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It is in changing

That things find purpose.

—Heraclitus

CGoke no kinm tasogaregao no uchiwa kana
Her beauty cl asped by twilight

the w dow

gently wields her fan

—Buson
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Not anot her ni ght.

The man known as Civet opened his eyes. A gray-green gekko was staring at him
I mmobile, the tiny lizard clung to a wall paper anthurium blossom Its head was
twisted so that it could continue to stare at G vet.

Not anot her ni ght.

Beyond the screened w ndow doors, coconut pal ms whi spered as cool i ng w nds
com ng off the West Maui Muntains brushed their |ong, sensuous fronds in a

| over's caress. It was here, to this special spot in Hawaii, that G vet always
cane after an assignnent. After an extraction. But this went beyond an
extraction, beyond even deat h.

Civet wiped the sweat fromhis high forehead. He felt his fingers trenbling as
the animus of his nightmare stal ked him But the presence of a nightnare neant
that at |east he had slept.

Yes, anot her night.

He saw the pale gold light flooding the tips of the palns as the sun rose
above the peaks to the east, and thought, |'ve gotten through another night.

It was always like this after he conpleted a directive. Yet this was
different. So different that his very bones ached with the know edge that he
had carried out a directive of his own making. His nind boiled with the
understanding that this was either the beginning of his |life—er the end.

Civet sat up in the huge bed. The sheets drifted around his wai st as, wapping
his arms about them he hugged his knees agai nst his chest.

He gl anced at the bedside table. On it was a half-enpty bottle of Irish

whi skey and a water glass. Civet found hinself reaching for the bottle and
caught hinmself. Quite deliberately, he turned his head away.

And was confronted by the gekko's unblinking stare. The bastard | ooks so
accusi ng, Civet thought. But it was his own conscience, he knew, that
transformed the gekko's stare into something nore than dull curiosity. It
probably doesn't even know what | am Civet thought. But C vet knew what he
was. Only too well.

He was cold. Cold and sweating. Wth a groan, he swung his | egs over the side
of the king-size bed. The expanse of bed covers behind hi m seemed endl ess. The
enpty space depressed himso that his nmenmory brought back to him M -chiko's
scent, a heady conbi nati on of perfume and the nmusk of her own skin.

He was dizzy. He put his head in his hands and thought, Ah God, but | mss
her. Even after all these years, the wound is still fresh. It seens just
yesterday that | lay with her.

Thi nki ng of M chiko was like putting an ice pick in his heart. But, he thought
bl eakly, it was better than contenpl ati ng what he had done. Three days ago. So
di fferent. How could he have known how different it would be? An eternity of
agony, because now there was no turning back. It did no good at all to know
that it was different this time. It only served to rem nd himof what he had
once been, to make himfeel nore like Sisyphus, putting his shoulder to the
rock, rolling it up the hill yet again. It made no difference that he had been
at it in the service of his country. There had been no glory in what he had
been—enly nedal s engraved with his nane | ocked in a sealed room and bl ood on
hi s hands. (Was that why he had gotten into the habit of burning his clothes
after the conpletion of each directive—because of the bl ood?)

That, nore than anything el se, C vet decided, was the consequence of killing
anot her human bei ng: a descent into purgatory. The dark closing in each night
like the accusatory finger of God. The river of life turned to dust in your
hand, ashes that once God had animated with Hi s breath. How nuch nore
terrifying then, to contenplate the death of mllions.

Civet thought a |l ot about God these days. He felt now that with each
assignment, with each life he expunged fromthe world, he was taking a step
closer to his maker. At night, he trenbled in the solar wind of H s presence;



he breathed in an energy beyond his conmprehension. Yet it was a power that
terrified rather than energi zed him

Tracing it back—ogic and connecti ons were anong his

strong suits—he at length cane to the realization that his terror stemed not
fromthe fact that he was repentant for his sins, but rather that he felt no
renorse for the life he had chosen for hinself. But not even he would have

t hought that his life would have | ed himdown this particular path.

For the first tine in decades, he was truly alone. \Wich, of course, was why
t houghts of God bl ew persistently through his mnd. Everything now had

devol ved onto him And he was a fugitive, running for his life. Once, already,
t hey had al nost caught up with him Everything gone up in snoke. Alnost. But
he had evaded thenm he had cone here.

How | ong? he wondered. How | ong did he have until they tracked hi m down here?
Two days; three, at nost. They were smart. And they had the organization
Christ, no one had to tell himthat! He al nost |aughed at the bitter irony of
it; he bit his Up instead.

And now, he thought, it all cones down to one hellish ganble. Hope may spring
eternal, but it is such a fragile thing. | am ganbling everythi ng—ore even
than my own life, oh, nuch nmore!—en an instinct. | believe, truly, that | am
right. But what if | amnot?

Al'l around himhe felt the stirring of ordinary people for whomtwo kids, two
cars and an hour's commute to work were the parameters of life. G vet
shuddered at the thought of living his life in any rmundane fashion

Yet it puzzled himsonetines, this lack of contrition on his part. He felt

i ke a monk who, having conme so far in his ecclesiastical studies,
neverthel ess finds hinself unable to take his final vows.

During his life, he had been in many places of worship. Once, twenty years
ago, he had al nost been killed in one and had, in turn, been forced to extract
his assailant. Piety, he had conme to learn, rarely coincided with purity of
spirit. Civet knew many men in his profession who went to church every week
They seenmed to be the ones who enjoyed killing the nost.

Civet did not enjoy his work in the same visceral, oftentines sexual nanner
these others did. But surely, he told hinself tinme and agai n, one cannot be as
good as | amat what | do without enjoying it.

It was the shadow world of secrets he inhabited that Cvet really loved. It
was |ike an Englishman's cup of tea, ever present and wanning. It rmade him
feel apart, utterly independent, free. He was a fiercely painted kite riding
the feral w nds nost people could not even inmagi ne. He was made speci al

exal ted, even

Yet each aftermath was renorseless in its grip on him and again he would
return to purgatory. But this was different, and only he could know why.

The gekko was staring. Ci vet grabbed the bottle, poured hinmself four fingers.
He | ooked at it, put it aside. He slipped off the bed onto his knees and
prayed to a God he could not imagine, |let alone understand. Was it Buddha to
whom he prayed? Jehovah? Jesus? Civet could not say. But now, at this noment
of ultimate crisis in his life—n, he believed, the future of the world—he
needed to speak with sonething greater than hinmself. M chi ko would have said
it was nature. Civet could only bow his head and let his mnd flowlike a
river toits source

He threw the liquor into the sink. The ice he had not used during the night
had el ted, and he scooped sone of the still-cool water. Then, to escape the
lizard' s disturbing gaze, he padded to the screen doors and let hinself out
onto the lanai. The lizard' s scrutiny seemed to have becone al nost hunman to
hi s keyed-up senses.

He was on one of the top floors, a strict stipulation with him He was
personal ly confortable with the vistas thus afforded himand professionally at
ease with the view of his i mediate environment a high floor provided. He had
been taught to be a very careful nman.

Beyond the clattering pal mns and, below, the tropical profusion of the orchid
gardens, the cerul ean waters of the Ml okai Channel beckoned invitingly. The



early wind had died, and with a practiced eye, Cvet knewthat it would be a
cal mday. A great day for fishing.

He coul d already see the shining strand arrowi ng down into the water, could
feel the tension on the line, the shuddering, and then the great nonster tug
as the onaga, the deepwater snapper he |loved to eat, took the bait. Ch yes, he
t hought, happier now. The tang of the salt on his face, the challenge in the
pull and leap of the big fish. That was the kind of activity that would wash
his emotions clean of the detritus of the extraction.

Extraction was part of the jargon—as odd as the argot of an African
bushman—that nen in Civet's profession used to indicate a sanctioned killing.
Bel ow his |l anai he saw a couple in their twenties cutting through the grass in
their jogging outfits. Disturbed, the nynas rose, cawi ng. And as his eyes
followed the arc of the birds' flight, Ci vet saw the figure standi ng beside

t he coconut palm

The figure was partially in shadow and yet the power that emanated fromit
reached GCivet seven stories above.

Civet forgot the hopping nynas, the jogging couple; he was oblivious of the
soft air, the spectacul ar view across to the island of Ml okai, which he | oved
so well. He was fully concentrated on the figure. Cvet, who was as adept at
tracking as he was at killing, was used to identifying people at a distance.
Cvet was now at the far end of the lanai. Pal mfronds waved, partially
obscuring the figure. But the angle was better, and at |last G vet could get a
| ook at the face.

The gl ass Civet had been hol ding crashed to the cenment floor, and he found
hinself gripping the railing to stop hinmself fromfalling to his knees.
Vertigo overcane him Hi s mouth was open and he was gasping for breath. It
cannot be, he thought. Not yet. | need to rest; |I'mexhausted fromall this
running. It sinply cannot be.

But he knew what it meant: They had al ready found him

He turned and rushed back into the room scraping his knee on the edge of the
bed. He staggered into the bathroom where he vonited in great racking

convul sions. He wasn't enotionally ready. Dear God, he thought, protect ne
fromwhat | have to do. Protect those | love if | don't nake it.

H s i magi nati on, racing in panic, unravel ed what was ahead of him Stop it! he
adnoni shed hinmsel f. He got hold of hinself at |ast, splashed cold water on his
face, into his mouth, across the back of his neck. Then he hurriedly dressed,
put wallet, car keys, passport and a small eel skin case into various pockets
of his tropical-weight jacket. He reread the postcard he had witten in the
dead of night, then he went out the door

He avoided the elevator, taking the stairs two at a tine. In the | obby, he
hurri ed past pal e-skinned tourists in garish aloha shirts. Deposited the
postcard with the concierge, who assured himit would go out with the
nmorning' s mail

In the bel owground car park, he took a quick scan, allow ng his eyes to adjust
to the gloom Wen he was satisfied with his security, he crossed to his
rented Mustang. Got down on his knees and, with his customary thoroughness,

i nspected the underside of the carriage.

He | ooked along the entire length of the tailpipe, as well as in it. Places
where the deadly itens he had seen in the war's aftermath could easily be
secreted. Finishing his check, he began prana, the semimnystical deep breathing
that allowed himto think clearly in difficult situations.

Still on his knees, he went over the car trunk |ock, [ooking for the mnute
scratches that would indicate an intruder's attenpts to pop it. There was
not hi ng. He rose and unl ocked the trunk.

A couple with a small boy came into the car park, and he was obliged to wait
until they got into their car and drove away.

Wor ki ng quickly, he transferred the contents of the trunk to the front
passenger seat. Then he clinbed into the driver's seat, put the convertible's
top up. In a nonment the Miustang's engi ne coughed to life, and throwing it in
gear, Civet got out of there.



He took the Napili Road because he disliked the new hi ghway that had recently
been built further up the ridge slope. This, as well as his driving, was
purely instinctual .

The face—the shadowed face! Its features burned into his mnd, glowing Iike
coals thrust into his eyes. There was a heat upon him so unnatural that it
made hi mshiver as if he had the ague. For a noment his resolve wavered; death
cracked its bare knuckles in his face. H's fingers, white upon the wheel, hurt
wi th the unconsci ous power of his grip.

He fled Napili as if chased by a ghost. At the Methodi st church, he turned
right onto Honoapiilani H ghway, a three-lane road where he could pick up
speed.

He had just begun to accel erate when he saw the black blur of the Ferrari
Marcel l o com ng up behind him It had taken the Kapal ua H ghway and now shot
into the mainstreamof traffic not nore than a hundred yards behind Cvet's
Miustang. In an instant, he got a clear |look at the driver. H's heart began to
race once again.

Bl i nki ng sweat out of his eyes, G vet wenched the steering wheel to the
right. At the sane tine, he trod hard on the accel erator. The Mistang gave a
shrill squeal, and with a thick cloud of red dirt and torn foliage, he shot
of f along the w de verge.

