

































































































































































MILAN 43

Craig had attended Bonita’s funeral and Federico’s wedding to Amelie.
He couldn’t believe he was now at Federico’s funeral.

The newspapers had carried the story that Elizabeth told Craig in
Stresa. Federico had been shot and killed in a jewelry robbery in his
summerhouse in Biarritz.

Craig realized he should have been listening more closely to the
several speakers who were eloquently praising the many philanthropic
causes to which Federico had committed his time and money. “Beloved”
was a word Craig heard frequently.

To Craig, that word had a hollow ring. Federico may have been
beloved by many, but not by everyone. Somebody wanted him dead.
For all he knew, that person was here today.

Craig’s eyes roamed around the immense cathedral. He had no way
of determining who was Federico’s friend and who was his enemy.

But he was determined to find out who had killed Federico. He
thought about his schedule. He and Luigi were planning to race in
Munich next week. Hed call Luigi and cancel.

Nothing was more important than this. He had to start with
Amelie. He had tried calling her twice on Monday, in the morning and
in the afternoon. Both times a servant had said she wasn’t taking any
calls. He would try to talk to her today after the funeral.

At last, Craig saw people rising and the casket being wheeled out.
Craig followed the procession outside on a gloomy day with light rain
falling. Black cars were lined up on the square in front of the Duomo
under the watchful eye of King Victor Emmanuel II, the onetime king
of Sardinia, and then of Italy in 1861, on his horse on a statue in the
center of the square. Scores of pigeons fluttered around apparently
indifferent to the sanctity of the proceedings. Crowds of tourists near
the arch that marked the entrance to Galleria Vittorio Emanuelle II
stopped to gawk.

Craig followed the procession. After Federico had been laid to rest,
he waited a few minutes, letting most of the crowd drift away before he
approached Amelie, her eyes red, her face tear stained.

“I'm so sorry,” he said. “Federico was a wonderful man.”

“He was very fond of you. Proud of what you did.”

“I'd like to come by the house to talk to you.”
































































































BEIJING 75

the globe. As the Finance Minister of China, he had great political
power as well.

Still, Zhou Yun was unhappy and miserable. And he knew the dual
causes for that.

The first was the death of his brother, one time head of the Chinese
armed forces and President of China before Mei Ling. The incredibly
close bond between the brothers was demonstrated by the men dis-
played in the only two photographs on the walls of Zhou Yun’s office.

One was a picture of a sad-looking Zhou Yun when he was only
fourteen and his brother was twelve. The boys were surviving in Beijing
on their own because during the Cultural Revolution Mao had ban-
ished their parents to the countryside for re-indoctrination. Their
mother starved to death. When their father returned after four years,
he was depressed and beaten down, a shell of the man who had gone.

The other picture was Zhou Yun again with his brother. This time
Zhou Yun was smiling with pride as his brother assumed the presidency
of China.

Zhou Yun had a third picture in his office. That one, he kept in his
center desk drawer where only he could see it. And he did at least once
each day. It was a picture of Craig Page, then CIA Director, the man
whom Zhou Yun held responsible for his brother’s death, as if Craig
had pulled the trigger himself.

It constantly gnawed at Zhou Yun’s insides that he hadn't been able
to find Craig Page and to gain his revenge. For a man with Zhou Yun’s
money and resources, the world was small. He should have been able
to locate Page. He hadn'’t given up. He would never give up until his
last dying breath.

The other matter that vexed Zhou was the lack of respect China
was receiving in the world despite its incredible economic success and
military expansion. It should be ranked right up with, if not ahead
of, the United States as a superpower. But people and the media, par-
ticularly in the West, still viewed the stature of China to be below the
United States. Even worse, some had been discussing Russia, that eco-
nomic and military pygmy, as a rival to the United States.

Zhou’s thoughts were interrupted by the intercom. “Qing Li is
here,” his secretary said.

“Good. Send him in.”












BEIJING 79

I want you to keep my involvement confidential. That amount of stock
should give you control of Turin Credit. After you obtain it, you'll
secretly transfer ownership to my Commercial Bank of China. You'll
continue to serve as a front even after control is transferred. Do you
understand?”

“What makes you think Goldoni will sell?”

“As we both know, everything is for sale if the price is right. Besides,
I've heard, and I'm sure you have as well, that most Italian banks are
struggling because of their bad loans. Some are searching for ways to
get out from under this problem. An infusion of foreign capital will be
attractive to Goldoni.”

McKnight shook his head. “I know a little about Turin Credit.
Their balance sheet is sound because of good management by Alberto
Goldoni. He and I have spent time at a couple of international bankers
conferences. He explained to me how much Turin Credit means to him
because the bank was started by his great-grandfather.”

“All I'm asking you to do is buy Goldoni’s interest and you’ll have
control of the bank.”

“I suppose that’s right, but it won’t be easy.”

