto it since Conally ran 
the light.  Lockhart sped forward as the road veered southwest.  He 
slipped the Porsche on and off the sidewalk to pass vehicles as needed 
and swerved around another group of cars at an intersection, where he 
twisted his head side to side searching desperately for Wendy.  They 
couldn’t have got too far away. 

A telltale pile up of cars was amassed at an onramp to the West 
third ring road.  It was a safe bet the escaping Range Rover had passed 
that way.  Finding room half on the shoulder of the road and half on the 
sidewalk Lockhart pushed the Porsche past the scene of the accident 
and down the entranceway to Beijing’s broad central circular artery.  
Once on the ring road he gunned the vehicle along the shoulder and 
made steady progress, free from the relative maddening congestion of 
Beijing’s smaller roads.   The ring road wasn’t a freeway by any stretch 
of the imagination; the Porsche barley flexed its finely engineered 
muscles.  But by weaving around cars and pushing his way between 
lanes or the shoulder Lockhart covered over two kilometers in a few 
minutes.  Despondency subsided when he saw the black SUV ahead of 
him.  He’d found them.  
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*** 
 
 Wendy lay on the floor of Range Rover; her head throbbed and 
bled slightly from the multiple blows she’d taken from her kidnappers.  
She felt the vehicle jolt and swerve wildly as it smashed its way 
through Beijing streets.  Conally and Shou had long stopped firing, so 
she figured they had lost any pursuers.  Fearing death at the slightest 
provocation, she remained silent and listened.  The other three people 
in the car were arguing. 
 Shou was wild with grief and anger.  How could the American 
leave the Vice Minister and Sha behind?  He owed everything to them, 
one was his patron the other was his protector.  In between sobs he 
railed at Conally, Huping translated the assassin’s verbal assault and 
interjected her own. The pair was enraged, the FBI man ignored both of 
them.   

Wendy was crumbled in a ball at Shou’s feet; she stayed 
motionless and hoped the killer wouldn’t vent his frustrations on her.  
Above her Shou wailed and slammed fists into the side of the vehicle.  
She felt the SUV pick up speed, and knew they were getting further and 
further away from the monstrous battle at Tiananmen, and further away 
from Lockhart.  Everything had gone wrong.  She was going to die.  It 
was probably a just matter of minutes.   

There was no use fighting, there were three of them and they 
literally had her under their boot.  Wendy waited and silently prayed for 
a miracle.  She told herself to stay calm.  Don’t give the bastards an 
excuse.  In just a few short days her world had degenerated to an 
emotional blood debt and a series of confrontations with death.  Her 
grandparents were brutally taken from her, and undoubtedly the same 
monsters would take her from her parents.   

Wendy’s thoughts were interrupted by curses from Conally.  The 
desperation in the man’s voice was reassuring.  He was afraid of 
something. 

“Lockhart’s behind us!” he said.  
Huping and Shou echoed Conally’s curses.  Wendy could feel 

Shou turning around in his seat and looking out the back of the Range 
Rover. 

“Where’d he come from?” Huping asked. 
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“How the fuck should I know?” Conally shook his head, “He’s a 
relentless son of a bitch.” 

The SUV started to pitch violently, Conally was obviously trying 
to lose the pursuing Lockhart.  Wendy fought the urge to raise her head 
and look for him.  He was coming after her.  Maybe everything would 
be all right after all. 

A deadly dull whine of silenced machine gun fire followed by 
breaking glass filled the back seat.  Hot shell casings fell on Wendy, 
burning her cheek and arms.  Shou fired long bursts from the assault 
rifle in between screaming curses and mortal threats with berserker 
rage.    Another battle had begun. 
 

*** 
 
 He’d caught them and he wasn’t going to let them go.  They were 
only about a dozen car lengths’ away.  Lockhart had been singularly 
focused on finding his fleeing enemies and Wendy, but his plan ended 
there.  Once they were in sight again he was at a loss.  He couldn’t fire 
at the vehicle or force it off the road and risk hurting Wendy.  
Adrenaline fueled his actions and narrowed his vision.  He didn’t know 
what to do next.   

His mind raced.  The Vice Minister and Conally must have 
planned their escape carefully, everything, including the assassination 
attempt on Yue Ming and the killers’ weaponry and tactics were too 
well organized.  Now that they were running they must have a 
destination in mind.  It was a reassuring thought.  He could wait, 
continue to follow them, bide his time and make his move when they 
stopped. 

Lockhart released pressure on the gas pedal and let the Porsche 
slip further aback.  It would be dangerous if they knew he was behind 
him.  No sooner had the thought occurred to him then gunfire blasted 
from the rear of the Range Rover.  Rounds smashed into Lockhart’s 
car, leaving a long trail of bullet holes up the hood and shattering the 
windshield’s safety glass.   

Lockhart’s field of vision fragmented and clouded in a flash.  He 
was blinded.  Instinctively he hit the break and jerked the wheel to 
direct the car to a stop on the shoulder of the road in a cacophony of 
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screeching tires and a cloud of smoke.  The Ranger Rover sped away as 
a few more stray shots rang off the Porsche’s exterior.  Lockhart 
screamed in frustration, lifted his leg off the gas pedal and aimed at the 
windshield.  A few savage kicks knocked the safety glass out of its 
frame and moments later he was back on the road. 

 Racing up the emergency lane he caught up with the Range 
Rover, but stayed well away and shifted lanes repeatedly to position the 
Porsche behind trucks and other larger vehicles to make himself a hard 
target.  The tactic worked well, but only for a minute.  A large panel 
truck he was using for cover swerved out of control and crashed into a 
car in the adjacent lane.  Another car ahead of the Porsche braked 
wildly, spun sideways and flipped over.  

The gunman in the getaway car was snipping at drivers!  Three 
lanes of traffic quickly jammed into a major pile up of wrecked 
vehicles as one car after another was targeted and fired upon.  The road 
became blocked from guardrail to guardrail and became totally 
impassable.  

Lockhart cranked the wheel hard to avoid one collision only to be 
sideswiped by another car forcing him to crash into a stationary vehicle 
ahead of him.  The Porsche’s safety belt and airbags saved his live, but 
the impact sent stars screaming through his head and left him stunned.  
Several moments later Lockhart collected himself and exited the 
vehicle.  The road around him was a graveyard.  Cars were turned over 
on their sides, cries and shouts echoed through the air.  Further ahead of 
him a fire had started and black smoke filled the air.  Beyond that 
Conally, Huping and their surviving assassin were getting away with 
Wendy. 
 

*** 
 
 Conally viewed the carnage on the road behind him in the mirror 
and grinned.  If Lockhart wasn’t killed, he sure as hell was stopped 
dead in his tracks.  They were nearing the next leg of their escape route 
and it was well and good they finally lost him. 
 But others had picked up the chase.  Crossing under a bypass 
bridge, Conally saw a string of flashing lights as police cars sped their 
way into the vicinity.  Their gang needed to hurry up, they were losing 
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time and their numbers were diminished.  The band of thieves couldn’t 
afford another pitched battle on the streets of Beijing. 

Taking the next exit off the ring road, Conally smashed the 
Range Rover through another intersection and then onto a side street.  
Pedestrians leapt out of the way as the big sports utility vehicle built for 
the rugged plains of Africa and other inhospitable terrain tore through a 
residential neighborhood of low-rise buildings.  Sirens rang in the 
distance; the cops were getting closer.  The Range Rover screeched to a 
halt alongside a small green belt stretching adjacent to a canal. 

Conally screamed, “Let’s go!” 
The doors of the vehicle burst open and Conally, Huping and 

Shou jumped out.  Shou roughly grabbed Wendy and pulled her out 
behind him. 

Conally turned to Huping, “You’re in charge of her.  Try not to 
let anything happen to her until we are safely away.  We got to find out 
what Lockhart knows and whom he told.” 

Huping grabbed Wendy and lead her away, calling Shou to 
follow her.  Conally opened the SUV’s tailgate and pulled out the large 
suitcase filled with millions of dollars in cash.  The case had several 
bullet holes in it and must have absorbed numerous rounds meant for 
the vehicle’s passengers. He grunted in amusement and wheeled the 
money away; the loot had more than one purpose. 

The group made their way down a small concrete stairway to the 
canal.  The stairs led to a landing at the bottom where two skiffs were 
tied up, a man was waiting for them; he was one of the Vice Minister’s.  
He began talking excitedly and waving his hands.  He looked around 
and was obviously concerned by Zhang Tieying’s absence.  

“He wants to know why we’re late and where the Vice Minister 
is,” Huping said.  “He heard the sirens and wants his money so he can 
get out of here.” 

“Tell him ok,” Conally said. 
Huping did. 
Conally reached under his coat and the man’s eyes grew wider 

with anticipation.  He was being paid a lot of money to make for sure 
the boats were secured and ready.  The American pulled his pistol and 
fired twice into his chest.  The man fell backwards into the canal.  Shou 
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looked up surprised.  Killing the boat keeper hadn’t been part of the 
plan.  Shou and Huping yelled.     

Conally cut them off, “He knew too much and we didn’t need 
him anymore.”   

He emptied the handgun’s six remaining shots into the second 
skiff’s hull and outboard engine to scuttle the craft and reloaded.  The 
action underscored his point, he was giving the orders now.   

“Everyone into the boat!”  
Huping pushed Wendy to the floor of the boat and got in next to 

her.  Shou went aboard and helped Conally transfer the large suitcase 
and then took a seat.  The FBI man got in last and started the engine.  It 
growled and then began to whine as he pushed it to near maximum 
speed. 

“We head westward for ten kilometers.  My father arranged for 
water to be diverted from the main reservoir to this section of the canal 
system so that the water level would be high enough to navigate.  It 
cost a fortune, but this will take us straight out of the city.”  Huping 
shouted over the engine and pointed down the waterway.  

Conally nodded and then shouted back, “Call ahead, tell them 
we’ll be there shortly and get the cars ready.  Also tell them we have 
the money with us.”  He patted the suitcase for emphasis.  “If they give 
you any problems, tell them we’ll pay more.  Just make for sure they’ll 
get us to the boarder.”  

The shallow draft boat skidded across the water and they sped far 
away from the abandoned Range Rover.  They were getting closer to 
freedom.  The fortune was in their grasp. 

 
 

Chapter 42 
 
 
 The helicopter flew in fast with a deafening ‘wump wump wump’ 
and landed on a clearing on the decimated ring road.  It was a Harbin 
WZ-9, the Chinese homegrown version of the French Eurocopter 
Dauphin.  Its rugged construction and aerodynamic lines resembled a 
flying hybrid of a racecar and an armored personnel carrier.   
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Lockhart raised his arms and prepared to surrender, he expected 
PSB storm troopers to pour out of the aircraft and summarily arrest 
him.  Instead, Inspector Wei leapt forward and rushed to the American.  
Two officers with rifles followed him, but they didn’t appear 
threatening.  
 Inspector Wei scream over the din of the chopper blades, “You 
have a lot of questions to answer!” 
 Lockhart replied, “I know that.  But first help me get those 
bastards.  They took the girl!” 
 “I know, get in.  We’ll talk in the helicopter.”  Inspector Wei 
motioned for Lockhart to follow. 
 A minute later they were flying away from the area.  Wearing 
headsets and seated in the flying machine next to each other, the two 
men could more easily communicate. 
 “Here, I’m sure you’ll want this.”  Lockhart pulled the bearer 
bonds from inside his leather jacket and gave them to the Inspector. 
 “This is a good start…”  Inspector Wei thumbed through the 
bonds. 
 “Yeah, thirty million bucks buys a lot of forgiveness.” 
 “A billion would probably forgive all your sins, especially since 
my government believes it’s rightfully ours.” 
 “I’m working on it.  Where are they?” Lockhart asked. 
 “We’re not sure.  We think we’ve located their vehicle, my men 
are on the scene and we’re heading there now.”  Wei pointed to a spot 
in the city not far from where they just took off.   