Horns blared as startled drivers protested this dangerous maneuver. @ ancing
in his rearviewnirror, Civet could see the black Marcell o weaving in and out
of traffic as it kept pace with him

Civet cursed his Anmerican car which, in horsepower and nmaneuverability, was no
match for the Ferrari. Back on the macadam of the hi ghway, he took a sweepi ng
curve at eighty-five. On his right, the water of Napili Bay glistened, on his
left, the nountains, still mst-shrouded, rose in plateaus. One was open
inviting, the other arcane, nysterious. But both were powerful —ruch nore
powerful, G vet thought now, than | am a puny human being driving a ton of
wel ded net al

Past Kahana's ugly new high-rises he sped. He used the wi de verge to pass when
he could. In sone spots it was paved, in others it was packed red dirt, the
ruts jarring his spine through the Miustang's nushy suspensi on

Anot her glance in the rearview mirror confirmed that the Ferrari was fast
overtaking him It was now barely fifty yards behi nd.

They were fast approachi ng Kaanapali, Muui's largest resort area. This strip
of five hotels and nunerous condom niuns was the major cause of traffic and
pedestrian congestion on this side of Maui. It was to Kaanapali that C vet now

decided to head. Wthin its warren of wal ks, restaurants, shops and

hi gh-ri ses, he would have the best chance of |osing his pursuer.

Jamed on the horn, tranped on the brakes as a car began to pull out fromthe
right. Cursing, Civet poked his foot at the accelerator as he heard the squea
of the intruding car's brakes. He had a brief glinpse of a woman's face, white
with fear, as he sped by, his horn still sounding.

But the incident had had its consequences. The Marcell o, thundering, was only
twenty yards behi nd.

Civet concentrated on the traffic piling up in front of himin anticipation of
the first of Kaanapali's three access roads. A road crew was at work here;
traffic was being squeezed right. He was going nuch too fast. One-handed, he
was obliged to swerve at a precipitous angle onto the verge to avoid
rear-ending a sl ow noving N ssan

Civet was conpelled to decelerate drastically, and a glance in his rearview
mrror showed the Marcell o al nbst upon him Unless he could find a break in
the traffic, he knew he would be finished.

Al ready the road ahead of him seemed sneared with grease. Colors fluttered
blue to green, red to orange, and back again. Light dilated as if the sun were
running in and out of dense cloud with appalling rapidity. Janmred on his
brakes. He was alnost on top of the car in front of him In the next instant,
he saw a minute opening as the line of cars siphoning through the work area
was halted to allow traffic fromthe resort onto the highway. \Wat the hell



he thought, tranping on the accel erator

Took deep breaths, trying to slow his hamering pul se and, at the sane tineg,

i gnoring the blare of horns, the shouts, the screech of hastily applied brakes
as he shot through the gap

He was running at eighty again, but now the Marcello was on his tail, and as
Civet went through maneuver after nmaneuver, a grow ng conviction began to
dictate his next noves. Wien he had exhausted his entire repertory of evasive

nmeasures, he abandoned the idea of ducking into Kaanapali. He had no | ead on
the Ferrari and, consequently, no chance to di sappear inside the resort

conpl ex.

They were heading toward the major access to Kaanapali. Here, the hi ghway

gai ned a nedian island, planted with palnms and giant ferns, around which the
two-way traffic divided.

H s m nd maki ng rapid cal cul ati ons, Ci vet accelerated through the traffic,
weaving this way and that. Horns bl ared; people shouted at him The medi an was
coming up on his left. Civet slowed, switched to the right-hand |lane as if he
were about to turn into Kaanapali. The Marcell o foll owed.

At the last instant, Ci vet accelerated sharply, cut the wheel hard over. He
slamed into the rear fender of a Chevy; the right front wheel of his Mistang
ran up onto the verge, so that for one terrifying noment, he was canted over
at an angle. Then with a bone-jarring slamhe was down, the Mistang rocking on
its springs as Civet faced oncoming traffic.

He swng left onto the far verge, accel erated.

The Marcello, still pacing him was now at a safe di stance, separated from
Civet by a line of intervening traffic and the nmedi an i sl and.

d anci ng over, Civet grinned. The adrenaline was punping through himlike the
ocean shining in sunlight beyond the nowinpotent Marcello. Civet felt the
ocean's power energizing him glanced back to the paved verge ahead of him and
cried out.

Where just an instant before it had been clear, he now was bearing down on a
pair of teenage girls clad in Fila jogging suits. Al pink and powder-bl ue,
their blond hair wapped in ponytails, flying al ong behind them So young,
bursting with life. Their browned faces were serene as they ran. They were
tal ki ng, | aughi ng at sonet hi ng.

Christ, Civet thought wildly, they don't see nel At eighty-five, he was
bearing down on themw th hellish speed. Even as he applied the brakes, G vet
knew he was going too fast to stop in tine. To the left there was a
fifteen-foot-high ridge decorated by wild bougainvillea. Bright sprays of

pi nk, orange, purple trailing down the ridge.

He was too close, his speed too great. He was going to hit the girls dead on
unl ess .

Civet turned the only way he could: right, into the onconmng traffic. If he
could catch a break in the traffic, make the grass-covered medi an, he woul d
be—

Screeching of metal, hot and tortured beyond its breaking point. The Mistang
clipped the front end of an oncom ng truck, taking out a headlight and part of
a fender. It was too much for the Mustang, which lifted upward |ike a rearing
stallion. Wen it came down, he was broken free of the seat belt.
Instinctively, Ci vet |ooked toward where the teenagers stood, backed agai nst
the ridge on the far side of the verge, fists in their mouths, horrified. They
were safe. Safe.

Then he was tunbling, tunmbling. In his nind s eye, he saw that face again.

That haunting face! And for the first time today, he put a name to it: Zero.

A moment | ater, the Miustang screamed as if it were a living thing. Flanes bl ew
t hrough the passenger conpartment, igniting the world.

H roshi Taki lay bare to the waist. The sliding screens out to the garden were
open so that the cool night air could caress his flesh

There was an old man, Hiroshi thought, with untold power. And now he is dead.
Three days ago, Hiroshi had watched the |ast several nmonments of his father's
life. He had seen the know edge that he desired nost in all the world in his



father's eyes. It was the know edge of the decades. There were many nmen within
Japan—powerful, wealthy, influential men—swho would certainly divest thensel ves
of the trappings of their exalted station in life to be the recipient of that
know edge.

Yet it was Hiroshi Taki, eldest son of Wataro Taki, who was to be the

reci pient of this invaluable treasure trove of information that had hel ped
buil d one of the nost powerful shadow enpires in the world.

O so Hiroshi believed. Then a stroke had paralyzed the left side of his
father's body—and m nd. The know edge was still there, to be sure. Hirosh
could sense it, a dark and deadly fish in the sea of pain that filled Wataro
Taki's eyes.

It was not fair, Hiroshi had thought, for a human being like his father to
endure such pain and frustration. Just as it was unfair for a man such as
hinself to be denied his birthright. It was not fair. But it was their karna,
father and el dest son.

O his brothers, Joji and Masashi, Hiroshi Taki had no thoughts at all. They
were irrelevant. The birthright, the heritage of information was to be his.
And now, with every nmonent, it was sinking further and further away from hi m
Until he was consuned with the desire to reach down inside his father's mind
and extract the precious know edge.

Wataro Taki's death three days ago had robbed Hiroshi of everything. It had
taken away the awful pain. And it had obliterated everything of value within
the old man's head.

| have been cheated, Hiroshi thought now in the darkness and silence of the

ni ght .

Unconsciously, his fists clenched at his side, brushing the flesh, dusky as
snoke, of the slimgirl who | ay naked beside him She stirred, her sleep
nmonentarily disturbed, and H roshi made a soothing sound until she quietened.
I am the new oyabun of the Taki-gum . | nust take over the nmantle of godfather
of the Yakuza clans that ny father fought for thirty years to obtain and

mai ntain. And he has left nme defensel ess. Enenies abound all around nme. Now
that he is gone, they will be like vultures, circling in for the kill. | nust
protect the famly, the clan, the power. But how? | do not even know whom I
can trust.

H roshi Taki lay atop his futon and watched the parade of shadows marching
across the beamed ceiling.

Qutside, a figure was using the trees, never for a nmonent putting feet to
ground. On the roof, the figure crossed the house, sw nging down into one of

t he darkened formal roons.

The figure, dressed in matte bl ack, was hooded. Where a band of flesh appeared
at the level of the eyes, it had been sneared with charcoal. The backs of the
hands were sinmlarly coated. The feet were covered in thin, crepe-soled shoes.
Still, the house was far from deserted, and the figure had to be extrenely
careful . Well-trained Yakuza, as the kobun—or sol di ers—ef the Taki-gum were,
had to be considered a precious comodity.

As a shadow, the figure passed through the formal rooms, the sem formal, the
informal ones. Until it had made its way into the intimte roonms. The figure
was confortable in themall, feeling their space, the differing aspects of

qui etude which, as rmuch as the architecture, defined them The shadow had seen
several kobun, but they had not seen it. Aware of their approachi ng presence,
t he shadow clung to the dark places where the other shadows abi ded. By cl osing
off its spirit, it sinmply ceased to be, and they passed it by.

H roshi Taki turned to the girl lying beside him He watched the even
breathing, the soft rise and fall of her firmbreasts. He thought not of her
nane but, rather, of the pleasure she gave him It seemed now the only
constant in his uncertain world.

He sighed deep in his throat, pressed his |lips against hers. Her warnth
transferred itself into himand he felt hinmself rel axing. There was a way

t hrough the awful maze confronting him There was al ways a way. WAsn't that
somet hing his father had taught him-nstilled in all his sons—years ago? Yes.



Even enem es coul d, under the proper conditions, be recruited. Hadn't his
father told them of the very man who had come to kill himmany years ago and
had stayed to save his life? Hroshi had actually net that man. Such a miracle
could be repeated, Hiroshi decided. Perhaps he could recruit that sane nan. He
had saved Wataro Taki's life; could he do any less for his eldest son?

Yes, Hiroshi decided. That was just what he was going to—

The crash, like a clap of thunder inside the room jerked himup

"What 2"

The roof beans, shattering, rained shards of wood, plaster, tiles, down upon
him Monlight canting in like a spotlight. And sonething following it down,
glinting and hard. Inpaling itself in the center of the sleeping girl's
breast.

The poor thing coughed, arched up. Her eyes opened wi de, a rictus suffused her
face even as she reached futilely for Hiroshi

A shape seened to have | eaped down the ethereal shaft of noonlight.

H roshi, squinting into the | oom ng shadows, said, "Wo—="

Alittle laugh, |ow and dark as obsidi an.

"Zero."

H roshi felt his stomach heave. He was abruptly dizzy. Zero! The assassin who
for years had been terrorizing the

Yakuza ranks. Why was he here? Who had sent hin? And who was he? Sonmeone who
was ultimate with the Yakuza, it was runored. Yet none could identify him

He could hear the girl's last gurglings, rem nding himof his own nortality;
they filled up the roomw th death.

H roshi Taki, his right hand buried beneath the futon on which he sat, whipped
it free of the covering and brandished a jitte. It was the traditional dagger
first used by policenmen at the end of Japan's feudal era. Between the hilt and
the blade was a guard with a pair of steel horns jutting forward on either
side. Hiroshi Taki was a master of this weapon.

Now, as the blade of Zero's | ongsword swept down upon him Hiroshi drove the
jitte upward so that the sword was caught between the dagger's own bl ade and
one of its side horns. He twisted, and the | ongsword bl ade buried itself in
the futon beside him

| mredi ately he di sengaged, trying to slamthe side of the jitte into the
assailant's throat. Zero struck his wist a nunbing blow, jerked the katana
free and, with the sanme notion, brought the blade singing in toward Hiroshi's
face.