“In return for doing this, I'll pay you a bonus of 5 million yuan at
the end of the year. Now do you have any questions?”

“After the investment by Pacific Sun in the Milan bank and in banks
in Verona and Bologna last year by Chinese banks, I'm afraid the Italian
government, the EU, or the United States may intervene to block this
transaction. They’ll realize that in dealing with a bank as large as Turin
Credit, an 18 percent stake will give the owner effective control.”

Zhou brushed aside McKnight's comment with a wave of his hand.
“You worry too much. Italy knows its banks are weak. It will welcome
the infusion of foreign capital. The EU is a toothless entity. As for the
United States, I have leverage and a powerful voice in Washington to
prevent the United States from intervening. Anything else?” Zhou’s
tone was dismissive. He didn’t want any more questions, but McKnight
wasn't finished.

“Suppose Alberto refuses to sell?”

“Remind him what happened to his friend Federico and let me
know. I'll take steps to change his mind.”






















































PARIS 97

from happening again in Italy. Rinaldo became his chief advisor—and
confidante. Mario was in Parliament for many years and the minister
of agriculture and finance. But of course he was never prime minister.”

“So Roberto has politics in his blood.”

“Yeah, but he didn't plunge in until a year or so ago. Before that he
was a lawyer with a prominent Milan firm. He’s very high energy. He
also had a justly deserved reputation as a playboy, which in Italy isn’t
easy to obtain. As you're no doubt aware, marital fidelity isn’t, shall we
say, as widespread in Italy as in some other places. Simply put, he loves
high living and he fucks anything that wears a skirt.” Hanson said it
with contempt.

Elizabeth couldn’t wait any longer. “Tell me about Yale.”

“Ah. Good old New Haven.”

“I went to Harvard myself.”

He smiled. “I won't hold that against you.”

She ate a few mussels, waiting for him to continue.

“When I was a senior, I was Editor in Chief of the Yale Daily News,
which I thought was a big deal.”

“It was.”

“Not big enough, as you'll hear. Well, anyhow, I had it all, or so I
thought. I was madly in love with and engaged to a fabulous woman—
smart and a drop dead gorgeous blonde with a figure that turned men’s
heads. Her name was Diane Taylor, a junior at Vasser. She came down
to New Haven one evening for a political program in the law school
auditorium about Europe’s future. One of the four speakers was the US
Secretary of State. Another was a graduate law student, Roberto Parelli,
who was charismatic and gave a superb speech.”

Hanson sounded bitter. The smile was gone. His mouth turned
down. “After the program ended, I rushed up to interview the Secretary
of State. Through the corner of my eye, I noticed Diane talking enthu-
siastically to Parelli. Before I was finished, Parelli was leaving the audi-
torium with Diane in tow. She called the next day and asked me to
come to Vasser and collect the ring. No apologies or explanation. She
married Parelli a month later and dropped out of Vasser.”

“And did they live happily ever after?”

“Hardly. Ten years later and two children for her, I was still single
and agonizing over what could have been. I had taken a job at the
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need the support they get from the central government. Even with that
support, the south is in dreadful shape. Annual gross domestic product
in the south is 21,000 per capita compared with 43,000 in the north.
Sixty percent of young southerners have no job. Without it, poverty
levels would rise and infant mortality as well as other health indices
would go off the charts. The south lacks the manufacturing base of the
north. Without it, the economy in the south would crumble. Do you
think it’s possible to sustain standards of living on an economy that
only exports olives and olive oil. Even the best wines are in the north.
But it’s more than economic issues.”

Hanson was sounding emotional. “I love Italy. And who doesn’??
With all of its defects, and there are plenty, it is a great country. Italians
are a wonderful people with a creative independent spirit. And Parelli
wants to destroy it.”

“He’s never said where hed divide the country.”

“You're absolutely right. And for good reason. It can’t be done.
Would Rome be in the south? Would it be a divided city? Rome is the
pulse of Italy. As much as Milan and Turino. Politicians like Parelli never
worry about the practical problems. They shoot off their mouths with
a grand vision. All there would be is endless fighting. Of course, there
are enormous differences between people in the north and the south.
That’s always been the case. But so what? I know it’s a trite expression
that the whole is greater than the sum of its parts, but that happens to
be true for Italy.”

Elizabeth recalled the research she had done for her article follow-
ing Parelli’s speech in Venice. “On the other hand, southern Italy did
exist as a separate political entity from the north for eight hundred
years until the country was unified in the 19th century.”

“So what? That was a different time and a different world.
Massachusetts, Virginia, Pennsylvania, and other states of the United
States existed as colonies of England. That doesnt mean they should go
back to being separate entities.”

“Do you think the people in Scotland have to stick with England
if they want independence? Or in Catalonia if they want independence
from Spain?”