“I just got picked up at Tiananmen in this,” the Chinese cop 
pointed at the floor of the helicopter.  “What happened there?” 

“They tried to kill the boy just as your men were moving in.  
They missed, then saw your men and panicked.” 

“The Vice Minister’s dead, his assassin too.  Both thanks to you.”  
The two men exchanged nods of appreciation.   

“Where’s the boy?” 
Lockhart looked at the older man, suspicion radiated from Wei.  

“I don’t know,” he said. 
“The data files you sent, as well as the gunfight in the square 

prove the Vice Minister is guilty; Huping and Conally too.  But there 
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are a lot of unanswered questions and missing money is.  It’d be better 
if we had the boy.” 

Lockhart nodded in agreement, “But what if we get Conally and 
Huping?” 

Inspector Wei looked dubious; “We’d have to get them alive.”  
“I’ll get them if it’s the last thing I do!” Lockhart replied. 
“When this is all over you are going to have to tell me who you 

really are and what you’re doing in China.” 
Lockhart smiled, “I’m a businessman.” 
The Inspector shook his head, “Nonsense!” 

The two men’s conversation was interrupted by a crackle over the 
helicopter’s intercom system.  The pilot told them they were over the 
abandoned Range Rover. 
 As the helicopter circled the scene, they looked down and saw the 
vehicle.  A small group of police was fishing a corpse out of the canal.  
Lockhart closed his eyes in fear and his heart skipped a beat.  He heard 
the Inspector inquire over the radio about the floating remains.  It was a 
man, double tapped in the chest, probably by a large caliber weapon.  
Lockhart was relieved, he’d been afraid they’d found Wendy.   
 “They must have had another car waiting for them.  Don’t worry, 
our traffic cameras will find them.” 
 Lockhart shook his head, “No they won’t.  Look...”  He pointed 
at a sunken boat in the shallow canal. 
 Inspector Wei cursed into the microphone; then tapped the pilot 
on the shoulder to point out the skiff and told him to follow the canal.  
The helicopter sped off westward over the waterway. 
 “We’re at least ten minutes behind them,” Lockhart said. 
 “Don’t worry, we’ll catch up in this.”  The Inspector looked 
confident. 
 “They’ll try to leave the country,” Lockhart thought out loud. 
 Inspector Wei considered the point.  “True, but where and how? 
If they travel overland then they’ll likely go to North Korea, Russia or 
Mongolia.  Anywhere else is too far.  Or maybe they’ll make for the 
Bohai Bay and leave on a boat.  If they have a plane waiting for them 
somewhere, then they could go anywhere.” 
   The helicopter sped low above the water.  The canal didn’t 
branch, so it was an easy path to follow.  With a cruising speed of well 
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over 150 mph, it didn’t take long to catch up with the skiff.  After a few 
minutes the pilot shouted excitedly.  A fast motorboat was leaving a 
long wake as it cut through the water beneath them. 
 “There they are!” the Inspector pointed.  
 The pilot brought the copter even lower to the water until it was 
practically on top of the boat.  Inspector Wei pulled an AK-47 from its 
mounting on the wall of the helicopter. 
 “Here, use this,” he offered the weapon to Lockhart. 
 “No!  I can’t risk hitting the girl.” 
 The Inspector shook his head in frustration, “We can’t just watch 
them get away.”  He pushed the weapon at Lockhart. 
 Their conversation was cut short by gunfire from the boat.  The 
helicopter’s Plexiglas window burst open with bullet holes and sparks 
flew as rounds ricocheted off the aircraft’s outer structure.  The pilot 
pulled back on the stick and brought them higher and away from the 
boat.  More shots rang off the helicopter’s undercarriage. 
 “Get away from them!  Call in their position and have the canal 
and the roads ahead blocked.”  Lockhart yelled at Inspector Wei. 
 The Inspector didn’t need to be told what to do; he was already 
on the radio barking orders.  The helicopter moved further and further 
away from the boat, trying to get out of range of the rifle fire while still 
keeping the craft in sight.  Lockhart hoped Wei could throw up a 
dragnet in time to keep Conally and Huping from getting further away, 
and that Wendy wouldn’t get killed in the crossfire. 
 “Tell your men to be careful not to harm the girl!” 
 Inspector Wei waved him off.  It wasn’t his main priority. 
 

*** 
 

China’s ancient Grand Canal started in Beijing and had stretched 
for over a thousand miles as it passed through the coastal provinces to 
the city of Hangzhou south of Shanghai and the mouth of the Yangzi 
River.  Large portions of the canal still remain, some sections dating 
back the 5th century BC; it is believed to be the oldest and largest canal 
works in the world. 

In a bid to out do the their Confucian forefathers, the PRC’s 
technocrats began upgrading the canal as part of the giant South to 
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North Water Transfer Project, a gargantuan undertaking to bring water 
from China’s lush southern provinces to the arid northern capital.  
Beijing’s rivers, canal works and water transfer project create a 
patchwork of connecting water systems around Beijing, many of which 
run dry for long periods of the year unless water is diverted to them.  
However, the Vice Minister’s enormous bribe to the municipality’s 
water officials had created a smooth, aquatic exodus from Beijing for 
the gang. 

Spray washed across their faces as the boat zipped up the canal.  
They were making good time.  Beijing’s cityscape transformed from 
over developed residential and commercial districts to increasingly 
suburban the further they moved along the waterway.  They were out of 
the city and the next leg of their journey was only minutes away.   
 Feeling nearly home free, Conally practically jumped out of his 
skin when the aircraft’s ominous large shadow shot over the boat and 
the sound of the rotors boomed overhead and sent the water around 
them rippling.  The skiff’s engine had drowned out the sound of the 
helicopter until it was overhead and caught them by surprise.  

Shou turned around immediately and didn’t hesitate to attack.  He 
emptied one magazine at the helicopter in a series of controlled bursts 
and reloaded another.  The unarmed police helicopter quickly 
disengaged, but remained close by.   

This was the only part of their escape route where they were wide 
open and exposed.  Conally and the Vice Minister had argued intensely 
over the point, but Zhang Tieying assured the American that Chinese 
security forces would deliberate before arming gunships and sending 
them in the air, and that would be enough time to make use of the canal 
and get off the water. 

Conally revved the boat’s engine faster and covered the last 
kilometer of the waterborne journey in a reckless sprint fearing the 
police would open up with rifle fire from the copter.  He pulled the 
skiff up to another landing and cut the engine.  They had reached a tree-
lined segment of the canal in the countryside in Beijing’s western 
suburbs.  Large willows and oak trees provided a thick leafy canopy.  
The pursuing helicopter loitered unseen overhead. 

Shou jumped from the craft and helped Huping and Wendy out of 
the boat, Conally followed, pushing and pulling the suitcase ashore.  
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The small group moved up a short flight of stone stairs.  At the top was 
a single-lane country road.  Wendy gasped at what was waiting for 
them. 

A long row of over a dozen black Audi sedans was parked 
alongside the road.  Their drivers were clustered together in a small 
group.  They had been smoking cigarettes and chatting until the 
helicopter showed and circled above.  All heads were diverted skyward.  

Huping clapped her hands together loudly to get their attention.  
They reluctantly looked at her but remained unnerved by the 
helicopter’s presence.  She rapidly issued orders and asked for 
clarification.  All the men murmured in agreement.  Then she motioned 
to them to move forward and collect their pay.  They jumped lively and 
lined up.  Shou brandished the assault rifle to dissuade them from 
getting any ideas about taking the money and running.  Huping pulled 
stacks of hundred dollar bills from the suitcase and gave each man two 
of them.  Twenty thousand dollars is a small fortune to the average 
Chinese, to convicts covertly released from a life sentence of hard labor 
it’s a last chance to live.  The men greedily grabbed the cash and 
mounted their vehicles.   

At Huping’s signal they began pulling away in a long procession 
of identical vehicles.  The scene made Conally laugh out load.  He 
could only imagine what it would look like from the air. 
 

*** 
 
“Oh my God,” Lockhart muttered to himself watching through 

binoculars a long line of black sedans raced from under the trees onto 
an open country road. 

“Those smart bastard!” admiration saturated the Inspector’s 
voice. 

The cars drove straight towards the western mountains of Beijing.  
At each kilometer or so one of the black Audis from the convoy pealed 
off from the pack and make a turn at an intersection.  Lockhart and Wei 
went mad with frustration and impotence.  Whenever a car separated 
from the larger group Wei called it in on the radio and gave specific 
instructions on its location and bearing.  But they both knew the odds 
of the local police finding and detaining every black Audi sedan in 
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Beijing’s suburbs, much less the correct ones, was pathetically low.  
The car was the preferred make and model of every government official 
from the Politburo to the lowliest town Party chief, as well anyone 
wanting to give the impression they are a government official or other 
VIP.  The car is ubiquitous in China.  They might as well be searching 
for a Yellow Cab in New York City.  
 The helicopter’s passengers heard the formal aviator greeting of a 
call sign and heading crack over the radio.  Lockhart groaned and 
looked out the window to the east.  Three more helicopters identical to 
their own, but heavily armored with cannons and rockets, were 
approaching the area.  Inspector Wei briefed the new arrivals and then 
was promptly relived of operational and tactical command.  The 
People’s Armed Police, China’s paramilitary forces, was now in 
charge. 
 The gunships fanned out across the horizon, one flew past the 
aircraft the Inspector and Lockhart rode in and headed straight at the 
remaining pack of a half dozen black sedans.  The two others moved 
north and south after escaping vehicles. 
 “What are they going to do?” Lockhart shouted. 
 “They are going to stop those cars anyway they can,” Wei replied 
and shook his head. 
 “You can’t be serious!  Civilians are going to get hurt.  What 
about Wendy?” 
 “It doesn’t matter to them.  Not after the blood bath in 
Tiananmen.  Whoever’s in charge now will stop at nothing.  They 
can’t.  It’s unacceptable that they get away.” 
 “Set up road blocks, close the boarders.” 
 Wei nodded, “They are doing that!  But they’ll kill whomever is 
responsible here and now if it’s possible.  Don’t tell me the American 
police wouldn’t do the same after so many of their own were killed.” 
 Lockhart was shocked, “No, they’d act like professionals!” 
 “So are we.”  Wei turned away; it was the end of the 
conversation.  
 Following close behind the gunship they approached the 
remaining pack of six cars as they snaked their way through the lower 
rungs of the mountain roads.  A warning blared over the helicopter’s 
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load speaker.  The cars were ordered to pull over immediately; 
otherwise they would be fired upon.   
 The black Audis continued to drive on, the warning went 
unheeded.  Lockhart held his breath; the inventible was about to 
happen.  Canon fire chewed up the road in front of the first sedan; it 
swerved and tried to evade the barrage, but didn’t stop.  Ahead of the 
convoy was a tunnel, one of the numerous passages on the mountain 
roads.  The cars sped up; if they could reach the deep stone cover they 
just might save themselves. 
  The gunship turned around and came in for another pass.  The 
lead car was a few hundred meters away from the mouth of the tunnel, 
within seconds it would be under the relative safety of the mountain.  
But it couldn’t outrun the metal-jacketed super-sonic destruction of two 
23-millimeter canons.  Tracer bullets flew through the air in a brilliant 
flash and broke apart the Audi in a massive fireball.   
 The car immediately behind the targeted vehicle veered to avoid 
crashing into the burning wreck and drove through concrete guard posts 
along the road; flinging into a twisted heap as it rolled down the 
mountainside.  The surviving vehicles swerved around the burning car 
and entered the tunnel.  Lockhart looked on in horror.  Wendy couldn’t 
be in those cars she just couldn’t be.   