H roshi, prepared for the strategy, used the jitte in the same manner as he
had before. He enployed the anvil, in an attenpt to break the katana in two
with the jitte. But Zero maneuvered the | ongsword so that the dagger cl anged
harm essly agai nst the blade. H roshi sliced desperately upward, sure that he
woul d cut into the man's throat and end this threat forever.

But in a counternove too swift for even Hiroshi to follow, Zero deflected the
jitte, twisted the longsword so that it lifted Hiroshi's weapon out of his
grip, flung it clattering across the room

Now Hi roshi watched with fevered eyes as Zero's gleam ng | ongsword crossed the
pl ane of the noonlight. A cold fire | eaped through the room Wen it reached
the Iongsword's tip, the weapon blurred and Hiroshi cried out.

The first of one hundred small but deep wounds opened beneath the expert,
surgeon's bl ade. Bl ood spurted. Hiroshi screanmed, staring into the shrouded
face. He struggled to free hinmself, but Zero had pinioned his armwith a

super human strength.

H roshi heaved with the power of desperation and bit his |lip as the pain

| ashed through him Through his tears, he could see the bone popped
unnaturally fromits socket and knew that he had di sl ocated his shoul der

"Who are you? Wio are you?" he gasped.

He reached upward with his free hand, bloodying it on the |Iongsword. CGot a
grip on the shirtfront. Peering, trying to pierce the darkness. "Who are you?"
At the point of death, needing to know the secret. Because he thought he
recogni zed .



That |augh again, chilling him

"Zero."

In other parts of the estate, Hiroshi's nen were awake, grabbing for their
weapons, running toward his quarters. But by the tine they arrived, there were
only two corpses staring sightlessly into the silver brightness pouring
through the hole in the rooftop. And it seemed to the stupefied onl ookers that
this place had been visited by the judgnent of Buddha.
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M chael Doss began exhaling the Shuji Shuriken just at dawn. The Shuji
Shuriken, literally "cutting the nine ideographs,” referred to the reciting of
the nine nmagic words. Centuries of Taoist tradition had been taken up by
certain esoteric Buddhist sects involved in swordsmanship, ninjutsu and the
l'ike.

As always, M chael inmagined the playing of the Japanese banboo flute, the

i nstrument he had heard during much of his training. Its hard-soft, yin-yang
notes, reverberating only in his mnd, cut through the custons, dialects,
manneri sns, of whatever country he nmight be in to achieve some pristine,
essential truth required to give the Shuji Shuriken life. It was not enough to
speak the nine self-protecting words; they had to be sumoned and, once done,
handled with the utnost care and attention

There was, after all, a kind of magic at work, ancient and powerful.

Sitting cross-1egged beneath the branches of a nodding plane tree, M chael
lifted his right hand, palmtoward the earth.

"U " he said. Being.

He turned his pal m upward.

" Af u. " Nonbei ng.

H s hand descended to rest on his knee. Across the rooftops, Paris was coning
awake. The pinks in the sky were brightening along the ruffled tops of the

cl ouds.

"Sui getsu." Monlight on the water.

In the foreground, the al nbst mathematical structure of the Eiffel Tower rose
at his back. Still black fromthe remmants of night, its gridlike starkness
agai nst the pastels of the rest of the city made its proximty positively
awesone.

"Jo." lnner sincerity.

"Shin." Master of the mnd.

The first rays of sunlight sparked against the tower's upswept tip so that it
seened for an instant to have been struck by Iightning.

"Sen." Thought precedes action.

" Shi nmyoken. " Where the tip of the sword settles.

The sounds of stiff straw bristles swiping the dirt fromthe sidewal k bel ow, a
brief, exclamatory di al ogue between Mre. Charvet and her daughter, the yel ping
of the dog with the nai ned forepaw. The quoti di an noi ses of the nei ghborhood.
"Kara." Enmpty: the void. Virtue

"Zero." Where the Way has no power.

M chael rose. He had al ready been awake for two hours, practicing the

swor dsmanshi p he had been taught in the Shin-kage school. Kage, the basis for
everything M chael had | earned, meant response. That is, to react rather than
to act; to be defensive rather than take the offensive.

Now he went through the high | ead-glass doors fromhis terrace into the coo
diminterior of his apartnment. It was on the top floor of a gray stone

buil ding on the Avenue El ysee Reclus, a location that M chael had carefully
chosen because of its proximty to the tower and the particular |ight afforded
the Pare du Chanp, at its foot.

Li ght was inportant to M chael Doss. One could even say essential. He threw
off his gi, the traditional outfit of the Japanese swordsman, consisting of
cotton trousers beneath a kind of divided skirt and a black cotton jacket tied
at the waist with a belt of the same color. This [ ast denoted rank

He showered, changed into faded jeans, stiff with a nultitude of smeared
colors, and a white collarless shirt with the sleeves rolled up. He slipped
Mexi can huaraches on his feet and padded into the kitchen, where he poured
hinsel f a cup of green tea. Opening the refrigerator, he scooped up cold,
sticky rice with two fingers, nunching as he went through the long, littered



[iving room

Though he owned one of the finest printing firns in the world, Mchael went
into the office only a couple of times a week. Then it was only to supervise
t he manufacturing of the special color dyes that he had invented, patented,
and that had earned his firman excellent reputation. Miseuns, galleries and
the nobst prestigious nodern artists lined up to have his conpany print linited
editions of their works for them so true and brilliant were M chael's dyes
and the conpl ex coloring process he had refined.

At the far end of the enornmous apartment he threw open a set of inlaid double
doors, and sunlight abruptly illum nated him The deep-set olive-tinged eyes,
t he bl ack, wavy hair that had a tendency to becone unruly when, as now, it was
left too long. Hi s features—the prom nent cheekbones, rather heavy jaw i ne,
narrow f orehead—seened al nost bi blical. People thought him stern, unforgiving,
often difficult to nove to laughter. But never judgnental. H s saving grace.
The light flooded in fromthe skylight in the roof. Bel ow was a huge space
made up of bare walls and floor. In the center of the space—for, wthout

furni shings of any kind, it could not in truth be called a roomstood a great
pai nt-fl ecked wooden easel. Beside it, a paint box on a stool |lay open, a

pal ette and brushes sitting on its corner

M chael crossed the space and stood in front of the canvas that the ease

di spl ayed. He sipped his green tea while his practiced eye roved over the
painting. It was of two nmale figures, perhaps a generation apart. The figures
were facing each other in a spare yet powerful |andscape that managed to hint
at a field by the edge of a forest. The overwhel mi ng Iight of Provence
underscored the tension between the nen.

M chael was anal yzi ng conposition—what one did not paint was as inportant as
what one did paint. And col or, the har-noni ousness of greens. As the Japanese
said in sumer, "Yappari aoi kuni da!'" It is a green world!

After a time, Mchael decided that here was too nuch forest-green, there too
little apple-green. It gave the whole, he decided, too heavy a spirit. No
wonder yesterday's work had left himunsettled.

He had just begun to squeeze out his paints when the tel ephone rang. He was
not in the habit of answering the phone while he was working. He had only
heard the ring because he had failed to close the heavy doors to his atelier
In a noment, his machine took the call. But not five mnutes |later, the phone
rang again. The fourth time this happened, M chael put down his palette and
answered the ringing hinmself.

"Al'l 0?" He automatically spoke in French

"Mchael? It's Uncle Samy."

"Ch hell, I'"'msorry," Mchael said down the overseas line, switching to
English. "lIs it you who's been calling?"

"It was inperative | get through to you, Mchael," Jonas Sammartin said. "The
real you."

"It's good to hear your voice, Uncle Samy."

"It's been a long tine, son. |I've called to ask you to cone hone."

"Home?" Were was hone? M chael wondered. Honme is here on the Avenue El ysee
Reclus, for now.

"Yes, home," Sanmmartin said. "To Washington." His uncle cleared his throat.
"M chael, I"'mafraid your father is dead."

Masashi Taki waited patiently while Ude cleared a path for himthrough the
densely packed hall. It was cedar-lined, buttressed by rough-hewn cypress
beams. It was wi ndow ess, being at the center of the Taki-gum compound in the
Dei en-chofu district of Tokyo, where huge houses and estates still existed.
Great banners, covered in ancient calligraphy, hung fromthe ceiling in rows,
giving the hall the aspect of some mnedi eval gathering place.

He was in the traditional nmeeting gallery of the Taki clan, the |argest and
nmost powerful of all the Yakuza famlies.

Yakuza was a conglonerate termfor the powerful gangster underground that,

t hrough the genius of Wataro Taki, had becone in recent years international in



scope, moving into legitinmate businesses in New York, San Francisco and Los
Angel es, and into real estate and resort ownership in the Hawaiian |slands.

A hushed sil ence spread through the crowmd of |ieutenants—bosses of their own
subfamlies within the Taki-gum —and kobun, the street soldiers who were,
after all, the clan's Iife-blood.

Masashi was the youngest of the Taki brothers. He was thin and dark

long-jawed like a wolf. In this he resenbled his late father, Wataro Taki
godf at her of the Japanese Yakuza society. His prom nent cheekbones, unusual in
a Japanese, lent his face a scul ptured | ook that he had cultivated into a
hardness that was intim dating.

Leading himtoward the front of the roomwas Ude. He was a massive man,
possessi ng those two nost admired Japanese traits: bulk and strength. He was
Masashi's feared right arm the hamer of his lord' s retribution

As Masashi headed toward the raised dais at the far end of the hall, he could
see his older brother, Joji, already at the place of honor before a stylized
si x-spoked wheel, the great famly enblem of the Taki-gum . This was yet

anot her page that their father, Wataro Taki, had taken fromthe book of
Japan's feudal past. In those days, each samurai warlord

had an enblemthat signified his presence in the | and. Yakuza were not
samur ai —+hey were not of noble blood. Yet Wataro Taki had had the tenerity to
design his own famly enblem—and thus, in an inportant psychol ogi cal way, had
el evated his clan above all other Yakuza cl ans.

Joji was a painfully thin man. He, too, had inherited his late father's |ean

| upi ne 1 ook. But while in Masashi it manifested itself in the power of the
wol f, Joji nerely appeared unhealthy. True, he had been a sickly child, doted
over by his nother. True, he had been a weak adol escent, | acking stam na. But
the fact was that now he was never ill, rarely grewtired and was known as an
i ndef ati gabl e worker. Hi s late father had enpl oyed himas the cl an bookkeeper
It was said that Joji knew all the famly's secrets; it was al so said that
not hi ng coul d ever cause himto betray those secrets.

Joji's black eyes, set deep in his skull, focused on Masashi as the younger
man made his way |ike an enperor-general triunphantly returning hone. It was a
fact that though Masashi had openly disagreed with many of his father's
policies, especially in recent years, he was neverthel ess the brother with the
charisma. It was logical to assume that the |ieutenants—nervous about the
present, concerned about the future—would gravitate toward him

Joji waited until his brother reached the dais before raising his arns for
silence. "Qur oyabun is dead," Joji said sinply. "And now Hiroshi, ny bel oved
brother, the nan designated to becone the new oyabun of the Taki-guni, has
been taken in untinely fashion fromthe bosomof his famly. Now |, as next in
line, will do what | can to keep Wataro Taki's dreamalive." He bowed his head
for a nonment before wi thdraw ng.

He was surprised to see Masashi come forward to take up a stance to address

t he throng.