“That’s the point. You said if THEY want it. In Italy, the vote isnt
just by southerners deciding to stay with the north. Northerners will
















































NORTHERN ITALY 115

the door in Italy if Parelli prevailed, was within reach. Still, he refused
to yield. He was determined to own the Parelli wine business. It was a
matter of pride. Along with Margaux and DRC, he wanted a top Italian
winery.

He decided to try another approach to persuade Parelli.

“As I have said, I am proposing a confidential transaction. However,
as we both know, despite this there is always a possibility that one of
your political opponents will learn that I have provided money to
you. As long as it is in the context of the acquisition of your property,
including the winery, that will seem justified. Without that fig leaf, we
will be exposed.”

Parelli shook his head. “In view of the disparity between what you
will be giving me and the value of the property, that fig leaf, as you
called it, will be an illusion.”

“Perhaps. But it will give you something to argue about. Values are
not so precise. Buyers often pay a premium. People will regard me as an
eccentric. Someone from China who doesn’t truly understand wine.”

Zhou believed he was making a sound argument, but Parelli
responded with a stone face. “I will not sell my winery.”

Was Parelli bluffing? Zhou, who prided himself on reading the
mind of his adversary in a negotiation, had no idea. He had never
dealt with an Italian before. He didn’t know how they operated. He
did know, however, what he wanted: ownership of the winery. He also
knew that Parelli needed a deal more than Zhou. Withour it, Zhou
would survive, but Parelli would be destroyed.

Calmly, Zhou stood up. “I appreciate your taking the time to talk
with me, Mr. Parelli. I have enjoyed drinking your superb wine and
viewing your property. It is unfortunate that we weren't able to reach
an understanding. However, we're both businessmen. We realize this
sometimes happens.”

Parelli rose as well. When he remained silent, Zhou continued.
“Now I'd appreciate it if you asked your driver to take me back to
Malpensa Airport.”

For a moment, Parelli stared hard at Zhou as if he were trying to
read his mind from his face. Zhou showed him steely resolve. Then
Parelli said, “Give me a moment to think about this.”

“Certainly. As long as you like.”















































































































152 THE ITALIAN DIVIDE

Craig leaned back in his chair and sized up the ambassador. She was
in her sixties, an attractive, tall and thin woman with short gray hair.
Betty had given him a bio before he left Washington.

Jennifer was from San Diego and was the daughter of the founder
of a real-estate empire with projects in twenty-eight states and half a
dozen foreign countries, including Singapore. She had been the CEO |
for fifteen years before being named ambassador. Her husband was an
artist whose paintings had been exhibited at some of the top galleries in
New York. In return for her early support, Treadwell, Worth’s predeces-
sor, had made her ambassador. When Worth became president, he left
her in place.

Betty also gave Craig a Washington Post article about Jennifer writ-
ten when she was appointed. The words “hard-nosed, tough negotia-
tor” from the article stuck with him.

On the long flight, he had pondered the question of how much
to tell Jennifer. He decided as little as possible. She was operating in
Asia, Zhou’s home turf. The more she knew, the more she would be
at risk.

“I'm here to interview Lin Yu,” Craig said, “the CEO of Pacific Sun
Bank, which I gather is one of the largest in the country.”

“It is the largest. Whatd Lin Yu do?”

“He just made a major investment in a Milan bank under suspi-
cious circumstances.”

“And what exactly does that euphemistic term mean?”

He liked her no-nonsense manner. He decided to respond in the
same blunt way. “Lin Yu went to Milan where he met with Federico
Castiglione, the CEO and largest shareholder of the bank. Federico
refused to sell. He was adamant. His board supported him. Lin Yu
threatened Federico. A few days later, Federico was murdered in what
looked like a jewelry robbery except murder was the motive. The board
reversed course and sold out to Lin Yu.”

She tapped her fingers on the arm of her chair. “That qualifies as
suspicious circumstances. But why are we concerned about the transac-
tion? Isn’t it a matter for the Italian authorities?”

“It’s likely that Lin Yu was following someone else’s orders in this.”

“I won’t ask you who that someone is because I can guess and you
won't tell me in any event. I've learned that being an ambassador is





















































































































TURIN AND PARIS 191

That could easily be done. Fortunately, he had asked Qing Li to
remain in Italy until McKnight closed the Goldoni bank deal. Qing
would know how to do it without leaving a trail back to Zhou.

Zhou thought about the death of Craig Page’s daughter, Francesca,
in Calgary, Canada. She also had been a journalist working on a story
that would have been damaging to Zhou and his effort to control
Canadian oil. The truck that crashed into her car, killing Francesca,
left no links to Zhou. Qing could easily arrange a similar accident for
Elizabeth.

Zhou picked up a phone to call Qing. Before dialing, he realized
that anger was clouding his mind. He was missing what was totally
obvious.