Wei’s helicopter remained at the tunnel entrance while the 
gunship moved over the mountainside to the other side of the tunnel.  
Lockhart kept a sharp eye on the menacing attack helicopter; it’s guns 
remained silent.  The targets had burrowed into the natural stone 
bunker and weren’t about to leave its safety.   

Transmissions shot between the two helicopters, Wei issued 
orders to his men to prepare for a ground assault, and they began to 
descend to the road.  They had the enemy bottled up.  It was time to 
sweep and clear. 

Before the helicopter’s skids hit the ground, Wei’s four-man team 
jumped to the pavement and ran forward.  Lockhart was right behind 
them.  The helicopter landed on the road and blocked traffic from 
entering or exiting the tunnel. 

The cavern cut through the mountain was lit by tracks of neon 
lights.  As Lockhart ran into the dim corridor he heard sharp reports of 
automatic gunfire. Screams and pleas of surrender followed the shots; 
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they were answered with more gunfire. The PAP on the other side of 
the concrete tomb was making quick work of it.   

By the time Lockhart reached midway through the tunnel where 
the cars had circled together an eerie silence permeated the air.  
Whatever had happened here was over.  The Chinese police exchanged 
all-clear signs.  The enemy was dead. 
 

 

Chapter 43 
 
 
 The PRC’s propaganda machine kicked into over drive.  Within 
two hours of events in Tiananmen Square, China’s state-controlled 
news agencies reported Uighur separatists from the country’s 
predominantly Muslim-populated Xinjiang Autonomous Region 
undertook a series of ‘vile, blood-thirsty attacks in Beijing on the 
peaceful people of China to undermine the nation’s social harmony and 
economic development’.  It was alleged that the ‘terrorists’ were 
affiliated with al Qaeda.  

A statement by the Chinese president carried by every 
newspaper, television and radio station, as well as every major web 
portal, said ‘China would not rest until the wicked evil doers were 
brought to justice and the foreign entities supporting them cease their 
unlawful and immoral support of our enemies’.  Myanmar, North 
Korea, Venezuela and several African countries immediately expressed 
condolences to families of the victims and support for Beijing’s 
ongoing war on terror. 
 On the other side of the Pacific in conference rooms across 
Washington DC and CIA offices in Langley, Virginia, senior US 
intelligence, diplomatic and defense officials watched video footage of 
the meeting between Lockhart and Conally and their cohorts.  The 
surveillance footage was complimented by spy satellite coverage of the 
long violent chase out of Beijing and the ensuing attack by the 
helicopter gunships on the fleeing vehicles.   
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Lockhart had diverted Washington’s eyes and ears to the square 
by making a phone call to a CIA emergency contact line and leaving a 
warning that something vital to US national security was about to 
transpire in Tiananmen.  Everyone in the US intelligence community of 
any importance now knew the name Sean Lockhart. 

Lockhart and Conally’s files were currently under intense 
scrutiny, and the spymaster known simply as ‘Samuel’ was found in a 
remote mountain village somewhere along the Afghan-Pakistan border 
and ordered to report.  A CIA operative named Tillman was believed to 
be dead; he was also quickly associated with Samuel, Lockhart and the 
murder of five other people in the New York area. 

Meanwhile a former PRC cyber warrior, and associate of 
Lockhart, was in the midst of being debriefed in the subterranean 
offices in the US embassy in Beijing.  Files provided by the Chinese 
national substantiated allegations made by Lockhart overheard on the 
video surveillance.  The embassy awaited instructions. 

Events prompted movement around the world.  After a short 
grilling by his superiors via satellite phone, Samuel was in transit 
heading east.  And after having left office more than ten years earlier, 
Jessup Lockhart was on his way back to the Whitehouse to answer 
questions by the sitting president and his national security team.  

As a result of the painstaking intelligence analysis and hurried 
briefings, the US ambassador in Beijing secretly communicated to his 
Chinese counterparts that his government was aware US citizens were 
involved in the incident in the Square and that evidence presented to 
both their governments by Sean Lockhart linked the incident with the 
murders in New York two days earlier.  The ambassador made 
assurances that the US government extended an offer for mutual 
cooperation and a satisfactory resolution to their ‘shared problem’.   

The ambassador also inquired to the health and well being of 
Sean Lockhart, a private American citizen residing in Beijing.  The US 
offer and inquiry had so far been met with cool diplomatic rebuffs.   

 
*** 

 
Lockhart sat in an interrogation room at the Ministry of Public 

Security.  The room bore a striking resemblance to the room in which 
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Inspector Wei interrogated him a day earlier.  Lockhart couldn’t help 
but wonder if Wei was also in another similar room and handcuffed to a 
table bolted to the floor the same as he.  The man wasn’t likely to be in 
favor after the day’s debacle. 

 An hour earlier he had been dragged down several flights of 
stairs and thrown in the room after the helicopter brought he and Wei to 
the Ministry.  Before landing, the Inspector told Lockhart there was no 
trace of Conally, Huping or Wendy.  All the black Audis destroyed or 
contained by the gunships and roadblocks in the mountain roads either 
were driven by a handful of convicts secretly paroled by the Vice 
Minister, or were occupied by PRC citizens who could identify 
themselves with the proper papers.  Nevertheless the citizens were held 
unofficially for questioning until local authorities could reaffirm their 
identities.  The countryside around Beijing was riddled with 
complaining bureaucrats, Party members and random innocent Audi 
owners demanding to know what was going on.  
 Lockhart was relieved Wendy hadn’t been killed in the 
indiscriminate strafing of the vehicles, but was beside himself that he’d 
lost her.  If Conally hadn’t killed her already it was only a matter of 
time before he decided she’d outlived her usefulness. 
 He waited in the room replaying the day’s events in his mind.  He 
shouldn’t have let Wendy anywhere near the square.  But she’d 
insisted, and he’d hoped that her threats against The Vice Minister, 
Huping and Conally would prompt them to inadvertently incriminate 
themselves while under the watchful presence of Tiananmen’s video 
cameras and microphones.  It had worked too, but at an unacceptable 
price.     
 His mind also drifted to Yue Ming.  The last he saw of him he’d 
been wounded and running from the square.  It looked like he was 
going to make it.  If he did, then the Americans would soon be hot on 
the trail after the Turtle Egg’s money, which could be a bargaining chip 
for his release.  It was a small consolation for losing Wendy.  
 As Lockhart became increasing absorbed in morose thoughts the 
door to the interrogation cell opened.  He expected a uniformed thug to 
enter the room and begin shouting at him about Chinese sovereignty, 
crimes against the people, American spies, etc.  Instead, someone quite 
different walked in. 
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 A Chinese gentleman entered the room, for judging by his finely 
tailored suit and stylish haircut, he was certainly just that, a gentleman 
of some stature.  He could not have been much more than forty and his 
countenance still displayed traces of youthful optimism.  He didn’t look 
like a product of the party-state machine, but rather a product of 
something more international and refined. 
 “Hello Sean, you can call me Harrison.”  He spoke in flawless 
American English and held out his hand to shake.  The handcuffs 
raddled as the two exchanged greetings.   
 “Pardon me.  Let’s get something done about those cuffs; and get 
you some water.”  The man snapped his fingers; a guard came in and 
placed a large bottle of expensive French mineral water on the table 
and two glasses.  He also unshackled Sean. 
 “Yale?” Lockhart asked. 
 “Oh God, no.  Princeton then Wharton.  But let’s leave 
reminiscence of school days for another time.  I understand the clock is 
ticking so to speak, that’s why they sent for me.” 
 “Who are you?” 
 “Just another patriot like yourself,” the man mused. 
 “I don’t understand,” Lockhart was confused. 
 “I’m here to reason with you.  We want the same thing, or rather 
I should say, our two governments want the same thing.  Frankly, I 
could care less.  This is not my mess to clean up.  But when asked to do 
a favor for higher powers I can’t very well refuse can I?” 
 “No, I suppose not.”  Lockhart was beginning to like Harrison.  
“Who are you?  Why did the so-called ‘higher powers’ ask you?” 
 “Never mind exactly who I am.  Maybe we will meet again, but 
probably not.  But I can tell you it’s assumed that our similar pedigree: 
powerful fathers, the right schools and all that, is sufficient common 
ground to quickly establish rapport and hopefully a settlement.” 
  The way Harrison pronounced the word ‘is’, Lockhart gave the 
impression that his acquiescence was a foregone conclusion.   

“Otherwise they’d send in some unpleasant fellows in dark suits 
who I imagine will start with the Korean War and finish with 
something about America’s weakening grip on global hegemony before 
they even begin to get down to business.” 
 “Sounds boring,” Lockhart said. 
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 “I couldn’t agree with you more,” Harrison said more to himself 
than to Lockhart.  “Anyway, here it is.  We want Huping and Conally, 
the money, and that young computer specialist, whatever his name is.  
In exchange, you get your freedom and our help in getting back the 
girl.” 
 “Seems very simple.  But I don’t happen to know where any of 
those people are, nor do I know where the money is.” 
 “Maybe you don’t, then again maybe you do.”  Harrison let the 
statement hang in the air. 
 “What are you talking about?  If I knew where they were I’d be 
after them right now, wouldn’t I?” Lockhart’s temper was rising.  
 “Well I assume so.  But let’s look at it another way.  None of 
these things: the girl, the culprits, the hacker or the money, are separate.  
They are all one big puzzle.  If you have one piece, then maybe you can 
fit it in with the next and so on.” 
 “Easier said than done,” Lockhart grumbled and took a long 
drink of water. 

“We think you know where the boy is.  And we think the boy 
knows where the money is, or can find it.  If we know where the money 
is, then we’ll know where Conally and Huping are going; and of course 
that’s how we would catch them.  And we might find the girl as well.” 

Lockhart didn’t say anything.  He didn’t want to say out loud that 
he thought Wendy was probably dead, as if the words would make it 
so.   

Also, even if Harrison was right, there wasn’t anything he could 
do about it.  The US wasn’t going to give up the treasure chest of 
intelligence Yue Ming had to offer.  The boy was gone, and even if he 
could, he wasn’t going to put him back in the hands of the Chinese 
government.  Not after he made a promise to get him safely out of the 
country and away from people who could do him harm.  A deal is a 
deal.  He probably lost Wendy, he wasn’t about to turn around and give 
up Yue Ming too. 