"When ny father, the revered Wataro Taki, died, the entire nation grieved,"
Masashi began. "Thousands attended his funeral. Heads of state, presidents of
corporations, bureaucratic |leaders, paid their respects. An emi ssary fromthe
Enperor hinmsel f was present." Masashi | ooked about the hall, catching the eye
of a lieutenant here, a kobun there. "Wy did this occur? Because ny father
was an extraordi nary man. He was a tower of strength to whomall within the
Taki -gum could turn for support and protection. He was a fierce lion. Al the
Taki - gum eneni es feared hi mbeyond even deat h.

"Now that he is gone, | ask you to think. Wat will become of us now? Wio will
you turn to in these increasingly troubled tinmes? W will ensure that our
enemes wll remain at their respectful distance?

"I amtal king about not only the other clans. Hi storically, the Taki-gum has
been in the forefront of Japanese defense against Russian infiltration. W are
| ess than one hundred nmiles fromthe Soviet Union. The Soviets | ook upon us

wi th distrust and apprehension. They, |ike the Anmericans have done, woul d seek
to subjugate us. This, my father fought against all his life. W nust continue



that tradition now "

Masashi's gaze continued to range around the hall. And, like all of the best
and nost charismatic | eaders, his voice becane intimte and pursuasive even as
it increased in oratory strength. "Can the Taki-gum keep its preem nent
status anmong the Yakuza clans? O will its many enemies circle closer and
closer, biting off a piece here, a piece there, until nothing is left of this
once-proud famly?

"The answer, | submit, is already only too clear. Hiroshi, mny bel oved brother
woul d have provided fine, strong | eadership in the tradition of Wataro Taki

But Hiroshi is dead. Miurdered by an assassin known to us as Zero. Wi ch one of
our enem es hired Zero? Wiich one stands to gain the nost fromthe Taki-gum's
sudden | ack of a central presence?

"I say that our nost pressing problem-eur only problem—is in denning the
future of the Taki-gum . W can either weaken, be ripped apart by our enem es
and eventually die. O we can strengthen our hold, we can becone nore
aggressive, we can seek to dom nate those who woul d domi nate us.

"The crisis is now These are desperate tines. Both for the Yakuza and for
Japan. As proud Yakuza, we nmust seek our rightful place in the world of

i nternational business. As citizens of Japan, we rnust actively fight for the
kind of equality we, as natives of these tiny islands, have al ways been

denied. | ask you to join ne in seeking a future, glorious and filled with
prosperity!

"There can be only one oyabun of the Taki-gum! It is |, Msashi Taki!"
Joji, stunned and gray-faced, heard the tumultuous roar of applause fromthe

assenbl ed clan nenbers. He had listened to his brother's words with a sense of
nmount i ng di sbelief mngled with dread. Now he watched with a kind of paral yzed
awe as the men of the Taki-gum rose to their feet |ike an arny of foot

sol diers about to do battle. Then, humiliated and ashamed, Joji hurried from
the hall.

Jonas Sammartin was not, strictly speaking, Mchael Doss's uncle. At |east,

not by blood. But the lifelong friendship he had had with M chael's father
made hi m seem nore a nenber of the famly than blood relatives from whom

M chael's father had drifted away.

Philip Doss had | oved Jonas Sanmartin |ike a brother. He had trusted the ol der
man with the safety of his famly, with his own [ife. That was why it had been
Uncl e Sanmy who had rmade the call to M chael, and not M chael's nother or
sister. O perhaps it was because Jonas was Phih'p Doss's boss.

In any case, the Doss famly | oved Uncl e Samy.

Philip Doss had rarely been hone, and so it had been left to Jonas Samartin
to become a surrogate father to the famly. Though Philip Doss, on his

spor adi ¢ and unannounced honmecom ngs, never failed to bring presents for his
children from wherever he happened to have traveled, it was Jonas who had
attended M chael's graduations. And since M chael always canme home at | east
once a year when he was studying in Japan, it was Jonas who also had nade it a
point to be with Mchael on his birthday. It was Jonas, too, who had pl ayed
cowboys and Indians with Mchael when M chael was a child. They spent hours
tracki ng one anot her down, having shoot-outs, and powwows.

It had been that way as far back as M chael could remenber. Oten, M chael
wondered what it was |like to have a father who was really there. A father who
pl ayed ball with you, whomyou could talk to.

Now, M chael realized, he would never know.

Washi ngt on was gray when M chael arrived at Dulles International. Fromthe
air, the public monunents | ooked soot-encrusted and somehow snall er than he
had remenbered them He had not been back here in ten years. It seened like a
lifetime.

He passed through Custons and Imm gration, retrieved his |uggage and picked up
his rental car.

Driving again through Washi ngton, he was anmazed that its inner geography was
still fresh in his mnd. He had no trouble finding his way to his parents'
house. Not hone, he realized, as Uncle Samy had said. Just his parents’



house.

Dulles was a long way fromtown. M chael opted for the airport-access hi ghway
rather than the nore southerly—and direct—tittle R ver Turnpi ke because that
woul d have taken himdirectly through Fairfax. That was where his father had
wor ked, where Uncle Sammy sat in his seat of power at the head of a government
agency known as BITE, the Bureau of International Trade Exports.

Besides, he told hinself, this way he was able to drive along the Potonac, to
see the cherry trees in blossom to think of the countryside of Japan, where
he had trained i n swordsmanshi p and i n painting.

The Doss family's house was a white cl apboard just outside Bellehaven, on the
western shore of the Potomac, south of Al exandria. It was typical of Uncle
Sammy that he had said, Yes, hone. To Washington. Not Bell ehaven, but

Washi ngton. To him Washi ngton was the power word.

The house had been far too big for the famly, even when both chil dren had
been at hone. Now its great w aparound porch, supported by Doric-style

col ums, seened to echo with sounds fromthe past, nocking the silence of the
present.

The house overl ooked the Potomac past a |long, sloping back |awn dotted with
birch, alder and the enornous pair of weeping willows that M chael had | oved
to clinb when he was young.

The massed azaleas in the front were conming up, but it was too early for the
nock orange and honeysuckle to be in bl oom

As M chael wal ked down the red-brick path, the front door opened and he saw
his mother. The wan light struck her face, and he could see how pal e she was.

She wore a three-piece black Iinen suit which was, as usual, in inpeccable
taste. A dianond brooch was at her throat.
Just behind her, Mchael could nmake out the tall, powerful figure of Uncle

Sanmmy, wreathed in shadows. Uncle Samry stepped into the light, and M chael
could see the shock of white hair catch the light. Uncle Sammy's hair had been
white ever since Mchael could renenber.

"M chael," Lillian Doss said. Wen he bent over to kiss her, she enbraced him
with a fierceness that surprised him Before they broke apart, he felt her
tears on his face.

"Good of you to conme, son," Uncle Samry said, extending his hand. He had the
firm dry grip of a politician. Hi s |eathery, sunburned face had al ways

rem nded M chael of Gary Cooper's.

I nside, the vast house was as quiet, as sonber, as a funeral parlor. That,
too, had not changed since the days of Mchael's youth. Even as he began to
walk with theminto the parlor, Mchael felt hinself shrink in size and age.
This was an adult's abode; it always had been. He felt out of place,

di sconnected. Home, M chael thought. This is not home. It never has been

Home was the rolling hills of Nara prefecture in Japan. Home was Nepal and
Thai l and. Home was Paris or Provence. Not Bell ehaven

"Drink?" Jonas Sammartin asked at the mahogany wet bar

"Stolichnaya, if you have it." M chael saw that Jonas was al ready preparing
two martinis. He gave one to Lillian, kept one for himnmself. He poured

M chael ' s vodka, then held his glass al oft.

"Your father liked a good, stiff drink," Uncle Samy observed.
"Fortification,' he used to say, 'cleanses the system' Here's to him He was
a helluva man."

Uncl e Sammy still |ooked every inch the patriarch. But that was natural, of
course. This was his fanmly, even if by proxy, since he had none of his own.
H's personality was tailor-nade for sailing through enotionally difficult
situations. Uncle Sammy was the rock upon which weaker souls, drowning in
enotion, could throw thenmsel ves with absol ute assurance. M chael was gl ad he
was here.

"Lunch will be ready nmonentarily,” Lillian Doss said. She had never been a
person of many words, and now, with the death of her husband, her thoughts
seened nore recondite than ever. "We're having roast beef hash and eggs."
"Your father's favorite," Uncle Sanmy said with a sigh. "Afitting nmeal, now



that the family is back together again."

As if on cue, Audrey appeared through the gap in the french doors. M chael had
not seen his sister in nearly six years. On that occasion, she had appeared at
hi s doorstep, bruised and two nmonths' pregnant. The German she had been |iving
with for six nonths in Nice had not reacted well to the news that she was
pregnant. He had had no interest in beginning a famly and had shown the depth
of his displeasure at what he ternmed Audrey's "stupidity." Against her
sister's wi shes, Mchael had found her former boyfriend and had di spatched his
own formof retribution. Oddly, Audrey had hated her brother for it. They had
not spoken since the day he had brought her into the clinic to have the
abortion. When he had returned to fetch her, she was gone.

Lillian went to her daughter, and M chael took the opportunity to speak to
Uncl e Samy.

"You told nme that ny father died in an autonobile accident,’
"What exactly happened?"

"Not now, son," Uncle Sammy said gently. "This isn't the time or the place.
Let's respect your nother's peace of mind, hn?" He extracted a small notepad,
wote on it with a slimgold pen. He pressed the slip of paper into Mchael's
hand. "Meet nme at this address at nine tonmorrow norning. 1'Il tell you
everything | know. " He gave M chael a sad smile. "This has been very difficult
on your nother."

"It's a shock to all of us," Mchael said tightly.

Uncl e Sammy nodded. Then he turned toward the wonen, his voice warmand rich
"Audrey, ny little darling, how are you?"

Lillian Doss was slender, alnmost willow, and Audrey was cut fromthe sane
nol d. Seeing the daughter, one could imagi ne how striking the nother had once
been. However, there was nore than a touch of Philip's solid determ nation in
Audrey's face, and this gave her a proud bearing that contrasted sharply with

he said softly.

t he sadness that seened to hold her in its spell. Her hair, now cut short for
the first time in Mchael's nenory, was redder than Lillian's gol den brown.
As M chael's younger sister—aised in a household where femnine traits were,
by and | arge, shunned—she had done all in her power to conmpete with himon

equal terms. OF course that had been inpossible—+t was M chael who had gone to
Japan, not Audrey, As a consequence, she had becone sonewhat wi t hdrawn.
Audrey's cool blue eyes regarded himnow from across the sparely furni shed
room a roomthat bore Philip Doss's indelible mark. In the study, Japanese
screens, futon couches that Lillian conplained were unconfortable, contrasted
with a futuristic Japanese bl ack | acquer desk. Translucent rice-paper shoji
across the wi ndows brought intricate patterns of |ight and shadow into the
room meking it appear larger than it was.

The walls were Iined with banboo-and-gl ass bookcases, which were filled with
an extensive library of books concerned with mlitary histories, analyses and
strategies. Philip Doss's facility with foreign | anguages had been mat ched
only by his endless enthusiasmfor the intricacies of the nmlitary m nd

The gaps between the bookcases were filled with etchings, paintings or
engravings of Philip Doss's heroes: Al exander the Geat, |eyasu Tokugawa and
Ceorge Patton.

And there was the small gl ass case, enpty now, that held the small porcelain
teacup when Philip was hone. It was by far Philip Doss's nost prized
possession; it was why he often took it with himwhen he went abroad. It held
a place of honor—learly a rem nder of Philip's tinme in Tokyo just after the
war .

This room M chael realized now, was filled with his father's presence. Each
book, each pillow, each painting, was a part of Philip Doss that abided,

i mpervious either to time or to nortal disease.

For a nonent, M chael had an odd sensation. He felt as if he had stunbl ed upon
the atelier of one of the great artists, Mtisse or Mnet. There was the sane
sensation of being in the presence of a great |egacy—an imorta

statement —t+hat transcended human experi ence.