Elizabeth couldn’t have supplied her information to Mei Ling by
telephone. He had a tap on Mei Lings office phone line.

Chances were that Elizabeth had come to China to tell Mei Ling in
person. She was reckless. That was the sort of thing she would do. And
she might even still be in China.

Zhou personally called the head of security for all international
airports. He directed him to put out the highest alert—bright red—for
Elizabeth Crowder. In case she might be using a phony passport, he
forwarded her picture.

Then he waited by the phone, planning what he'd do to her when
he got his hands on her and how he would use her to lure Craig to

China.

Turin and Paris

Aberto was unhappy. This was the last day Parelli had been given
to repay his loans. Alberto had his lawyers draw up the papers
foreclosing on all of Parelli’s property. At three in the afternoon he
planned to give them the order to file with the court. At the same time,
they would serve a copy of the papers on Parelli. Alberto didn't like tak-
ing this action; Parelli had left him no choice.

For the last week, he had followed Parelli’s campaign activities
closely in the media. The candidate had increased his advertising.


































































BEIJING 213

done anything he could to get even with Zhou because of the death of
his daughter and because he would never be safe while Zhou was alive.

Zhou was convinced that Barry Gorman was Craig Page. He had
to know for sure.

He picked up the phone and called Winston Tyler, the US Secretary
of the Treasury in Washington. “You must come to Beijing immedi-
ately,” Zhou told Tyler. “It concerns your new bond issue.”

After a momentary pause, Tyler responded. “This is not a good
time for me. I am scheduled to testify before Congress.”

Zhou refused to take no for an answer. Nor could he afford a delay.
Establishing that Barry Gorman was Craig Page was the most impor-
tant thing for him. He replied, “And it may not be a good time for me
to roll over the bonds and participate in your new issue.”

“Now wait a minute,” Tyler said. “We agreed when I was in Beijing
that—"

“Agreements are always subject to renegotiation. If selling your
bond issue isn't important enough for you to come to Beijing, well,
then...

“How about next week?” Tyler asked.

Zhou was convinced Tyler was so anxious to sell his bonds and so
gutless that he would yield. He said, “Sorry Professor, you must come
now.”

After another pause, Tyler capitulated. “Okay, I'll leave today.”

“Excellent. Email me your ETA.”

When Zhou put down the phone, he was satisfied. At least one
thing was going right: he was able to manipulate Tyler. The American
treasury secretary was now critical to Zhou.

While waiting for Tyler, Zhou refused to stand still. He reread
Carlo’s interview with Barry Gorman. Probably the man was Craig
Page. Then Zhou had to kill him to avenge his brother’s death. Even
in the unlikely event that he wasnt Barry Gorman, he still posed a
threat to Zhou. The man was an obstacle to Zhou closing the deal for
Alberto’s stock. Either way, Barry Gorman had to die.

Zhou summoned one of his computer experts. “I want you to find
out where Barry Gorman is staying in Turin, Italy. It’s likely to be one
of the luxury hotels.”










































































































































259
Ascona

Zhou’s unmarked private jet arrived at Milan’s Malpensa Airport at
five o’'clock Monday afternoon on a beautiful summer day with a
robin’s-egg blue sky and not a cloud. As he climbed down the stairs to
the tarmac, he looked up at the mountains in the distance. Their peaks
were still covered with snow.

Each of the past two years he had brought with him to the Ascona
conference several top ranking officials in the Finance Ministry whose
assignment had been to gather information about world economic
developments from other delegates, particularly those from Europe
and the United States. This year he brought only eight security men,
whom he had borrowed from the military and were dressed in civilian
clothes, and Qing. Their bags contained rifles, automatic weapons, and
pistols.

Though he planned to deliver a speech Friday morning, touting
China’s successful investments in Africa, Zhou had no interest in eco-
nomic issues at this year’s Ascona conference. He had come for one
reason: to kill Craig Page. After twenty-one long months, he would
finally be avenging his brother’s death.

Waiting for Zhou and his entourage at the airport were three black
Mercedes sedans for Zhou and his men to drive. One was bullet proof.
Zhou would be riding in the back of that car. One of his men would
be driving. Two more would be in the car with him. His other five men
would be split between the two other cars, one to ride in front of Zhou'’s
car; the other behind.

An hour and a half later, the caravan passed through the town of
Locarno, which also fronts on Lake Maggiore. Once they crossed the
bridge over the River Maggiaone, they were in Ascona; then turned left
onto via Delta, passed the Park Hotel and approached number 16.

The instant they were in front, the door opened. Someone inside
must have seen them coming.

Zhou had taken over the house for the last two years. By now, the
routine was settled. Zhou paid 100,000 euros for the five nights. In
return, Hans Wilhelm, the caretaker, arranged for a team of maids and
a kitchen staff to come in every day between 3 p.m. and 6 p.m. They
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