“I see the wheels turning Sean.  You are thinking about it.  But 
don’t think too long.  Wendy doesn’t have much time.” 

The words hit Lockhart like a punch in the stomach.  “What do 
you mean?  Is Wendy alive? Do you know where she is?” 
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“You received this on your phone about twenty minutes ago,” 
Harrison held up the mobile device that had been taken from Lockhart 
when he was thrown into the cell. 

He grabbed it and saw an email from Conally, it read “Keep Yue 
Ming away from our money, in twelve hours if I’m satisfied the money 
is out of his reach I’ll let the girl go.  If the money has been moved, or 
if I think anyone is watching us, SHE’S DEAD.”  Embedded within the 
email was a picture of Wendy.  She was battered, bruised and bleeding.  
But she was alive. 

 
 

Chapter 44 
 
 
 Blindfolded and gagged, Wendy listened as they discussed killing 
her. 
 “We don’t need her, she’ll just slow us down.”  Huping said.  
Shou grunted in agreement. 
 “Shut up and let me think this through…” Conally yelled back at 
her.  She could hear him tapping his fingers on the dirty velour interior 
of the vehicle as he contemplated her fate. 
 Wendy had a good look at their new form of transport before they 
blindfolded, gagged then stuffed her in the back of a small van.  It was 
what Beijingers call a mianbao che or ‘loaf of bread car’, a small 
cheaply made van with the same oblong contours of its namesake.  The 
van was the most popular form of taxi in Beijing for nearly two decades 
until municipal authorities banned the dirty and inefficient vehicles 
from Beijing’s roads as part of efforts to cut air pollution improve the 
city’s image.  As one of the cheapest and most versatile automobiles in 
the country it is still a common sight in the outskirts of Beijing and 
interior provinces.   

Their mianbao che had a flaking silver paint job and windows 
tinted with a reflective purplish hue.  It was waiting for them at the end 
of the line of black Audis.  By her estimation they had left the tree 
covered rendezvous area ten minutes behind the decoy vehicles.  She 
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guessed the unassuming vehicle didn’t draw much attention from the 
air or on the ground.   

 The van wasn’t their only disguise.  Shou and Huping had 
changed in to dirty clothes that made them more resemble an 
anonymous pair from the nation’s seven hundred million peasants.  It 
wasn’t difficult for Shou, who was only a generation off the farm.  But 
Huping had to cover her fine feminine features and flawless 
complexion with a scarf and a thin layer of dirt to complete the 
costume.   

Wendy was placed in a cramped space with Conally between the 
van’s two folding rows of seats in the rear.  A wooden board was 
placed over the seats creating a flatbed.  The pungent soil-laden 
fragrance of potatoes filled her nostrils after minutes of rumbling and 
pounding as several bushels were placed on top of them. 

 The charade worked beautifully.  Wendy felt the van come to a 
halt three times and heard Shou and Huping present papers to police 
officers at roadblocks.  Each time they stopped Conally dug the barrel 
of the pistol deeper into her ribs.  She didn’t make a sound. 

An hour later, after they passed all foreseeable roadblocks, 
Wendy and Conally were sitting in the van’s back seats.  By now they 
were probably half way across Hebei, the northeastern province 
surrounding Beijing. 

The American removed the gag and blindfold.  Conally bore his 
eyes into her as he spoke.   

“Wendy, where’s Yue Ming?” 
“I don’t know.” 
He backhanded her.  “I don’t like repeating questions.  Where’s 

Yue Ming?” 
“How should I know?  I saw him get shot, and then before you 

grabbed me he started running from the square.  He’s dead for all I 
know.”  She murmured the words.  What did any of this matter? 

“We didn’t get him.  What was Lockhart’s plan?  Obviously you 
had the PSB waiting for us, but then what?  Is Yue Ming behind a 
computer right now tracking down our money?” 

“I hope so!”  Wendy spat the words. 
He slapped her again, harder.  Her head ricocheted off the side of 

the van. 
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“I’d like to see you live through this.  I really would.  There’s 
been far too much blood spilled.  This has become entirely out of 
control.  If you help me by answering our questions, I’ll see that you 
live.  But if you don’t, my companions and me won’t be forgiving.  
One more body more or less won’t mean anything.”   

Conally sounded sincere, but she knew he was a liar.  Wendy 
focused on her grandparents.  Rage started to seethe in her again.  She 
wanted to fight, to tare his face with the nails of her bound hands.  But 
realized her best revenge would be to stay alive as long as possible and 
see that justice was done later, when it could be complete. 

Conally asked the questions methodically with almost a 
mechanical cadence, they were posed to Wendy as much as they were 
to himself.   

“Where were you, Lockhart and Yue Ming going after the 
square?   Was the hacker going back to his government or was he going 
to leave the country.  If he was going to leave, how was he going to 
leave?” 

At the last question Wendy turned her eyes away from him and 
thought about an answer.  Conally had questioned hundreds of suspects 
and informers in his long career.  He could read body language, and tell 
when someone was thinking up a lie or trying to hide the truth.  
Wendy’s evasive eyes, tense jaw muscles and subtle inhale indicted 
Conally had come close to the truth, and Wendy didn’t want to 
acknowledge it.  

“That’s it isn’t.  He’s going to leave the country.  Is he leaving 
with Lockhart?  Can Lockhart get to him?” 

Wendy answered quickly, because it was close to the truth and 
she knew it was what he wanted to hear anyway, so it might keep her 
alive a little longer. 

“Yes, Lockhart is helping him leave the country.” 
Huping snapped, “So what? None of this matters; we’ll be with 

the money soon enough.  Then we’ll be able to move it out of his reach 
and disappear.” 

“Maybe,” Conally said.  “But that’s not good enough.  We didn’t 
go through all of this just so some punk kid can steal it back from us.” 

Huping began to speak again, but Conally broke her off. 
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 “Shut up!  I’m handling this.”  His voiced raised in anticipation 
and anger.  “Where’s he going?  The US?  How?”  Conally thought 
about it a moment longer.  “Is Lockhart giving him to the CIA?” 

She hesitated a fraction too long.  Conally let out a long string of 
curses and started kicking the floor of the van and slamming his fist 
into the back seat.  

  “No, no, no!” He said repeatedly. 
 Huping screamed, “This is all your fault!  Of all the people you 
could have chose for this job you picked an American spy!  It was 
stupid and careless.” 
 “How was I supposed to know he was a spy?  I thought he we 
just another trust fund kid.  Besides, your people blew three 
opportunities to kill him.”  Conally pointed at Shou as he threw out the 
condemnation.  
 Huping cursed at Conally in Chinese.   

“I’ll fix this.  If Lockhart cares so much for the girl he’ll bargain 
for her life.  Let’s just hope he still has access to Yue Ming and can 
stall him.  We don’t need much time.  We’ll get over the border, meet 
the plane and before you know it we’ll be having breakfast with our 
bankers in Astana and our money will be safe.” 
 “Call them now!  We have to move the money now.”  Huping 
was adamant. 
 “We can’t.  By now your government and mine will be listening 
to every international call posted from China.  They’ll be listening for 
keywords like ‘bank’, ‘wire transfer’ and ‘account number’.  Not only 
that, they have all of our voices on record and they can ID them like 
fingerprints.  Besides, even if I could call my Russian bank 
connections, are we going to trust them with account numbers and pass 
codes so they can move the money?  No way, not if we ever want to see 
a dime.  We’ll have to do it in person.”  

Conally was pensive, every problem had a solution.  
“The best we can do is to wait until we get over the border and 

call ahead.  That way it’ll just be a flick of a switch when we arrive.” 
Huping snorted in frustration, “It’ll be another five hours until the 

boarder, then an hour by car to the airfield.  The flight to Kazakhstan 
will be another four hours!  That gives us about another ten to twelve 
hours before we can get to the money.” 



 321 

 “OK, it can be done.  We just need to send Lockhart a message.”  
He turned to Wendy, “How can we reach him?” 
 She answered, “In my pocket.  There’s a piece of paper with 
phone numbers on them.  He has several mobile phone cards, one of 
them will work.”  

 Conally and put his fingers on her throat, “You better hope 
Lockhart can get to Yue Ming and convince him to stay away from the 
money.” 
 

*** 
 
 Kazakhstan is one of the best countries in the world to get lost in.  
It lays in the nexus of Europe and Asia, bordering five nations and the 
Caspian Sea. It is fairly friendly with all the world’s great powers but 
beholden to none.  This makes it an important transit point for 
international drug and arms cartels, as well as terrorist groups.  Just an 
importantly, as one of the world’s largest countries, its vast lands 
contain a hodgepodge of nationalities and races, from the Asiatic 
peoples of the Han Chinese and Mongolians to the Caucasians of White 
Russia, Turkey, the Kazakhs and Uzbeks.  It is exactly the kind of 
country Conally and Huping can enter one side of, exit another, and 
never be found again.  But they had to get there first. 
 They were getting out of the PRC as fast as possible; the closest 
border was Mongolia.  Two hundred miles west of Beijing at a small 
railroad junction in a forgetful backwater town they met their next 
guide on their escape out of the country.   

The man, a mid-level leader of the provincial Department of 
Railways, was happy to see them and their money.  Shou took care of 
the man quickly with a clean knife thrust across the throat.  No 
evidence could be left behind, so the body was brought with them as 
they hopped a coal truck heading for Ulan Bator.  It was four hours to 
the border.  
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Chapter 45 
 
 
 “There’s a problem,” Lockhart said to Harrison. 
 “I’m sure there’s more than one.  Which are you talking about?” 
 “I can’t get to Yue Ming.  He’s gone and I don’t know how to 
find him.” 

Disbelief filled the other man’s voice, “Is that so?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Needless to say this is very disappointing.  Then I suppose if the 

hacker’s gone, then the money and the girl, not to mention Conally and 
Huping, will soon follow.  All, never to be seen again.”  Harrison was 
detached and spoke dispassionately.  He was just doing a job.  These 
were neither his friends nor enemies, and it wasn’t his money.   

Lockhart was desperate.  There was no point even trying to get to 
Yue Ming.  The US government would never acknowledge they had 
possession of him.  He’d also doubted the CIA would hand over a 
billion dollars to the Chinese.  Found money was free money, and a lot 
of black bag operations could be run for a billion dollars.  
 “I don’t know what else to say.” 
 “I’m sorry Sean.  Look at it from our point of view; we are doing 
all we can to find these bastards.  If you want to stay in the game, you 
are going to have to put something on the table.” 
 Lockhart thought about everything he’d been told and everything 
he knew about his ruthless adversaries.  There must be some way to get 
them.  What did they need?  Where were they going? 
 He held up the mobile phone in his hand, “The message from 
Conally, did you trace it?  Where did it come from?” 
 “Transmitted from a wireless tower somewhere in Hebei as far as 
I know.  The signal has gone dead now of course.” 
 “Where in Hebei?” 
 “I don’t know.  Why?  Does that mean anything to you?” 
 “What direction where they heading in?” 
 Harrison leaned across the table growing more interested in what 
Lockhart was saying.  “I think it was west of Beijing.  Do you think 
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you know where they are going, or how they are going to smuggle 
themselves out of the country?” 
 That word.  Smuggle.  It prompted an idea.  Lockhart smiled; 
maybe it wasn’t over yet. 
 “Do you think it would be possible for you to arrange for 
someone to take Inspector Wei and I to the Raffles Hotel?” 
 