Stunned, M chael was inpelled across the room In an instant the exalted



feeling that only cones with privil ege had given way to a kind of
stultification.

"I"msurprised you cane." Audrey's eyes never left him

"That's not fair," he said.

She regarded himmuch as a cat mght, with the kind of inpersonal curiosity
that was hard to fathom

"When | went back to the hospital in Paris to get you, they told nme you had
gone. Wy didn't you wait for me? | didn't want you to be on your own."

"Then you shouldn't have gone after Hans. | begged you not to."

"After what that bastard did to you—=

"I don't think you have to rem nd ne what he did to ne," Audrey said coldly.
"But there were other things. You had no i dea how wonderful he could be."

"He beat you," M chael said. "Whatever else he was or did doesn't nmatter."
"It mattered to ne."

"I'f you still believe that," Mchael said, "then you' re nore of a fool than
you were then."

"M chael Doss's norality, is that it?" Her tone had turned bl eak. "The world
doesn't conformto your rigid idea of norality, M chael. Whatever they taught
you in Japan doesn't always work in the real world. We're not all soldiers of
i nner righteousness or whatever it is you worship. W' re human bei ngs. Good
and bad. If you can't accept both sides, then you're left with nothing."

He could see her trenbling with the effort to control her enotions. This was
their father's sacred room after all. "Like

| amnow. Do you think it's easy to find a nan who is unattached? How nany
affairs 1've had since Hans? And all with married nen. Men who nade prom ses
it was inpossible to keep. At least Hans was willing to stay. W would have
wor ked something out. | knowit. He would have missed ne in a week or so. He
woul d have cone back; he always did. But not after what you did to him Do you
know where | went when | left the hospital? Back to Nice, to find him But he
was gone."

Tears standing in the corners of her eyes, but she would not raise a finger to
wi pe them away. That would be tantanobunt to adnmitting defeat in front of her
father; to admitting that she was not Mchael's equal. "So now | am al one.
This is what your code of norality has done to ne, Mchael. Are you proud of
it?" One tear sliding down her cheek

Abruptly, she turned and, squeezing her nother's arm half ran down the

hal lway. In a nmonent, they all heard a door slam

"What was that about?" Lillian asked.

"I don't know exactly," M chael said sadly.

Lillian | ooked doubtful. "She's understandably overw ought." She put her hands
together. "I wonder if | should go after her." It wasn't nuch of a question
and, in any case, the men were waiting. There was the meal to consider. She
nodded her head, trying out a smle. "I expect we'd better go into the dining

room Lunch is ready, and Philip always did abhor cold roast beef hash."

"The shogun is dead! Long |live the shogun!"

The old man with a face as weathered as a nountai nside said, "He was not that.
Wat aro Taki was never the shogun."

Masashi Taki ceased his pacing nonentarily. "I don't care what you call it. M
father is dead."

The old man, bearded, with a rim of close-cropped snow white hair surrounding
a glossy freckled pate, said, "Hai. Your father is dead. But even nore

i nportant for you is that your elder brother Hiroshi is also dead."

At that, a third man stirred. Ude had his suit jacket draped over his

shoul der. Hi s forearns, visible because of his short-sleeved shirt, were
covered fromthe wist up with irezum, the intricate tattooing bel oved of the
Yakuza. On his left arma fire-breathing dragon tw ned; on his right, a
phoeni x rose fromthe flanmes of a pyre.

Masashi Taki said, "Ude here did his work well. It was no secret that this
Zero uses the | egendary hundred-cut nethod to kill his victins. Ude had no
trouble mmcking that style.”



Kozo Shiina, the old man, was sitting at a stone table in the center of his
garden. It was a place of ten thousand species of nbss and was thus filled

wi th every shade of green inmginable. Mbdss was, by and | arge, a soft and
delicate plant. But sonmehow this garden was neither. Rather, Masashi thought,
it was austere, an altogether intimdating place. This was no doubt because
its owner, Kozo Shiina, inmbued it with elenments of his own personality.

As Masashi watched, Shiina cut into a lenon with a pink pearl-handled fol ding
knife. Swiftly, deftly, the old man turned the whole fruit into transl ucent
slices. As they spoke, he took one slice at a tinme, dribbled honey on it and
popped it into his mouth. He sucked all the juice out of it before chew ng and
swal | owi ng.

"As | suggested," Shiina said. He had a disconcerting habit of scrutinizing

your face as he spoke. "It does no harmto sow confusion. W would not want
suspicion for Hroshi's nmurder to fall on you."

Masashi shrugged. "That is the joke. | was not even next in line," he said.
"Joji was. But Joji is weak. He is frightened of ne. No one loyal to my father
woul d follow him they have too nmuch sense for that. No. Qur plan is perfect.
When | denounced Joji at the clan meeting, all the Taki-gum |ieutenants

agreed in one voice. One voice, one mnd, neh? No one stood agai nst me when
di spl aced him"

"And you are not concerned about the repercussions?"

"From whon?" Masashi sneered. "Joji? He'll be too busy fending off the oyabun
fromrival clans, who wi sh a piece of whatever renmains, even to think of

revenge."

Shi i na popped anot her honeyed |l enmon slice into his nmouth. When he was finished
chewi ng, he said, "Joji is one matter. Your stepsister is quite another."

"M chi ko." Masashi nodded. "Yes. | agree that she presents a problem She is

smart and she is strong. For many years she was ny father's chief assistant.
Before the rift that tore them apart."

"Do you know what happened between then®?"

Masashi shook his head. "My father never spoke of it—+o anyone. And ny
stepsister and | were never on close enough terns for me to ask her." There

was a tiny rill that ran through the garden. Masashi was standing on the
wooden bridge that spanned it. He put his hand on the railing. "I wouldn't
worry about M chiko. | have already put into notion a plan that will

effectively neutralize her."

"Then she has a weakness."

"Everyone has a weakness," Masashi said softly. "It is only a matter of
finding it."

"And what is hers?" Kozo Shiina asked.

"Her daughter."

"Ah. | hope that you are right," the old man said. He was on the last of his

[ enobn. "To this day | cannot understand why your father adopted M chi ko. She
was the daughter of Zen Godo, ny npost hated enemny. Though Zen Godo died in
1947, | have had to endure the machi nations of his progeny. M chiko inherited
much of her father's diabolical cleverness. Keep her to the shadows,

Masashi -san. W have no roomfor error now. "

"I know the stakes fully as well as you do," Masashi said, sounding irritable.
"No. No. You were right. My father was no shogun; he had no desire to take
control of all the clans. But | do. | will be the shogun that he refused to
becorme. You have promised to nake ne so. | will be the first of a dynasty like
t he Tokugawa. This is not so different fromthe sixteenth century, is it? Today
t he oyabun"—-he was speaking of the gangl and bosses—of the various Yakuza

cl ans bicker and fight anong thensel ves. Then, as now, the |local warlords were
continually feuding one against the other. Until |eyasu Tokugawa, seeing a
better way, was able to unite all the warlords under his banner. He becane the
first shogun—the suprene warl ord—ai el di ng power of a magnitude hitherto
unknown. All of Japan lay at his feet. Now the sanme is true for ne. It has
begun. The Taki-gum |ieutenants have made nme their oyabun. Wthin weeks, even
days perhaps, all the Yakuza oyabun will swear allegiance to ne, Msashi Taki



first Yakuza shogun!"
Shiina waited the requisite ampbunt of time before he nodded, disnissing the

subject. "There is still the question of what was stolen fromyou."

Masashi frowned. "It is still mssing."

"Yet | have heard that Philip Doss is dead."

"That is true," Masashi admitted. "He died in Hawaii. There was a car crash.

He went up in flames. This occurred two days before my brother Hiroshi's

dem se. For the second tine we were close to getting Doss. My under-oyabun in
Hawai i, Fat Boy I|chimada, reported Doss's arrival on Maui

| instructed Ichimada to get him Unfortunately, the car crash put an end to
that."

"And the Katei docunment? Did that, too, go up in flames with hinP"

"It is possible.”

For the first tine, the old man showed a flicker of anger. "And just as
possible that it did not. We nust find out, Masashi. If that document falls

into the wong hands, we are undone. Decades of planning will be for nothing.
W are on the verge of victory. W need only another nonth or two. And then we
wi Il change the face of the world forever."

"Fat Boy Ichimada tells me nothing could have survived that crash," Msash
sai d.

“"And . . . ?"

"And what ?"

Shiina was finished with the Ienon. He cleared the stone surface in front of
him A bird had lit on a branch above his head. He waited for it to finish
singing, as if it were a participant in this discussion. At last Shiina said,
"Where there is nmoonlight at night, it is easy to see the face of the water.
It is a task anyone may performsatisfactorily. But at those times when the
weat her is overcast or when the noonlight is absent, it takes another kind of
skill to discern the water's whereabouts.” Wth the dregs of the citrus juice
he drew one circle, then two, then a third, darkening the stone. "Has it not
occurred to you, Msashi? Philip Doss stole the Katei docunent fromyou. You
sent your men after him For a week they searched for him Three days ago they
got a lead. You sent Ude. Ude came close to him Just a whisper away. But at
the [ ast nonent, Philip Doss managed to el ude him Doss di sappeared. Only to
surface in Hawaii to be killed in a car crash.”

"GP

"So." Shiina filled in the third circle with the juice so that in the light it
became nore prom nent than the other two. "Has it not gotten through to you

t hat someone el se got to Philip Doss before we did? You sent Ude to find him

not to kill him At least not until Doss reveal ed the whereabouts of the
docunent. Now Doss is dead. He can no |onger tell us.
"So, | ask you again: Wiere is the Katei docunent? Did it burn with Doss in

the crash? Did he manage to hide it sonewhere before his death? Did he, for
instance, give it to someone? Send it to his son? O has your man |chi mada got
his hands on it?" Shiina's black eyes bored into Masashi's. "I don't have to
tell you the worth of that docunment. If Ichinada has it, he neans to use it.
He coul d have anything he wants fromus for its return. Even an end to his
bani shment to Hawaii. Isn't that right?"

Masashi thought for a long time. At |ast he said, "Ude."

Kozo Shiina nodded. "Yes. Send Ude to Hawaii, to Fat Boy |chimada. |chi mada
knew Philip Doss fromthe old days. Wio knows? Perhaps they were friends.
Here." He handed over a small snapshot. It was bl ack-and-white and grainy, as
if it had been shot froma long |l ens. A surveillance photo.

Masashi recogni zed M chael Doss. Had Shiina had the son watched in Paris? It
seened so. He passed the photo to Ude. "M chael Doss," he said, and the big
man nodded.

"Let us get to the bottomof this," Kozo Shiina said, "and terminate it, once
and for all." His eyes bored into the two nen. "W nust retrieve the Kate
document no nmatter the cost."

Lying in his old bedroom M chael heard the scraping of the branches of the



crabappl e tree against the side of the house, just as he had when he was a
chi | d.

Sonetime during the past several years his father had installed security
lights outside. Now their glare, only partially filtered by the foliage, mnade
patterns on the ceiling.

He tried to calmhinself, but to no avail. Too many menories here. Too much
unhappi ness. Too rmuch | eft unsaid. He thought of all the things he had wanted
to say to his father but had not. Perhaps it was only a sinple pleasure
because it was so basic, but he had been denied it. It wasn't, M chael
realized now, that he had had a bad relationship with his father. It was that
t hey had had none at all

He t hought of delicate shadows, tendrils of the cryptoneria transfigured by
the moonlight into a wild gypsy's dance. In his mnd he heard the banboo
flute, the progression of its nelody forever bitter.

