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READING EXERCISE 
The Adventures of Lola Badiola 

CHAPTER 60 – MISTAKEN IDENTITY 

The agent and his companion had no problems passing through Spanish customs. Park’s fake identity 
and false passport had been fully integrated into the international passenger database. The 
immigration officer let them through without a second glance and they headed straight to the 
carousels to await their equipment and suitcases.  

Park walked around the Adolfo Suarez airport in a daze, mesmerized by the undulating architecture of 
the Richard Roger’s designed building. In the agent’s opinion there was no more impressive welcome 
to a city that this iconic masterpiece, a vibrant and colorful statement of Madrid’s growing influence in 
Europe. 

Their baggage arrived without any delay, and they made their way to the exit of the airport. It was a 
bright morning, clear and dry, and it put a smile of the agent’s face. He always loved returning to 
Madrid from his travels. It felt like the dust was being wiped from his eyes.  

The two men jumped into a white taxi waiting at the exit to the airport and the agent instructed the 
driver to go to an industrial estate to the west of the M40 ring road. Interpol had built its European 
headquarters in an anonymous functional building that looked more like a warehouse than a high 
security centre for police intelligence. It was here that Bromfield and his team would be waiting for 
them, eager to hear all the details of the mission and meet their prize asset. 

As the taxi travelled along the motorway, the agent looked out the window at the everyday life 
occurring around him and started to relax. His package was sitting beside him safe and sound, and 
his payday was assured. He would have the opportunity to transition into a new and less precarious 
career, one that was fit for a husband and father.  

The taxi dropped the two men and their baggage at the entrance of Interpol. A golf cart picked them 
up and carried them through two sets of security gates before they finally reached the main entrance 
of the building. Two armed guards escorted them from the hallway to a large conference room on the 
fourth floor of the building. One of guards placed his palm on a sensor and the door of the room slid 
open. Inside the room were half a dozen people standing around chatting. As soon as the agent 
entered, the talking stopped, and everyone looked in his direction. James Bromfield, a tall thin man 
with a big nose and pinkish cheeks stepped forward.  

“Pleasant trip?” he asked ironically. 

“Beautiful. I highly recommend it.” replied the agent knowing that Bromfield had never spent a single 
day of his career in the field. He was a functionary, a desk jockey who used freelancers to do all the 
dirty work. 

The two men shook hands and then Bromfield looked at Park.  

“So, here he is.” 
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The Englishman inspected the package like a zookeeper might inspect a newly acquired baby Panda 
- with eagerness and insecurity.  

“Right! Let’s do the photos, fingerprints and irises.” 

He and two of his colleagues led Park into another room for a complete physical examination. It was a 
standard routine that took about an hour to complete. The agent helped himself to a cup of coffee 
and took a seat at the conference table. A short bald-headed man with glasses sat down opposite 
him.  

“Here’s the paperwork. Usual stuff.” He slid a thick document across the table. 

The agent took out a pen and without reading any of the notes started signing the bottom of each of 
the sheets. He had been through this process several times before. Of all the intelligence agencies 
that he worked for; Interpol was the most bureaucratic. The debriefing process took several days, 
required dozens of interviews and a huge pile of paperwork. Furthermore, they operated 90-day 
payment terms. He wouldn’t receive his money for at least another three months.  

The agent was almost halfway through signing the document when Bromfield and his two colleagues 
burst back into to the conference room.   

“Is this some kind of joke?” asked the Englishman, his face like thunder. 

The agent put down his pen and looked up. “What do you mean?”  

“Who the hell is this guy?” 

“Kim Lee Sohn.” said the agent perplexed by the line of questioning.  

Bromfield was momentarily lost for words. His face went bright red. And then he consciously calmed 
himself down. 

“Ok, we have a serious problem here.” 

“What is it?” asked the agent starting to feel concerned about the turn of events. 

“Where did you find this guy?” 

“I found him sleeping at the pick-up point on the North Korean side of the Tumen River.” 

 “Fuck!” 

Bromfield looked like his head was going to spontaneously combust. 

“You got the wrong guy! This is not Kim Lee Sohn!” 

“What are you talking about?” 
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“Look at him! Look at his body, look at his hands, he’s a fucking farmer. You were meant bring back 
one of the world’s most dangerous hackers and you’ve delivered us some random North Korean 
peasant!” 

“But that’s not possible.” 

Bromfield threw a file onto the table in front of the agent. It was a comparison of the physical 
information they had on record for Kim Lee Sohn and the physical examination that they had just 
done on the man the agent had delivered. Nothing matched.  

“But this guy speaks English, he’s well educated, he saved my life.” 

“He’s also the wrong fucking guy!”  

Bromfield put away his pen and picked up his documents.  

“Your mission has failed. You will need to meet with the assessment committee at 9am tomorrow 
morning. You will receive an invitation with all the details in your email inbox.” 

Bromfield opened the door and left the room. His team followed directly behind him.  

The agent was dumbfounded. He looked at the little North Korean still unable to believe that he 
wasn’t Kim Lee Sohn. Then he jumped to his feet and ran after Bromfield. 

“What do you want me to do with the package?” 

Bromfield stopped in his tracks and turned around to face the agent.  

“He’s your problem. I suggest you contact the Korean embassy in Calle González Amigó, 

and start the application process for asylum seekers.” 

The agent was lost for words. Bromfield continued. 

“And, by the way, don’t even think about sending us an invoice.” 

And with that Bromfield and his entourage disappeared down the corridor. 

The agent walked slowly back to the interview room, his head spinning. Was it possible that he had 
picked up the wrong guy from the banks of the Tumen River? Was it possible that he had confused 
one Korean for another? The man he had brought back was indeed small by East Asian standards, his 
hands were rough, and he looked like a farmer’s son. However, he was extremely intelligent and 
seemed to understand everything that was happening around him.  

The agent returned to the conference room where Park was sitting between the two security guards. 
The Korean had a guilty look on his face, like a kid who had just been caught stealing candies from 
the sweet shop.  

“I don’t know who you are, little man, but I’m going to find out.”  
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The agent gathered all his things and then grabbed the Korean and led him out of the conference 
room, followed closely by the guards. 

“There’s one thing I do know. You’re not some random North Korean peasant.” 

 

READING COMPREHENSION 

1. What do the two men think about Madrid airport? 
2. Describe the Interpol building. 
3. What does James Bromfield look like? What is he like? 
4. What is the agent’s opinion of Bromfield? 
5. In what way is Interpol a bureaucratic organization? 
6. How does Bromfield find out that the “package” is not Kim Lee Sohn? 
7. What does Bromfield assume has happened? 
8. What does he tell the agent to do with the “package”? 
9. How does the agent react? 
10. What do you think the agent will do next? 

  