*** 
 
 Sukhbataar Bayar was not accustomed to being disrupted by 
Chinese security forces.  He paid good money for the privilege, and 
was annoyed and a little scared that fact had been ignored. What was 
particularly unsettling was that the obnoxious American that had routed 
his henchmen and embarrassed him had brought the police to his door.  
There would be consequences. 

Dressed in a silk bathrobe, Bayar sat comfortably in his spacious 
hotel suite; he eyed Lockhart and Inspector Wei coolly.  

“Who do you think you are talking to?  I have friends in this city, 
very important friends, and I don’t have to answer your questions.” 
 Wei turned to Lockhart and frowned, Bayar was probably right, 
the criminal was plugged in; he made a lot of people a lot of money. 
 Lockhart shrugged and smiled, “Was one of your friends Vice 
Minister Zhang Tieying?  I hope not, because I shot him in the middle 
of Tiananmen Square earlier today, he’s dead, and everyone who had 
anything to do with him is now a suspect in a major criminal 
investigation involving corruption at the highest levels.” 

Bayar reacted as he had been slapped in the face.  The Vice 
Minister had helped him grease the wheels at several border crossings; 
allowing his narcotics trade to thrive unhindered.  He offered his guests 
champagne from an open bottle in an ice bucket on the table and tried 
not to show fear.  The champagne was declined; they hoped they 
wouldn’t be staying long.  All they wanted was a little information. 

The Mongolian spoke fluent Chinese and fairly good English.  
The conversation intertwined between the two languages.  Inspector 
Wei and Lockhart described the situation as broadly as possible without 
mentioning the billion dollars in stolen money at play.  It was thought 
best not to peak Bayar’s avarice.  However, the Vice Minister, Conally 
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and Huping’s connection to the gun battle in Tiananmen and the 
importance to China’s national security were stressed repeatedly. 

Bayar had no choice, “How can I help?” 
Lockhart answered, “I suspect you or someone you might know 

is helping these people cross the border into Mongolia or Russia.  From 
what Inspector Wei has told me, if that is the case the PSB would be 
highly displeased.” 

Wei grunted in affirmation.  Bayar didn’t blink. 
 “However, if you do know where they are going or can find out, 
then I think the Inspector and his colleagues would be very pleased.”  
Lockhart finished and waited for the Mongolian’s response. 
 Bayar refilled his champagne glass, stood up and walked around 
the room, pausing momentarily to scratch his manhood in quiet 
contemplation.   
 “I have always considered myself to be very friendly with the 
Chinese people, and I respect your country; and its laws.”  He smiled 
grandly at Wei.  He then turned to Lockhart.  “And of course I have 
great admiration of America as well.”  
 “Of course,” Lockhart said. 
 “I’d like to think I have lots of friends, maybe someone I know 
will be able to help you gentlemen.  Let me discreetly make some 
inquiries.  Come back in a few hours, I’ll let you know what I’ve found 
out.” 
 Lockhart jumped to his feet, “That won’t be good enough.  We 
need to know now.  Time is of the essence.” 
 Bayar frowned, “I see.” 
 Inspector Wei cut in, “Mr. Bayar, I understand your willingness 
to help us.  After all, you have extensive business interests in China, so 
of course you want to be friendly.  This is an opportunity to 
demonstrate just exactly how good of a friend you are.  Because you 
wouldn’t want anybody in Beijing to think you were not a friend, 
would you?”   
 “No, I wouldn’t, I assure you,” he said sheepishly. 
  “So, why don’t you go ahead and make a few phone calls right 
now?  We’ll wait.”  Wei motioned towards the phone on the coffee 
table in front of him. 
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 “I’ll do that… Do you mind if I make the calls from the 
bedroom?  I’d like to have some privacy.” 
 Wei laughed, “Don’t bother, we’ll be listening anyway.”   
 

*** 
 
 After nearly an hour of phone calls Bayar looked pleased with 
himself.  Lockhart and Wei were on their second pot of tea discussing 
their adversary’s potential escape routes and final destinations when the 
Mongolian interrupted. 
 “I think I know where they are going, but unfortunately I don’t 
know how they are getting there or exactly where they will travel to.” 
 “What?  Where?” Lockhart asked hurriedly. 
 Bayar reveled in his momentary triumph; he had something they 
wanted.  “A friend of a friend of mine has prepared to have a jet meet 
an unknown number of people at an airfield just over the boarder in 
Mongolia.” 
 “Is that all?” Wei asked incredulously.  
 “I can show you were this airfield is on the map.  And I can also 
tell you this is a most unusual spot to pick up international travelers, so 
I suspect these are the people you are seeking.” 
 Wei wanted more, “But you don’t know how they are getting 
there?” 
 “No afraid not.” 
 “What about when?” 
 “That, I am sorry to tell you, it is very soon.  According to my 
information the jet will be landing at the airfield in precisely two hours 
and forty minutes.”   

Bayar sat down in a seat next to the two other men.  He had 
provided the information they sought; he considered the matter over. 

Wei wasn’t as pleased.  “We can call he Mongolian authorities 
right away and try to arrange an interdiction, but I’m worried there isn’t 
enough time.  There’ll be a lot of red tape and…” 

Bayar laughed.  “Government procedures are the least of your 
worries.  The people who arranged this pickup are well connected and 
well funded.  You might get Ulan Bator’s agreement, but what happens 
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in the wilds of the steppe will be an entirely different thing, I assure 
you.” 
 “That’s all right.  It doesn’t matter,” Lockhart said with a tone of 
finality.   
 The other two men looked at him, they didn’t understand the 
meaning of the statement. 
 “Why?” they said. 
 “Because I am going.” 
 “What?  Impossible!” Wei shouted. 
 “No it’s not.  When Conally and Huping show up at that airfield, 
I’ll be waiting for them.” 
 “Sean, my government won’t get involved in something like this.  
We can’t send police officers over the border.  It would be an 
international incident.”  
 Lockhart was agitated, “I didn’t say you are going.  I said I’m 
going.” 
 Wei shook his head, “But how?  There are no commercial flights 
and you can’t use a Chinese government aircraft.  Also, you are simply 
not equipped to launch a raid.  You don’t know how many you’ll be up 
against.” 
 Lockhart stood; he was ready to go.  “There’s a Lockhart 
Industries jet at the Beijing airport and it can take me where I need.  As 
for equipment, I’ll give you a list.  Have it sent to the airport.” 
 Wei snorted in disbelief.  “You are going there by yourself?” 
 “Yes, and don’t try to stop me.” 
 “I’m not sure how my superiors will feel about this; they 
probably won’t authorize it.  You still have a lot of questions to answer; 
they won’t like it that you are leaving the country.” 
 “Tell them not to worry.  I’ll be back in a few hours with Conally 
and Huping.  That way your superiors get everything they want, 
including the money.”  Lockhart was resolute. 
 “And what if you don’t come back?” 
 “Then I’m dead.” 
 

*** 
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 As it turned out, the Ministry of Public Security was more than 
happy to let Lockhart leave the country, hunt down the dreaded 
criminals and return to Beijing with a billion dollars for the PRC 
government, but only if Inspector Wei went with him. Wei was politely 
informed that if he didn’t come back with Lockhart or the goods, then 
he’d better not comeback at all.  The Inspector was delighted at the 
opportunity to help; he cursed Lockhart all the way to the airport.   
 The jet was preparing for takeoff and the pilot had already 
secured the necessary paperwork to fly into Mongolia.  Lockhart 
Industries was building the world’s fourth largest wind farm in the 
country and the relevant authorities were more than happy to expedite a 
visit.  
 A car was waiting for them at the hangar where the Bombardier 
Global 5000 was making final preparations for takeoff.  The car’s trunk 
was opened and Lockhart was proudly shown its contents. 
 “Everything you asked for.  Are you sure it’s enough?” Wei 
listed the gear neatly packed in two large duffle bags. 
 “It’ll be enough,” Lockhart said. 
 One of the men handed a sealed folder to Lockhart, who peaked 
at the documents inside. 
 Wei explained, “Latest satellite reconnaissance of the airfield and 
the surrounding area.” 
 “Thanks, I’ll review it on the plane.” 
 Lockhart was prepared to board the jet but stopped.  He turned to 
Wei who was right on his heals.  “This is your last chance.  Don’t get 
on the airplane.  This could all end very badly.” 
 “I know.  But that doesn’t matter; this is my duty.  I’m doing 
what I’m ordered.” Wei looked surprised at Lockhart.  “I’ve seen your 
file, you were a Marine; you should know what duty and honor are.” 
 “I do,” Lockhart said. 
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Chapter 46 
 
 
 
 They jumped off the coal truck an hour over the boarder; a 
handheld GPS device demarcated exactly where they should make their 
exit.  The coal truck was moving slowly uphill at the time, all four 
made the jump without injury.  Their escorts were waiting. 
 Four armed men quickly helped them load into two Humvees.  
Conally, Huping and Wendy rode in one vehicle with a driver, Shou 
and the three remaining men road in the second.  Their new 
companions were smugglers. Narcotics and human trafficking were 
their main business lines; however transporting fugitives from the 
boarder to a nearby airport was not beyond their job description.  
Conally paid cash up front. 
 The smugglers told them it wouldn’t take much more than an 
hour over rough terrain to reach their destination.  The jet was due to 
land just after their arrival and would remain on the ground only long 
enough to pick up its passengers and refuel.  Conally said it sounded 
good to them, they were in hurry anyway. 
  Once they were safely over the border Conally and Huping were 
anxious to call their bankers and make for sure their money was where 
they left it.  The smugglers though the notion of making a mobile-
phone call was humorous and laughed hardily.  There wasn’t a 
transmission tower within a hundred miles.  However, the airfield 
would have a phone and they could make an international call there. 
  At dusk, the two Humvees reached the top of a shallow valley 
and came to a stop, the airfield stretched across the bottom.  At one end 
of the runway was a small corrugated-metal building with antennas 
sticking out of if it.  Electricity and phone lines also ran into the 
building and along a small dirt road heading out of the valley.   

One of the Mongolian smugglers spoke English with a Russian 
accent.  He commented that the field had been built by a Canadian 
mining company a decade ago, but was no longer in use except by 
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anyone but his gang.  He suggested that Conally keep them in mind in 
case they ever needed to move anything in or out of Mongolia and 
China again. 