In Tsuyo's honme, where nmuch of the sensei's teaching had taken place, M chael
younger, more ignorant and utterly alone, had waited for the inevitable to

t ake pl ace.

Not hi ng, not even the inevitable, merely happens, Tsuyo, the master of many
arts, had said to M chael upon Mchael's arrival in Japan. Everything, even
the inevitable, arises fromout of the great warrior's spirit. The great
warrior's spirit fills

everything; it is everything. It is the sole cause of all events, great and
smal | .

But isn't there a place where the great warrior's spirit does not exist, where
it isn't everything? Mchael had asked.

Tsuyo's face turned grave. In Zero, he said. In Zero there is nothing. Not
even the hope of an honorable death. For a Japanese warrior, M chael knew,

not hing could be nore terrible than zero.

There was a slender vase in the place where M chael slept while he was with
Tsuyo. It was of fired clay that seened to have no intrinsic color of its own.
Each day at dawn, the one flower it contained was changed. And it was Tsuyo,
not a disciple, who replaced the flower. One norning, curious, Mchael awoke
and went outside. There, in the garden, he found the sensei kneeling before
his flowers. Carefully, Tsuyo chose one, then another—ene flower for each
student, each and every day.

It is the master's responsibility, Tsuyo once told Mchael, to attend to the
mnutiae of life. Only then will he appreciate the infinite palette that life
offers. In small pleasures, one learns, there is profound satisfaction

M chael had wanted to put this unconfirmed wisdomto the test. He could think
of no better place to start than with Seyoko.

Seyoko was a small, slender girl, the only female student in this exclusive
school. She was also the best student. She wore her hair |ong (when she
trained, it was pulled back fromher face in a thick, braided ponytail) wth
strai ght-cut bangs that al nost covered her eyes. Wen M chael dreamed of her—
whi ch was often—these dreans centered on her hair. Once he awoke believing he
was still suspended high over a noonlit ocean, bal anced on Seyoko's thick

gl eam ng braid.

She wore no nmakeup, although at sixteen she was not too young to use it. He
renenber ed one eveni ng when she arrived at a party Tsuyo gave for his students
(a score in nunber), her lips painted a brilliant red. The effect was so
startling that M chael spend the rest of the evening listening to the thuddi ng
of his heart.

As with all the students, there was a sl ender vase in Seyoko's room It was

M chael's plan to go out into the master's garden before dinner and pick a
flower of his own choosing, which he would place in the vase in Seyoko's room
so that after dinner, when she returned, it would be waiting for her

Tsuyo lived in a tiny hill town three hours north of Tokyo.

From his garden one could see the Japanese alps. Oten it seenmed as if the sky
were permanently ringed by these darkling sl opes.

It was in the foothills of these glacial ridges that rmuch of the students'



training was carried out. The norning had begun bright and sunny, with only a
few fluffy clouds scudding in the high winds. Just after lunchtinme, the

weat her had changed abruptly. The w nds had shifted, bringing heavy,

nmoi sture-laden air off the sea. Soon the sky | owered om nously, as

zinc-col ored cl ouds, streaked with dark, clotted undersides, stretched across
t he regi on. Thunder began to boom made dull and echoic by distance.

Tsuyo, one eye on the weather, saw no reason to break off his |essons, but as
a precaution, should a rain squall come up suddenly and cut students off from
one anot her, he broke the class up into pairs. Mchael and Seyoko were put

t oget her.

And they were together when the rain hit, slicing in alnost horizontally,
driven by a wind turned cold and howing. The world around them di sappear ed
beneat h sheets of gray-green water, so opaque they seemed |lifted whole from
the shoreline many miles to the south.

M chael and Seyoko clung to the | ayered shale, dark and running with

rai nwat er. They were perhaps three hundred yards above the treetops of the
val l ey within which Tsuyo's house was nestled. Pressed against the slick
slanting rock face, they were pumel ed by wi nd, |ashed by the downpour

Seyoko was shouting at him but it was inpossible to hear what she said and he
shifted to nove closer to her. A slice of shale, |oosened perhaps by the
storm gave way beneath his foot and he skidded off the narrow | edge. He
stunbled and flailed, feeling hinmself tunbling off the | edge. Hi s knees
slamed into the rock face as he reached up to grab a handhol d on the | edge.
He was dangling off the side of the mountain, the squall beating nercilessly
agai nst him Seyoko stretched herself along the | edge, reached down to help
hi m up. The wi nd was how i ng, gusting against themin quick, angry bursts.

M chael felt his strength giving out. He was supporting his weight while
fighting the wind, which threatened to fling himoutward into the dark void.
He strai ned upward, saw Seyoko fully extended, reaching down, her fingers
grabbing at his shirt, digging in as she haul ed upward. The gal e, increasing
in strength, caused her to | ose her grip nonmentarily. Mchael felt hinself

sl i ppi ng downward, and he shouted involuntarily.

Then Seyoko renewed her grip. He saw the fierceness in her face, the

determ nati on. Nothing was going to nake her | ose her hold on himagain. Wth
agoni zi ng sl owness, M chael inched his way up the jagged rock face until he
was able to get his hips back up onto the rock ledge. Hs right leg made it
upward and he thought, |'m safe!

He heard the crack then, an eerie sound that seened to rip through his entire
body. He turned his head, as if part of himalready knew the nature of that
sound. He saw the section of the rock | edge on which Seyoko was stretched
break apart in a great gout of nmud and shattered shale. He cried out as he saw
Seyoko's body begin to fall. "Hold on to me!" he screanmed into the w nd.
"Don't let go of mel"

But it was too late. Seyoko, as if divining that only one of them could be
saved, had opened her hands. M chael felt the pal ns of her hands, her fingers,
sliding over his back as she | oosed her grip.

Then the stormtook her, flinging her into the abyss. Wiirling like a

pi nwheel , she floated for an eternal noment within the dark heart of the

mael strom of wind, rain and shattered rock. M chael saw her face, calm
serene, staring out at him

Then, with an obscene abruptness, she was gone, swallowed whole into the naw
of the squall.

M chael heard hinself breathing. He swung in a shallow arc, half on and half
of f the ruined shelf of rock. The wind tugged at him as it rmust have done to
Seyoko. And for a split instant he thought of letting go, of follow ng her
into that heart of howl ing darkness. A despair so profound that he | ost al
sense of his center overcame him He beat at the unforgiving stone with al

his mght, hating it for what it had done to her. Only when he tasted his own
bl ood, when the pain of the cuts, bruises and abrasions he had inflicted on
hi nsel f broke through his sem stupor, did he swing hinself all the way up onto



t he gouged-out | edge.

Mich later, in the silence of the night, the aftermath of the storm did he
creep out into Tsuyo's garden. He lifted his bandaged hands and clunsily cut a
singl e bl ossom

He went into Seyoko's room Nothing had been disturbed. Search parties were
still out, in what would be a vain attenpt to retrieve her body. The poli ce,

al ready there when M chael made his way down the nmountain sl ope, had taken
statements from everyone involved. Tsuyo had left to deliver the tragic news
to Seyoko's parents.

There was a peculiar quiet inside the house. Mchael took a wilted flower out
of the vase, replaced it with the fresh one he had just picked. But he felt
not hi ng. Now Seyoko woul d never see it, and he woul d never understand the
profound satisfaction derived fromthis small pleasure.

He breathed in the air, pulling in the scent of her. He saw again her face as
she spiraled away fromhim Wat woul d have happened between them had not the
storm caught themon the rock face? He felt a |l onging well up inside hinself,
a sadness he could not define. It was as if a thief had stolen his future from
him Like a warrior's death without honor, it made life's present holl ow and
devoi d of neaning.

| amalive and she is not, he thought. Wiere is the justice in that?

It was the nost wholly Western thought he had had in seven years.

When Tsuyo returned fromhis sad journey, he recognized this question in the
face of his pupil. And thereafter, he sought to show the Way that would, if
not provide the answer, at |east allow Mchael to ask other questions that
woul d ead himto his own path.

M chael, in his own roomin Bellehaven, threw the covers off, put his feet on
the cool bare wood floor. He went to the window to get nmore air. Pulling aside
the white crinoline that he had found ol d-fashi oned even when he was young, he
saw a shadow pass across one of the lights. He started slightly, seeing with
eyes clouded by the past: Seyoko alive again. Then reality shifted into focus
and he recogni zed Audrey's copper-colored hair. She wore jeans and an oversize
creamcol ored sweater with padded shoul ders. She wal ked with her arnms w apped
around her chest.

Dressi ng quickly, he went through the silent house. Downstairs, shadows |ay
everywhere, like drop cloths in a house sel domused, so that only basic shapes
remai ned.

He opened the front door and peered out at Audrey's startled face. Her hand
was on the knob.

"Christ," she breathed. "You scared the hell out of ne."

"Sorry."

"But then you were always scaring the hell out of ne." She hugged hersel f as
if she was cold. "You love to nmove around in the dark. You were always
pounci ng on nme. You said you |loved to hear ne scream"”

"l said that?"

"Yes. You did."

"That was a long tinme ago," M chael said. "W're grownup now. "

"W may be grown-ups," she said, slipping past himinto the house, "but

neit her of us has changed. "

M chael cl osed the door and foll owed her. She had gone into the study. Soft

[ ight burnished her creany skin. She sat on a futon sofa, crossed one knee
over the other, hugged a pillow to her. "Having you as a brother was |ike
living with the bogeynan. Did you know that? When Mther and Dad were out was
the worst. \When we were al one together."

M chael stood in front of her. "You cane to ne in Paris when you were in
trouble.”

"Because | knew you wouldn't tell themabout the abortion. Because of your
strict code of honor."

"You mean sonetinmes it conmes in handy."

Audrey said nothing. He saw the freckl es sprayed across the tops of her cheeks
and remenbered her laughing in a swing as he pushed. Years ago.



"It is a useful thing," he said. "But it's not something that can be turned on
and off. One has to live by it conpletely or not at all."

Per haps she heard himat last. She put her head back and cl osed her eyes. Sone
of the tension seened to ebb fromher. "Ch God," she whispered, "I've nmade
such a mess of nmy life." Then she was weepi ng, her shoul ders shaki ng.

M chael knelt and put his arms around her. He felt her enbrace, the quick
surprising strength of her that acconpanied the burst of emption. Her head was
in the hollow of his shoulder. "I never even had a chance to say goodbye to
Dad, " she cried softly.

"None of us did," he said.

She pul | ed away enough so that her eyes |ocked on his. "But he always spent
time with you." She sniffed heavily. "You were his pride and joy."

"What makes you say that?"

"Ch come on, Mkey." She tossed her head. "You were the one he sent off to
Japan when you were nine, studying God only knows what kind of inpossible

phi | osophy. Training with Japanese swords—

"Kat ana. "

"Yes. Katana. | renmenber."” She wiped the tears fromher face. "Dad nmade sure

t hat you never needed anyone. You were as independent and confident as the
steel blade you learned to use."

He | ooked at her. "You're describing someone who is inhuman, not independent."
"Maybe that's what | thought you were."

She had bristled, and he recognized a resurgence of their old sibling rivalry.
He smiled a little to reassure her. "But |I'mnot, Aydee." He deliberately used
t he ni ckname their father had given her

"There were things—ntinmate things, growing up things—that | longed to
confide in him" she said. "But he was never there. Uncle Samry al ways had him
at the end of a very short |eash.™

"Now you're talking like Mom" M chael said. "Uncle Samy was al ways here when
Dad wasn't. He was |ike—well, Nana, the English sheepdog in Peter Pan. Uncle
Sanmy was there to protect us."