 “Thanks, but I’m never coming back,” he replied. 
They drove down to the airfield.  Conally and Huping headed 

straight for the phone, Shou guarded Wendy and the bag of money.  It 
took them ten nerve-raking minutes to get an international line and 
convince a bank secretary in Astana to accept the charges.  But they felt 
much better after speaking with their banker who carefully reviewed 
their numerous accounts spread across the world and assured them that 
over nine hundred million dollars was where they left it a day earlier.  
They instructed the banker to begin preparing more transfers, the less 
traceable the better, and said they would see him in a few hours.  
 As they exited the building that served as a combination 
bunkhouse and radio tower the pair of thieves heard the pleasant sound 
of a small jet overhead.  Then they saw its lights as it began to make its 
descent.  Conally and Huping exchanged a look, they were almost 
home free. 
 The victorious moment was cut short.  From both sides of the 
valley headlights appeared; muzzle flashes and the sharp report of rifle 
fire followed them.  In an instant it looked as if the valley and its 
airfield was being surrounded. 
 “Lockhart!” Conally said. 
 “How could it be, how did he find us?” Huping was in awe.  It 
was impossible to think the American had followed them all the way 
from Beijing. 
 “I don’t know and I don’t care.  Take Wendy and the money and 
get to the plane.  We’ll have to hold them off.”  Conally pulled his 
pistol from his shoulder holster and yelled to the smugglers and Shou to 
take cover. 
 Huping pointed her small automatic at Wendy and told her to 
wheel the suitcase to the runway.  She did as she was told, all the time 
straining her vision to get a glimpse of Lockhart.  He was here. 
 As Huping was leaving Conally yelled to her, “Don’t think about 
leaving without me!  It’ll take both of us to access the accounts.” 
 “I know,” she nodded.  
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More gunfire erupted from the hills and everyone took cover.  
Shou and the smugglers returned fire.  The vehicles kept their distance. 

The private jet touched down at the end of the runway and taxied 
to its end where Huping and Wendy where waiting.  It then slowly 
swung around in a circle so that it was in position to take off again.  A 
man ran from the building to a nearby fuel pump and began pulling the 
hose towards the jet. 

“How long will it take to refuel?” Huping asked. 
“Probably only a minute or two, they are flying in from Ulan 

Bator, so its tanks should be pretty full,” the man said. 
Huping was relieved.  She didn’t fancy the idea of sitting on a 

refueling jet while a pitched gun battle raged outside.  The opening of 
the jet’s doorway and fall of its retractable staircase caught her 
attention.  Huping point her gun at Wendy and motioned her to get in 
the jet.  She then looked back to check on Conally and Shou.  They and 
the smugglers were firing sporadically into the mountains.  But none of 
them were injured and it didn’t look as if their position was about to be 
overrun. 

Huping turned to enter the aircraft.  Wendy had already entered 
and was momentarily out of sight.  She took two steps up the staircase 
into the jet and stopped dead in her tracks.  What was he doing on her 
plane? 

“Hi Huping!”  
A shotgun blast tore into her and flung the woman into the air; 

she landed flat on her face. The one-man airport ground crew saw 
Huping go down, dropped the hose before he could start refueling and 
ran for his life.  Lockhart drilled him twice and the man fell like a sack 
of rice. 

He then expelled the remaining ‘bean bag’ loads from his 
Mossberg 930 tactical shotgun.  The non-lethal shotgun round is 
birdshot tightly wrapped in a strong nylon covering that expands to an 
almost two and half inch wide projectile.  The ammunition is a favorite 
for riot control among police forces around the world.  At pointblank 
distance the round could cause massive internal damage and kill 
Huping if she was struck in the head or chest.  However, Lockhart had 
lined the shotgun’s laser sight slightly lower than her belly and fired. 
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Lockhart chambered three shells into the semi-automatic 
shotgun’s eight round tubular magazine and began acquiring more 
targets.  A small group of gunmen were firing into the hills less than a 
hundred yards from the jet.  That’s were Conally would be. 

Wei stuck his head out of the jet to see what was happening.  He 
yelled, “What do you want me to do?” 

“Make for sure Wendy is all right.  Also, secure Huping and put 
her on the jet if you can.” 

 
“Where are you going?” he asked. 
“To get Conally.  This is not over yet.  If I’m not back in five 

minutes leave without me!  Getting Wendy out of here alive and 
putting Huping in custody is critical.  Understand?”   

“I got it,” Wei nodded eagerly and scrambled down to grab 
Huping and pull her into the jet.   

He was happy Lockhart didn’t ask to back him up.  The Chinese 
detective only had a pistol, and he’d never been that good with it.  Wei 
had never been in a firefight before and he didn’t like the idea of 
following the mad American in a frontal assault against machine guns. 
He was also still mindful that it was best if a Chinese police officer did 
not engage in combat on foreign soil.   

Lockhart took off with the massive shotgun in his hands.  Wei 
almost felt sorry for their enemies. 
 

*** 
 
 The attacking force was a small band of Bayar’s men.  They were 
under strict orders not to risk their lives in a firefight. Their main 
objective was only to cause a distraction, not to engage the smugglers 
or their clients at the airfield.  Bayar committed some of his local men 
in the area for the operation at Lockhart’s request, and Wei’s forceful 
pressure.  In return, he suggested to Lockhart that it would be a sign of 
good will if the smugglers at the airfield from a competing outfit didn’t 
live to tell the tale.   
 Conally didn’t realize the attackers had no intention of killing 
them.  Instead he took the reluctance to raid the field as an ominous 
sign.  It was possible the gunmen in the hills might only be charged 
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with preventing them from escaping; the real attack could come from 
the air in the form of Mongolian Army gunships or another 
overwhelming force.   

With that thought in mind, he turned to look at the jet on the 
runway and check its progress. Conally didn’t have a view of its 
entrance, which was on the opposite side, so he couldn’t detect any 
movement in and out of the aircraft.  But something was definitely 
wrong.  It looked as if the fuel hose had been brought to the aircraft and 
then carelessly dropped on the runway.   The man who ran the airfield 
lay on the ground a few yards away from it.  More alarm bells went off 
in his head.  
 Conally turned to Shou to yell at him to go check on the jet and 
make for sure it was refueled and prepared for immediate take off. 
Shou was scanning the hillside and firing at men who had taken cover 
behind rocks.  The assassin nodded and turned to move, but he didn’t 
get far.  The American was staring straight into Shou’s cold eyes when 
the killer’s head burst apart in an explosion of blood, hair, brains and 
bone.  The head was blown completely off the dead man’s neck. 
 Conally hit the deck and rolled away from his current position 
and curled up in ball by the short staircase leading into the radio 
building.  Judging by the trajectory of the kill shot they had been fired 
on from somewhere near the jet.  He didn’t hear it; the report of the 
weapon was drowned out by the jet engine and fire from the smugglers’ 
AK-47s. 
 He yelled at the others to look out.  As he did, one of the 
Mongolian’s flew forward off the ground as a large caliber round 
drilled through him and left an exit wound the size of tea saucer.  The 
others broke in a dead run for the door of the building.  Conally 
followed them into the structure.  The corrugated metal building wasn’t 
exactly a reinforced bunker, but it was the best cover they had. 
 As Conally shut the building’s front door behind him he noticed a 
rear exit directly at the back wall.  He ran for it while the three 
remaining Mongolians hid in the room and prepared to shoot anyone 
who entered.  Conally nearly reached the rear exit when half-inch 
diameter holes started appearing through the front wall and door.  
Objects in the room blew apart as heavy lead rounds struck them.  Once 
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of the projectiles caught Conally in the shoulder and hurled him 
through the rear exit and over the short railing of a small staircase. 
 He lay there trying to piece together what was happening.  Inside 
the smugglers were returning fire.  Their AK-47s rattled in fury to keep 
the attacking forces at bay.  Conally thought about making it to the jet, 
or failing that, one of the Humvees.  He had to escape. 
 The assault rifle fire died down.  As Conally began to pick 
himself up off the ground, he heard his companions reloading and 
preparing for another barrage.  For a moment there was no gunfire, no 
screaming, only nervous whispers between the men.   Conally didn’t 
understand Mongolian, but given the situation the meaning of their 
words was not hard to grasp.  They couldn’t see the enemy.  Where 
were they?  How many?  Should they surrender? 

The lull in the fighting ended as a series of thunderous bursts 
rapidly occurred one after another, seemingly shaking the building’s 
foundations.  Metal, glass, wood, and bloody flesh were shredded in 
mere seconds of heavy concentrated fire.  It sounded as if a whole army 
had opened up on the tiny building.  And then it was over.  For a long 
while the only thing that could be heard was the quiet gurgling of the 
men chocking and gasping from their wounds before dying. 

Conally stumbled to a pile of rocks behind the building and hid 
behind them.  His left shoulder was blown apart; a lucky shot had 
caught him in an exposed area unprotected by his vest.  His arm hung 
useless from the socket and blood streamed down it.  But he still had 
the .357 Magnum and his right arm to use it.  He was still alive and still 
deadly. 
  

*** 
 
 Lockhart ran from the jet and covered half the distance to the 
building where he found a small patch of tall grass to hide in.  He saw 
six men scattered in front of him; their attention was firmly placed on 
the surrounding hills and the feint by Bayar’s men.  Lockhart reminded 
himself that if he lived through the next few minutes he should thank 
the gangster. 
 The Mossberg was equipped with a short scope, it wasn’t 
powerful, but at less than fifty yards it didn’t need to be as long as it 
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was accurate.  Wei assured him that a PSB armorer had sighted the 
weapon and that it shot on target.  The shotgun’s new load was deer 
slugs.  At a hundred yards the one and half ounce lead missile could 
drop a large stag dead.  At half that distance it could turn a man inside 
out.  
 Lockhart quickly scanned the field and found his primary targets.  
Shou and Conally were next to each other firing into the hills.  Perfect.  
Lockhart watched a tiny red dot appear on the back of Shou’s head as 
he looked through the scope.  He didn’t hesitate.  The explosive recoil 
from the powerful weapon was as satisfying as it was lethal.  The 
second assassin, one of the men that killed the Wangs and tried 
repeatedly to kill him, was finally dead.  The score was getting more 
even. 
 He quickly sighted in on another gunmen and fired at center 
mass, further reducing the unfavorable odds in a hurry.  Conally and 
the remaining Mongolians ran for the building.  Lockhart stood, 
brought the shotgun to his shoulder and rapidly fired the magazine’s six 
remaining slugs through the door and at the building.  He then ran as 
fast as his legs could carry him and dove to the ground just outside the 
structure.  Gunfire erupted from the windows and screamed over his 
head.  The remaining gunmen were firing wildly. 
 One of the best aspects of a shotgun is its versatility. A smooth 
bore shotgun is essentially the same as an old muzzle-loading musket 
or cannon.  You can fire anything from it.  Police and military 
appreciate the wide variety of non-lethal and extremely deadly 
ammunition that can be fired from the same weapon.  It also suited 
Lockhart’s needs. 
 He quickly pulled shells from a bandolier slung over his shoulder 
and fed them to the shotgun.  For close up work he preferred three-inch 
shells loaded with double ought buckshot.  Each round contained 
eighteen pieces of lead shot roughly the same diameter as .38 caliber 
bullets.   It was a fast way to deliver nearly one hundred and fifty 
rounds of hot death to the enemy; and Lockhart did.  Stepping away 
from the side of the building he swept the shotgun back and forth firing 
repeatedly.  The shot obliterated the thin metal wall and everyone 
inside the room.  When he was through, he could see the burning 
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remains of daylight from the holes he’d left in every wall in the 
structure.  The enemy within was decimated. 
  

*** 
  

On board the jet, Wendy and Wei bound Huping’s arms hands 
and feet with plastic handcuffs and belted her into one of the jet’s large 
leather seats.  The woman screamed in pain from a cracked pelvis.  
Wendy pulled off one of her own socks and was poised to stuff it into 
their prisoner’s mouth when Wei grabbed her arm and stopped her.   

“Let me ask her a few questions,” Wei said. 
Wendy frowned in disappointment but relented. 
“Where’s the money Huping?  If you give us back the money, 

you might avoid execution.  Tell me where it is,” Wei asked gently.  
His prisoner was trapped and desperate, he hoped he could bargain with 
her. 

“Go fuck yourself,” she said. 
Wei ignored the curse and repeated the questions, this time with 

an ultimatum.  “Please, let’s do this the easy way…” 
“Never.  You’re not getting the money.  It’s ours…” 
Wei grabbed the woman’s legs and squeezed them into the seat 

cushions.  The leverage applied to the area of the woman’s injuries was 
excruciating.  Huping’s screams filled the small jet cabin.   

Wendy turned her back on the interrogation and moved as far 
away from Wei and Huping as she could. 

“Now tell me.  It’s only going to get worse, and we both know 
you are not going to be able to hold up under extreme interrogation, are 
you?” 

Huping was crying and squirming in the chair.  Wei waited a few 
more moments and then placed his arms on her legs again. 

“Wait!” she screamed.  
Wei hesitated. 
“I’ll tell you, but it won’t do you any good.  I can’t give you the 

money by myself.  You need Conally too.” 
“What do you mean?” Wei asked. 
“We have a failsafe.  Both Conally and I have access codes to the 

bank accounts, both of us have to provide our codes, or the money can’t 
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be touched.  The system was created to prevent either one of us from 
double-crossing the other.” 

“I see, but where is the money?” 
“All over the world.  It’s been divided up between roughly 

twenty banks and over a hundred accounts.” 
Huping’s answers were in line with what little information Wei 

had been able to glean from the documents Lockhart had provided him 
and said had originally came from Yue Ming.  He suspected she was 
telling the truth, including the fail-safe mechanism.  It sounded like 
something thieves would do. 

“Where’s Lockhart?” Huping asked. 
“He went after Conally, this is all over,” Wei replied. 
Huping laughed the best she could under the pain, “I hope they 

kill each other.” 
 

*** 
 
 After reloading the smoking shotgun Lockhart careful poked his 
head into the room behind the barrel of the gun.  Nothing stirred.  It 
appeared as a metal typhoon had struck the place and grinded up 
everything in its wake.  Lockhart saw corpses on the floor spread 
throughout the room.  He tentatively took a step in. 
 The first two bodies were easily identifiable as smugglers.  A 
third was towards the rear of the room; it had fallen into shadows and 
was covered in debris.  A single light bulb hanging from the ceiling 
was shattered and the only light was amber streams from dusk seeping 
through the doorways, windows and bullet riddled walls.  With the 
shotgun at his shoulder and ready to fire, Lockhart carefully walked 
deeper into the room to investigate.  He took note that here were no 
adjoining rooms or large pieces of furniture to hide behind, no blind 
spots, so it was nearly impossible for someone to surprise him from 
within the building. 
 He took another step and a floorboard creaked loudly under his 
weight.  Lockhart paused. The third body was nearly in view and 
something unseen told him it wasn’t Conally.  Alerted to danger he 
immediately took a step backward out towards the way he came in.  
The floorboard creaked again.   
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A second later, bullets punched through the walls into Lockhart 
and he was blown off his feet.  He hit the ground with a bloody thud.  
The world spun around him as he fought for consciousness.  

Lockhart was lucky; of the eight shots fired only five hit him.  
Two hit him square in his flak jacket and pancaked against the thick 
metal protective platting.  One creased the side of his head and left a 
deep gash.  Another went through his right arm and the last buried 
deeply into his right leg.   

The wind was knocked out of him from the shots he took to his 
armored chest and sharp pains began to crawl across his body as he 
inventoried the multiple wounds.  Footsteps echoed in his head.  
Someone was coming. 

The shotgun had flown from his hands and lay on the floor out of 
his reach.  Barely able to move and struggling with each breath, he 
reached for his sidearm, a 9mm in a hip holster.  But a boot clamped 
down on his hand and then kicked the pistol away.  Conally stood over 
him. 

“Sean, you don’t quit, do you?” 
“Not until it’s over…” Lockhart managed to gasp painfully, 

breathing hard.   
Conally stepped away from his fallen opponent, Lockhart was 

unarmed and incapacitated for the time being.  He lifted the large 
revolver and broke open its cylinder.  The spent shells poured onto the 
floor.  Conally awkwardly and painfully reloaded the weapon with his 
one good arm. 

As Lockhart watched him he tried to muster the strength to get to 
his feet and charge the man.  But it was no use; he could barely lift his 
head to keep his eyes on him.  He laid back and studied the man as he 
fumbled with the handgun. 

“I see I tagged you good…” Lockhart coughed. 
“Yep, hurts like a son of a bitch too,” Conally replied as he 

slipped another round into his gun.  “Nice choice of weapon.  You’ve 
done some serious damage with that thing.”  Conally swept his eyes 
across the wrecked building and its dead inhabitants.   

“You are not going to get away with this,” Lockhart said. 
Conally laughed, “You’re ever the optimist, aren’t you?  Who 

else is here Sean?  Did you bring an army with you?  I don’t see them.” 
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Lockhart didn’t have an answer. 
“Who is in the jet?”    
“A People’s Armed Police unit.  They sent me in first because 

they wanted to avoid getting their hands dirty.” 
“Uh huh,” Conally laughed.  “You are full of shit as usual.” 

 Lockhart rolled his eyes.  He didn’t expect Conally to believe 
him, but hoped to keep him talking long enough for Wei to figure out 
he wasn’t coming back and leave without him.   
 “I’ll tell you what I’m going to do.  After I put a bullet into your 
thick fucking skull, I’m going to walk down to that jet and see who’s 
onboard.  I suspect all I’m going to find is Huping, Wendy and a pilot 
who is scarred shitless.  Am I right?” 
 “That and the PAP special unit, yes.  I’d be careful if I were 
you.” 
 Conally finished loading the handgun.  Lockhart sighed in 
acceptance.  He was about to be killed.  His only hope was that Wei 
would get Wendy out of here before Conally found them and killed 
them too. 
 “What are you going to do with the money?” Lockhart asked.  
“With the Vice Minister dead, I suppose you and Huping will split a 
billion dollars.” 
 “You mean if I’m not killed by the PAP forces waiting for me?” 
Conally gave a sardonic smile.  
 “Right, I mean if you live,” Lockhart closed his eyes and rested 
his head on the floor. 
 “The answer to that is… any damn thing I want.  Luxury, 
women, I’ll have it all.  It will take some time to secure a new identity 
and get established.  But after that I’ll be able to do what I want, when I 
want, no matter what.” 
 “It won’t be that easy you know?  You’ll spend the rest of your 
life looking over your shoulder because of what you’ve done.  You’ve 
made powerful enemies.” 
 “Bullshit.  Beijing and Washington have better things to do than 
hunt after a couple of thieves.  We’ll be forgot about after a while.  
Trust me, the CIA and the Bureau have the attention span of children.  
Something more important will come up.  Besides, do you really expect 
China and the United States to work together on this?  They’ll both 
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fumble around in the dark for a months, blame each other, and get no 
where before they give up.” 
 “I didn’t give up.  They won’t either.”  Lockhart grumbled. 
 “And you lost.  So will they.”  The deadly sound of a pistol being 
cocked punctuated the statement.  “Goodbye Lockhart…” 
 A pistol shot rang out.  Inspector Wei shot Conally straight 
through the head from the doorway of the building. 
 “What took you so long?” Lockhart mumbled before passing out. 
 

 

Chapter 47 
 
 

Wendy sat on the jet holding Huping’s small automatic.  Wei had 
left minutes earlier and there was no sign of him or Lockhart.   Afraid 
for her life, she was ready to plug the next person to stick their head in 
the door of the jet.  Huping lay next to her listless and quiet, she’d stop 
talking and crying after Wei left.  She knew she was facing death. 

Wendy knocked on the door of the pilot’s cabin.  A young man in 
a flight jacket and aviator sunglasses anxiously inquired if it was time 
to go.  No one told him he’d signed up for a combat mission, he 
thought he was ferrying a Lockhart Industries executive to see 
windmills.  Wendy told him to be ready; they’d leave shortly. 

From the pilot’s cockpit Wendy received a broader view of the 
airfield outside.  Nothing stirred.  Restless, she decided it would be 
better to wait for Lockhart and Wei on the tarmac instead of cloistered 
in the jet.  Evening was falling as she stepped outside and air was 
getting cooler.  She thumbed the pistol in her hands nervously. 

The shrill sound of spinning turbines filled her ears as the jet’s 
engines idled.  She looked to the small, dilapidated building where 
Lockhart and Wei ran off to and a chill ran down her spine.  She hoped 
they’d come back soon.  
 A light blared from the sky overhead and blinded her.   Another 
light hit the airfield and tracked over the runway before illuminating the 
radio building.   The helicopters were practically on the ground before 
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Wendy heard them.  One looked like a large dragonfly dripping with 
armament, the other was more bubble shaped.  Soldiers jumped out of 
both aircraft and quickly fanned across the area. The dragonfly shaped 
helicopter lifted off after depositing its soldiers on the ground and 
began to circle the sky.   

Wendy didn’t move and none of the soldiers approached her until 
an older man in jeans and a camouflage army parka walked over to her.  
She was surprised to see he was Caucasian, not a Mongolian.  The man 
was older, bald except for whit hair lining the side of his head; he wore 
tinted eyeglass and a smile. 

“You must be Wendy,” he said. 
“Yes…” she replied. 
“I’m Samuel,” the man said. 
“Nice of you to show up.” 

 
*** 

 
 Lockhart woke up in a stretcher with bandages across his body 
and an I-V tube in his arm.  He tried to move but his body revolted 
against the idea.  Pain shot through his head and aches in his muscles 
and bones began to reverberate like kettledrums.  Unable to see much, 
he felt the crisp Mongolian air and heard engines all around him.  After 
clearing the cobwebs from his head Lockhart became faintly aware of 
several people moving around him.  He was then startled by an 
unexpected presence. 
 “Your parents are going to be pissed at me.” 
 “Samuel?  What are you doing here?” Lockhart was astonished to 
see him. 
 “I thought you could use some help.  But it looks like you didn’t 
need it.  You did well.” 
 “That’s not how it feels,” he groaned. 
 Samuel called for a medic and asked if they could find Lockhart 
something for the pain.  A Mongolian soldier gave Lockhart a pill and 
helped him wash it down with water from a canteen.  Samuel asked the 
medic to leave the bottle of pills.  He looked at the label, nodded his 
head appreciably and pored some into his pocket before giving 
Lockhart the bottle. 
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 “Trust me, you’ll want to keep those,” Samuel padded Lockhart 
on the shoulder. 
 “Thanks.”  He tucked the bottle into the folds of the stretcher’s 
blanket.  “How did you get here?  What’s going on?  Where have you 
been, I’ve been trying to reach you?” 
 “Sorry kid, but I was in Afghanistan and a bit preoccupied.  Some 
things are a higher priority than you.” 
 “I know.  But I was in danger.  I was almost killed!  More than 
once!”  Lockhart was upset; it was supposedly Samuel’s job to protect 
him. 