"That was because Dad was al ways away," she said. "Don't you see? Uncle Sanmy
nmonopol i zed Dad's time. He had his job, and he had you. He managed to be in
Japan often enough to visit you. In the end, there was nothing left for ne.
"But you had Mom" M chael said. "You were always her favorite. | renmenber
| ying awake in Japan and resenting being so far away fromher. | never got to
know her, Aydee, whereas you and she are far closer than Dad and | ever were.
You two tell each other things you'd never tell anyone else. | don't think Dad
was that close with anyone, even Mom They just never had that much tine

t oget her. "

Audrey put her head down. "Maybe," she conceded. "But naybe—this is what's
kept ne up toni ght—aybe | failed Dad in sonme way. | think | was so busy
resenting himthat when he did come home, he didn't want to spend nuch tine
with ne."

"I's that what you really believe?"

"I don't know," Audrey said softly. She put her chin on her forearns, closed
her eyes. "Renenber that tinme when Dad took us up to Vernont to teach us how
to ski? God, but the weather was foul. The biggest snowstorm|'d ever seen
cane up while we were away fromthe | odge. W couldn't see a thing. |I had no

i dea where we were. | started crying. | called and called, Mke. | thought Dad
woul d hear ne all the way back at the | odge. Do you renenber?"

M chael nodded, renenbering the fear he had felt for them both.

"I got hysterical," Audrey said. "I was freezing even through ny ski suit."
"Wth that wind, it nust have been thirteen below," M chael recalled

"I wanted to run, MKke," she said. "But you grabbed ne, and together we built
this shelter out of snow. You got us out of that terrible, bone-chilling w nd.
You put my head into your chest. | renmenber breathing into your heartbeat.
God, | was so frightened. But | never got any colder. W huddl ed together for
warnth until the stormwas over. Until Dad cane and found us." She lifted her
head, stared at him "You were ny Nana, ny protector, that day. Dad coul dn't



bel i eve how smart you were. | renenber how he kissed us both. | think it was
the first and only time | renenber himkissing us."

"He kept saying, 'l thought you were dead. | thought you were dead.' " M chael
got up, went behind the desk to the shoji-covered wi ndow. The rice-paper
screens played up the illum nation fromthe security lights. He was

unconfortable with her nmenories of how Philip had admired him it was a subtle
admi ssion that their father had not had the sane feeling about her. Did he
realize that he was just as unconfortable with her expression of her sisterly
| ove for hin®

"I guess Mom asked Dad to put these security lights in," he said.

Audrey turned, one arm along the back of the sofa. "Actually, no. | was here
when Dad put themin. They were his idea."

M chael was | ooking at the pattern the shadows of the trees made al ong the
side of the house. "Did Dad say why he wanted thenP"

"He didn't have to," Audrey said, and when M chael turned to stare at her, she
shrugged. "I assuned Mom had told you. There was a break-in attenpt.”

"She didn't tell me," Mchael said. "Wat happened?"

Audrey shrugged again. "Not much. Apparently, a prower tried to get into the
house. Into this room The thing was, | was here. It was about three in the
nmorning. | couldn't sleep, as usual. | heard sonmeone at the w ndow, just about
where you are now. "

"Did you see who it was?"

"No. | just took out Dad's pistol and fired it through the w ndow "

"Security lights," Mchael said. "That's just not |ike Dad."

"No. Not at all."

He cane back to where Audrey was sitting. He saw that her |legs were curled
beneat h her. She seened nore rel axed.

"M chael ," she began. He sat beside her. "Do you know how Dad di ed?"

"In a car crash, Uncle Samy said."

"Yes, | know that."

There was silence for a tine.

At last Mchael said, "Wat are you getting at, Aydee?"

Her face was conposed, serious. "You're the bogeyman. You tell ne.
"Where is it?"

The thick brown finger pointed.

"I want it."

The thick brown finger w ggled.

"You prom sed that | would have it."

Havi ng wi ggl ed, the thick brown finger stirred the small pile junbled on the
center of the koa-wood desk top. The pile was charred. It was making the room
snel | snoky.

Fat Boy Ichimada sighed. And in so doing, his inpressive stomach rubbed up
agai nst the edge of his desk. "I don't have it." His small, bowike |lips
opened and cl osed. Hi s double chins wobbled. "I want it and | don't have it."
H s black eyes lifted to the two nmen standi ng unconfortably before him They
were virtually identical. They wore matching al oha shirts, wildly col ored
surfer's swimtrunks and thong sandal s.

"What," Fat Boy Ichimda said, "is your explanation?"

Qut si de, the Dobernmans began to bark, and both Ha-waiians turned their heads
to |l ook out the windows. A pair of boys just in their teens, |ong blond hair
flying, ran by. Each held a brace of dogs straining on choke chains. They
headed off into the thick, tropical foliage.

"Sonmeone's crossed the perimeter,"” one of the Hawaiians said.

"Maybe it's the police," said the other

"It is nothing at all," Fat Boy Ichimda said with conviction. "Just a wild
boar. The spoor gets their hackles up.”

"The dogs' or the surfers'?" the first Hawaiian said. It was a joke of a sort
and, in any case, rhetorical

"This is Kahakul oa," Fat Boy |chimda said. He spoke in finite statenents, as
if whatever he said was carved in stone and not to be contradicted, ever.



"There are no police here unless | sumon them" Kahakul oa was in the extremne
northeast section of Maui. Only one snmall two-lane road linked it with the
nearest real town, Wiluku, to the south. To the north, a scarifying, unpaved
track at the edge of sheer cliffs wound around to Kapalua. It was
navi gabl e—when it was passable at all—-enly with a four-wheel-drive vehicle of
sufficient height. Many a car had been stranded after the deep ruts had
stripped nuffler, oil pan and drive train off the undercarri age.

"Then the dogs are superfluous,” the first Hawaiian pointed out.

"There are always tourists," Fat Boy |chimada said. "H kers, hippies,
curiosity seekers and the Iike who need to be dissuaded. This is private
property, after all."

The first Hawaiian | aughed. "Yah," he said. "The tons of grass noved in and
outta here is real private, ya, bro."

Fat Boy |chi mada heaved hinmsel f up. He was a big man by any standards; for a
Japanese, he was a giant. He stood over six feet tall, a veritable nountain of
a man. H s small facial features accentuated the fact.

He had fists the size of bear paws. There were stories—perhaps apocryphal

per haps not—that he had killed men with one clout of his fist.

Fat Boy I|chi mada had been on one Hawaiian island or another for seven years.
He knew as nuch about them-er nore—than many natives, who were too busy
tending to the mllions of tourists who yearly flocked to paradise to recal
the history of their heartbreakingly beautiful I|and.

"You are newwith me, so | have been patient with you up to now. But ask

around. | amtolerant with nmy children. As far as ny enpl oyees go, there are
only two situations. The job well executed and the job not executed at all

For the one, | reward handsomely. For the other, | have no tol erance

what soever. | do not wait for history to repeat itself. Those enpl oyees who do

not deliver that which is asked of them do not work for ne again. They do not
wor k for anyone again."

Fat Boy Ichimada was aware that during this speech, the two Hawaiians had
begun to fidget. He wondered whether or not that was a good sign. He had not
liked the idea of hiring new people at such short notice. But after he had
made his decision, this matter had becone far too delicate and expl osive to
use anyone known to be in Ichimda's enploy. Now the nmajor drawback of hiring
fromthe outside was making itself manifest.

"You answer ne at once," he said, "or | will tell the boys to | oose the
Dobermans. | keep them hungry. Al the time hungry. They work harder that
way." Fat Boy Ichimada's smile was without an ounce of warnth. "They are |ike
people in that regard, neh?"

"I's that nmeant to frighten us?" the first Hawaiian said.

"You have a nouth on you," Fat Boy |chimda said neutrally.

"You got a attitude problem bro,"” the first Hawaiian said. "You think you're
better than those gol den boys out there?" He jerked a thunb in the direction
that the boys hol di ng the Dobermans had gone. "No way. You an' them s just
haol i es—you're outsiders. Got as nuch right to be on our |land as a piece of
shit in the living room™

Wt hout dropping his gaze, Fat Boy I|chimada thunbed the intercom "Kinmp," he
said into the speaker, "unleash the dogs."

The first Hawaiian's hand snaked beneath his aloha shirt. There was a
snub-nosed .38 in it.

Fat Boy Ichimada was already in notion. It was astounding to see a nan of his
size nmove with such speed. In a blur he had | eaned across the desk, his right
hand extended. The edge of his hand, the yellow callus as hard as steel
smashed into the Hawaiian's wist with such force that the gun clattered to
the floor.

The first Hawaiian how ed, and Fat Boy Ichimada struck himwith the tips of
two fingers just above his heart. The second Hawaii an, standing transfixed
with fear and awe, never saw a man hit the floor so hard or so fast as his

br ot her did.

By that time, Fat Boy Ichimada was around on their side of the desk. His



size-fifteen | oafer cane down on the .38, covering it conpletely. He haul ed
the sem conscious Hawaiian to his feet. Holding himso just the tips of his
toes dragged on the wood fl oor, he brought himto the door, opened it and

t hrew hi m down t he rough, wooden steps.

"Watch it!" he called, his bulk filling the entire doorway. "Here they cone!"
When Fat Boy | chinada | ocked the door and turned back to the room he saw the
second Hawaiian's ashen face. "Hey," he said al nost amiably, "you okay?"

"Are they really com ng?" the second Hawaii an managed to get out.

"Who?"

"The Dober mans."

"The Dobermans are eating lunch,"” Fat Boy |chimda said, sitting down behind
his desk again. He opened up a jar of macadanm a nuts, popped a handful in his
nmout h—and hal f the jar was gone.

Whi | e he chewed, Fat Boy I|chi mada wat ched the Hawaiian's eyes. He was enjoyi ng
this as fully as he was enjoying the nmacadam as.

"My brother—=

"I amwaiting for ny explanation."

"But he—

"If he doesn't shit his shorts, he will be fine. Let himbe."

The second Hawaiian did not know whet her Fat Boy I|chi mada was maki ng a j oke.
The thick brown finger probed the charred remains. "This is all that is left
of his personal effects, you tell ne." The finger stirred the ashes, bits of
papers, the edge of a wallet. "But there isn't enough here for me to believe
that it went up in snoke. | want it and | don't have it." Making runic
patterns. "Tell nme why."

The white-faced Hawaiian swall owed. "W were there,"’
happened. W'd followed just as you—=

"At Kaanapali."

The Hawai i an nodded.

"You saw the body." It was not a question but, rather, a rem nder of an
earlier statenent.

"W saw it. The fire was still burning, but they managed to get it out of the
wr eckage very quickly."

"The police."

"No," the Hawaiian said. "The paranedics.”" He was famliar with interrogations
and knew he was the subject of one now. He wondered, if it cane down to it,
whet her he should lie or tell the truth. He thought about his brother outside
wi th the unl eashed Dober mans and sonething |lurched inside him Hatred and fear
conmi ngl ed, vying for suprenacy.

"You saw them take the body out of the car."

"Pry it out's nmore like it."

Fat Boy I|chi mada nodded. "Go on."

"There was already quite a crowd. The police were spending a lot of tine
directing traffic around the crash site. W had our opportunity. You told us
what to | ook for."

"And these things?" The thick brown finger buried itself anew in the ashes on
t he desk top. "How did you get thenP"

The Hawaiian shrugged. "Like | say, the cops were busy with traffic along the
hi ghway. They needed vol unteers right off to fight the fire—+o help get the
driver out."

"So you and your brother volunteered.”

"W were at the car. Right there," the Hawaiian said. "W got everything there
was. But as you can see, it was all burned. 'Cept this. W found it near the
car, so it wasn't singed or nothing." He held out a short |ength of braided
cord of a red so dark it was al nost bl ack

Fat Boy Ichimada stared at it, expressionless. "What about the trunk?"

"Popped open on inpact. Wasn't nothin' there that shouldn't've been."