“I know.  But you weren’t.  I said ‘nice job’.”  Samuel was 
nonplused. 

“They killed Tillman…”  
“Too bad for Tillman,” Samuel shrugged.  

 Lockhart let it drop.  The two went silent.  Lockhart tried to 
prioritize in his head the hundred questions he wanted answered.  
Samuel looked around and watched his men work about the airfield.  
They were bagging corpses, taking pictures and looking for 
intelligence. 
 “What’s next?” Lockhart asked. 
  “Well…” Samuel exhaled greatly and rolled his eyes upwards as 
he thought about it.  “I need to have a long conversation with your 
friend Inspector Wei.  He’d like to take you back to Beijing.  But I’m 
not going to let that happen.”  
 “What about the money?  Huping says that without Conally we 
can’t get the money.” The money didn’t bother him as much as what 
might happen to the Inspector.  “Wei’s mission was the money, but I’m 
afraid he might have forfeited that when he saved my life.”   
 “Don’t worry about that,” Samuel dismissed the subject with a 
wave of his hand. 
 “Can Yue Ming get to the money?” Lockhart asked. 
 Samuel grinned and said nothing. 
 “Oh…” Lockhart groaned.  “You’ve already got it, don’t you?” 
 “You bet we do.  That kid is a genius.  We are very pleased with 
you for bringing him over.”  Samuel beamed.  Since everything worked 
out well in the end, and Samuel owned Lockhart, his handler was likely 
to receive all the credit. 
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 “I suppose you’re keeping it then.  The Agency can’t resist 
getting their hands on a billion dollars of stolen money.”  Lockhart was 
sullen.  Things would be bad for Wei, not to mention it pretty much 
ended Lockhart’s life in China.  It was hard to imagine he’d be 
welcome back. 
 “Of course that was our first thought.  But then I convinced the 
people in charge to give the money back.” 
 Lockhart couldn’t believe his ears, “What? Why?” 
 “Well…” Samuel kicked the dirt while formulating his answer.  
“There are more important things than money.” 
 Lockhart laughed skeptically, “Oh really?  For example?” 
 Samuel looked at Lockhart; he was disappointed.  “Can’t you 
figure this out for yourself kid?” 
 “I’m too tired,” he grumbled.   
 “Ok.  The first thing is that the money is not ours to begin with, 
so Beijing wouldn’t be very happy with us if we kept it.  Therefore 
helping the Chinese recover their money could improve relations and 
increase our ability to cooperate on some mutual problems like 
international crime, money laundering and terrorism.” 
 Lockhart, “Uh huh, what else?” 
 Samuel raised an eyebrow in admiration, “Well, of course there’s 
more.”  He paused as he carefully chose his next words.  “From my 
perspective, I could say one of my investments has finally matured, and 
now it’s about to pay large dividends.”       
 “You’re talking about me; aren’t you?” Lockhart sighed. 
 “Naturally,” Samuel replied. 
 “Forget it, I’m out.  Done.  Finished.  I’m not going to risk my 
neck again for king and country.  It’s not as much fun as it looks you 
know?” 
 Samuel looked at his bandaged asset and laughed.  “You don’t 
have to tell me…  But it doesn’t matter what you say, you’ll eventually 
see things our way.  After we give Inspector Wei the codes to the bank 
accounts you’ll have admirers in Beijing as well as Washington, and 
your credibility will be its own currency.  You’ve spilt blood with the 
Chinese, brought their criminals to justice, and returned a fortune.  
Let’s face it, you’re too well known and valuable to get out of the game 
now.” 
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 Lockhart groaned.  “So what?” 
 “Well, we’ll have to figure out what the next move is going to be.  
But we’ll make sure you have access to he right people and that they 
have access to you.  You’ll be an important conduit… a known ‘friend’ 
so to speak.  I can’t emphasize enough how important that is.  
Sometimes things are far too important to put them in the hands of 
politicians and diplomats.” 
 “Oh great…” Lockhart said. 
 “Just think about it Sean.  You are a player now.”  Samuel looked 
away and became distracted.  “We’ll talk more later…” he padded him 
on the shoulder and walked away in a hurry. 
 A breath later he was smothered by a warm sensuous kiss.  In a 
few seconds the embrace lasted an eternity and not long enough.  
Wendy nuzzled her head under Lockhart’s and embraced him 
affectionately.  He tried not to scream in bittersweet agony as she put 
pressure on his wounds. 
 “How can I ever thank you enough?” she said. 
 “I’m sure when I am able to move again I’ll think of something.” 
 Wendy laughed, “I bet you will.”  She kissed him again and then 
took a step back to look at him thoughtfully.  “Do you know what I’ve 
been doing while you were unconscious?” 
 “Crying because I was shot five times?” Lockhart replied. 
 She laughed, “No silly.  I’ve been counting.”  
 “Huh?” 
 “The money.  Zhang Huping had a big suitcase full of it.” 
 “Really?  How much?” Lockhart asked. 
 “Nearly one and a half million dollars.  I figure we can split it.”  
She kissed him again.  “I bet that helps take away some of the sting.” 
 “Your kisses do.  The money is good news too.”  Lockhart 
smirked and then looked away. 
 “I thought you’d be happier.  You’re free now.  You don’t need 
to work for Samuel anymore.”  She paused, something was wrong. 
“You can get out from under and start afresh.”  Wendy’s face radiated 
with hope for the first time since Lockhart had set eyes on her. 
 “Kiss me again,” he said. 
 She did.  Afterwards she said, “Something is still wrong isn’t it?” 
 “I just spoke with Samuel.  I’m in deeper now than ever…” 
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 Wendy was taken aback, “What do you mean?  They can’t do 
this to you, they just can’t.  It’s not fair.”    
 “Fair has nothing to do with it.  That’s not how these things 
work.”   
 “Don’t do it Sean.  They can’t force you.”  Wendy was beginning 
to cry. 
 Maybe she was right, but he didn’t believe her.  More than that 
he knew himself and the choice he’d make.  Lockhart reached for 
Wendy.  

“Sooner or later they’ll offer me something… money, influence, 
who knows what.  But they’ll find something I want… and when they 
make their offer I won’t refuse.” 

Lockhart knew that’s how it would be.  When Samuel found him 
and got him on the hook, it was because he needed the money.  When 
Zhang Tieying and Conally pressed him into service he really had no 
choice at all.  One way or another, it would be the same next time.  

“Forget about it, it’ll be all right.  I’ve made it through this.  It 
couldn’t possibly get any worse.”  He kissed her. 
 She pulled away.  “I suppose not.”  Wendy wiped the tears from 
her eyes and was silent for a moment as she made up her mind.  “So 
we’ll split the money then?  Between this and whatever my 
grandparents left me, I suppose I’ll be set for life.” 
 “I suppose so,” Lockhart said.  The distance between them grew 
by the second.  “I suppose I’ll be in the hospital for a few days, but 
after that I think we should take a long vacation.  What do you say?” 
 Wendy kissed him one last painful time.  “I don’t think so Sean 
Lockhart.” 
 He wasn’t surprised.  But he asked why anyway. 
 “You travel with some pretty dangerous company.  I don’t want 
any part of it, not after what happened to me and my family.” 
 “I understand, and I’m sorry ” there was little else to say. 
 The stayed together on the runway while the personnel and 
aircraft around them prepared to leave.  But they were a world apart 
inside. 
 After taking a long walk with Samuel, Inspector Wei came over 
and thanked Lockhart effusively.  The man would obviously return to 
Beijing a hero.  He repeatedly told Lockhart that he looked forward to 
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seeing him again soon and he should hasten his return to the PRC.  
Lockhart told him he was looking forward to it.  Wendy looked away. 
 Inspector Wei boarded one of the helicopters with Huping and 
departed.  They were to be taken directly to Hohhot, the provincial 
capital of Inner Mongolia, where Wei’s superiors would meet them.  
The Inspector told Lockhart that Huping could look forward to an 
exhausting interrogation and a fair execution. 
 Lockhart, Samuel and Wendy boarded the jet and headed for the 
United States.  A medic also accompanied them and tended to 
Lockhart’s wounds on the way.   
 Samuel discreetly inquired about the large suitcase Wendy clung 
to.  Lockhart told him it was a personal piece of luggage and he should 
mind his own business.  The spymaster waved off Lockhart and pulled 
the suitcase out of Wendy’s grip. 

“Well now, what do we have here?” he popped it open and glared 
at the pile of ten thousand-dollar bundles.  “I hope you don’t mind if 
Uncle Sam takes just a small bit.”  He pocketed two bundles and 
winked at Wendy as he slid the suitcase back towards her. 

Wendy raised her eyebrows, “Is that all you want?” 
Samuel smiled and shook his head like a peeved schoolmaster 

lecturing a pupil.  “My dear, do you think this is first or last suite case 
filled with cash I’ll see in my career?”  

A thought struck the old man.  “Did you two think you can just 
walk into the US with over a million dollars in cash?” 

Neither one had an answer. 
“I won’t get in the way, but I expect sooner or later it’ll be a 

problem,” Samuel grinned and looked at his watch.  “Before we hit the 
States we have a refueling stop in The Philippines, then Hawaii before 
the west coast.  But, as I understand it the banks on the Pacific island 
nation of Vanuatu are very accommodating when it comes to large cash 
deposits and protecting the identity of account holders.  How about I 
call a friend and open a couple of accounts for you?  We could be there 
in the morning just in time for breakfast.” 

 Wendy frowned; she didn’t trust Samuel.  Was this a trick? 
“You’re not trying to pull a fast one, are you Sam?” Lockhart 

muttered. 
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“Not at all, quite the contrary.  I’d feel better if the two of you got 
away with a little illicit wealth.  Nothing buys silence like found 
money.  And I do prefer you both put this episode behind you and 
never speak of it to anyone again.  Understood?”  Samuel held his gaze 
on Wendy. 

She spoke first, “Understood.” 
“Whatever,” Lockhart moaned sleepily.  The painkillers were 

doing their job and he wanted to let them lull him into 
unconsciousness.  But he had something on his mind. 
 “After Vanuatu and Hawaii, where are we going?” Lockhart 
asked. 

Samuel answered rapidly. “First we are going to Andrews Air 
Force Base.  Wendy is free to go; I can arrange transport for her to New 
York.  But you need to be debriefed and then recuperate before your 
next assignment.”  Samuel said the last word with good humor.   
 “What assignment?” Lockhart dreaded the possibilities.   
 “I was considering sending you to Afghanistan for a little while, I 
thought it might do you some good.” Samuel smiled mischievously. 
 “Hell no!” Lockhart said. 
 “Don’t worry, I was overruled by a higher power…”   
 “My father?” Lockhart asked. 
 “Higher,” Samuel retorted quickly. 
 “My mother.” 

Samuel grinned, “Your next assignment is actually in the States.” 
 “Where?” Lockhart was hopeful. 
 “Connecticut,” Samuel laughed. 
 Lockhart thought a moment before responding, “So what’s in 
Afghanistan?” 
 
 
 

THE END 
 
 
 
 