Fat Boy Ichimada's nouth pursed. "But it is not here, is it?"

"Not what you described."

"I want it."

he said, "just after it



"1 know. "

"Find it."

The Ellipse Cub was | ocated on New Hanpshire Avenue, al nost mi dway between
the John F. Kennedy Center for the Perform ng Arts and the WAtergate Hotel
Fromits lofty, thick-curtained wi ndows one had an unobstructed view of a
slice of Rock Creek Park and, beyond, the Potomac River

M chael had not heard of the Ellipse Club, but in a city that was hone to a

t housand cl ubs, organizations and associ ations, that was hardly surprising.
Besi des, he never had been a nmenber of Washi ngton society.

He went up the granite steps of a building with an inposing Federal -style
facade. A uniformed steward net himin the vast entryway and, after hearing
hi s name, nodded, gesturing. He was led up a wi de mahogany- bal | ust r aded
staircase, through a second-story gallery. The steward knocked on a panel ed
oak door, then opened it for M chael

The room |arge and high-ceilinged, had about it that unm stakable air of a
gentleman's club in the traditional sense. Over the years, a congl onerate of
wel | -worn | eather, dusty velvet, cigar and pi pe snoke and nmen's col ogne had
seeped so thoroughly into the furniture, carpet, even the walls, that nothing
short of conplete denolition would eradicate it.

Three huge wi ndows were spaced along one wall. In between, |eather wing chairs
dark with age and use were ranged against the creamand-gilt walls. At each
end of the room gl ass-and-patinaed oak cabi nets displayed an inpressive array
of vintage ports, sherries, brandies and Armagnacs dating back to the

m d-1800s. Two large portraits filled walls otherw se studded with brass
sconces. One was of George Washington, the other was of Teddy Roosevelt.

The center of the room was dom nated by a massive, carved fruitwood conference
tabl e around which eighteen chairs were arrayed in perfect order. A dozen of
t hese were occupi ed as M chael entered. The air was blue with snoke.

Jonas Sammartin, unw apping steel-framed gl asses fromhis head, rose, hurried
to greet him "Ah, Mchael. Right on tinme," he said, extending his hand.
"Let's sit down." He led Mchael to an enpty chair at the conference table.

M chael took a noment to glance at the people there. It was clear that they
were involved in serious discussion. He was stunned to di scover that he
recogni zed al nost all of them Four of them were Japanese, a delegation, it
seened cl ear. The | eader was Nobuo Yamanoto, president of Yamanoto Heavy

I ndustries. H s conpany was Japan's | argest autonobile manufacturer, as well
as the designer of its new, experinental high-technology jet planes. If

M chael remenbered correctly, the Yamanoto family concern rose to prom nence
during the years just prior to Wrld War |11, when the firmwas engaged in
maki ng the worl d's nost advanced airpl ane engines. Tine had i ndeed changed,
but the Yama-notos' prosperity certainly did not.

The ot her distingui shed Japanese was the head of his country's preemn nent
electronics firm M chael recogni zed hi m because there had been a recent
article about his conputer-chip division in the International Herald Tribune.
It focused on the company's increasingly adversarial position with the United
States government regarding inports and escal ating American inport tariffs.
As for the Americans around the table, they read |ike a who's who of
government. M chael read the slip of paper Jonas slid across to him matching
nanes with faces. There were two cabi net nmenbers, the undersecretary of
defense, the head of the House Foreign Trade Subconmittee, the Senate Foreign
Affairs Oversight Committee chairman, and two nmen whom M chael recognized

i mediately as being the president's top advisers on foreign policy.

The younger of these two nen was speaking now. "—s clear evidence that
certain Japanese electronics firms have been dunpi ng sem conductors on the
market |ike crazy. | amnot accusing anyone at this table, but | urge you to
take this under advisenent. Unless this illegal practice is ended i mediately,
the Congress of the United States will end it for them"

"This is true," said the chairman of the Senate Foreign Affairs Oversight
Committee. "In this matter, both Houses are unaninous in intent. W are
preparing to pass serious inport tariffs in order—as we see it—to protect



Ameri can conpani es who cannot conpete with their Japanese counterparts.”

"Congress is responsive to the will of the Anerican people,"” the House
representative said. "Pressure on us is fierce, and it's mounting. Senators
and representatives are listening to the panic talk. | conme fromthe great
state of Illinois. Al nmy constituents can think of is, |less inports neans

nore jobs for Americans."

"Pardon me for saying so," Nobuo Yamanmoto said, "but enacting this legislation
will also mean a period of econom c isolation. Forgive my forwardness, but
that is something your country cannot endure at this juncture in its history.
Your enornous national debt, already caused by a slackening in Amrerican
exports, will beconme intolerable. Isolationist legislation will strangle al
exports."” Yamanoto had a square, open face, topped by steel-gray hair. H's
eyebrows were white and bushy; his neat moustache was the same color. He had a
clipped, precise manner of speech and though, like all Japan-born Japanese, he
had some difficulty pronouncing r's and I's, he was not at all self-conscious
about it.

"It is no secret how weak the U S. econony is these days," Yamanoto conti nued.
"I'n the past, when our inmports were naking their initial inpact overseas, the
export deals your agricultural sector made could keep you afloat. The surplus
wheat and grain you would sell to India, China, Russia, and the rest nore than
of fset the business |osses at home fromthe influx of high-quality Japanese
cars and el ectronics.

"It used to be you could make a good living feeding the rest of the world. But
no nmore. You have exported so much technol ogy that you |ost your best
customers. Now you are doing | ess subsidizing of your own farners, and their
surpluses are going for ridiculously low prices on the world markets.

"But all of this is your own doing. You had anple opportunity to regear your
own industry to create high-quality products. You had anple tinme to adjust
your agriculture to a changing worl dw de econonic picture. The fact is that
you did neither.

"It seens to me unjust that you will now punish us for something that is not
of our doing."

"One monent," said the older of the president's advisers, an econonist of sone
note. "You make no nmention of your country's inmpenetrable inport barriers,
your obstinate refusal to abide by agreenents your own government signed with
ours regarding the proliferation of Japanese conputer chips on an al ready
glutted world market."

"And you," Yamanoto said steadfastly, "nake no nention of the steadily rising
yen whi ch, conbined with my conpany's sel f-inmposed export limtations to your
country, has severely limted profits and caused us to reeval uate our current
busi ness met hodol ogy. "

"Is it not true, M. Yananoto," the economi st said in a rising voice, "that
you had no intention of ever limting exports to this country on your own? Is
it not true that what you charitably define as 'self-inposed export
[imtations' were in fact forced by the American quotas? Is it not also true
that your conpany has repeatedly and willfully farmed out the manufacturing of
autonotive parts to Korea and Taiwan so you can evade this governnent's

aut onobi | e-i mport quot as?"

"Sir," Yamanoto said in an unruffled tone, "I am seventy-six years old. It has
been ny avowed wi sh to see Yananpto gain a ten percent hold on the worl dw de
car market. | doubt, now, that | will see ny dreamfulfilled before |I pass
away. "

"You are not answering ny allegations," the econom st said, red-faced with
frustration.

"Such scurril ous questions do not warrant answers," Nobuo said. "The
reputati on of Yamanoto Heavy Industries is unassailable. By you or by anyone
el se. ™

M chael was studying the Japanese carefully. As Nobuo Yamanoto spoke, M chael
noted several things. The first was that Yamanoto was the clear spokesman for

the entire del egati on. Though the head of the el ectronics concern was a man of



great esteemin Japan, he was neverthel ess deferring to Yananoto here in this
room Since, to a Japanese, face—outward esteem-was everything, this fact was
not to be taken lightly. It was Yamanoto who was scoring all the points; it
was Yamanot o who was gai ning great face

The second was that Yamanoto was cleverly directing both the tone and the
content of this nmeeting. He wanted this adversarial confrontation and had
baited the Americans into making fools of thenselves, to boot. H s words,
delivered so calmy, so neutrally, were neverthel ess calculated to wound the
Western psyche as deeply as possible. The idea of a foreigner telling

Ameri cans how to run their own economy nust seemintol erable to these nen. But
as with all Japanese negotiating, there was a hi dden agenda here. M chael
began to wonder just what it mght be.

"You seem oblivious of the consequences of your actions,” the younger of the
president's advisers said. "Your seem ng obstinacy to taking responsibility
for the international ramfications of your actions is appalling. I would Iike
to point out to you that unless we can cone to sone basic formula of
conprom se here, the future econom ¢ outl ook for Japanese products in this
country will be bl eak indeed.

"If the Congress of the United States does in fact pass the protectionist

| egi sl ati on now pendi ng, Japanese profitablity in cars, conputers, consuner
electronics and the like will plumet. | need not rem nd you, M. Yamanoto,
that the United States is currently Japan's nost |ucrative overseas narket by
a wide margin. Can you imagi ne the chaos caused in your country by abrupt

closing of such a market? This is precisely what we are suggesting will occur
unl ess we get witten assurances fromyou and the nenbers of your del egation
that some restraints will be inmposed.™

"I appreciate the gravity of the situation,"” Yanmanoto said. H s eyes regarded
the American coolly. "But | nust reiterate that we refuse to be unfairly
penal i zed for a situation not of our naking. But as a concession to our
American friends, we have agreed to a conprom se. You have the papers before
you. And—=

"This!" cried the econonmi st, brandishing several docunents. "This proposal is
ludicrous. It is less than a quarter of the mininmumcuts we require!”

"What you require" Yamanoto said, making the word sound sonehow uncl ean, "can
hardly be construed as a conprom se. Your proposal asks us to cut off both our
hands. "

"In order to save the body," the senator said, smling. "Surely you can see
the wi sdomin such a proposal."

"What | see,"” Yamanoto said softly, "is an insistence that Japanese industry
return to the state it was in twenty years ago. This is intolerable. Imgine
your own reaction were | to make such a proposal to your government."

"You' d never be in that position," the econom st said. He was obviously on the
attack. "Let's cut all the fairy stories and get down to business. You're
going to take our proposal and like it, and I'"'mgoing to tell you why. Because
your alternative is such a drastic curtail ment of Japanese exports into the
United States that you'll think you' re back in wartine."

The atnosphere in the room had beconme chilly. M chael had seen the president's
ol der adviser wince. But it was too late to undo the damage. Yamanoto sat
stiffly in his chair. H's gaze, directed at the economni st, was unwavering. "No
one is forcing your consumers to buy our products,"” he said. "But the fact is
t hat peopl e recognize quality, and quality is what they seek out. Quality is
the hal |l mark of Japanese products. As a nation, we have |abored for three
decades to overcone the American slogan 'Made in Japan' as meani ng ' made
cheaply.' Now that we have succeeded, you cannot expect us to relinquish what
we have fought so hard to attain. | amafraid that you are asking the

i npossi ble. And frankly, | amsurprised that you are even naking the
suggestion of coercion."

"There has been no tal k of coercion, M. Yamanoto," the younger of the
president's advisers said lanmely. "If there is a confusion in terms, it is
only because we are nen of different cultures and | anguages."



There was silence for a tine. Nobuo Yamanoto's stern face seenmed to dom nate
themall, even the powerful visages of Washi ngton and Roosevelt | ooking down
upon the tense scene fromtheir places of honor on the creamand-gilt walls.
"Apol ogi es," Yamanoto said at last, "require the sincerity of contrition." He
pushed his chair away fromthe table, and the others in the Japanese

del egation followed suit. "There is, | amafraid, no sense of that purity
here. In such an atnosphere, an honorable solution is quite out of the
gquestion.” Wth that, he led his delegation fromthe room

Jonas did not wait for the postmortem He took M chael out into the gallery as
qui ckly as protocol dictated. They saw Nobuo and the Japanese conti ngent
headi ng down the wi de staircase to the first floor. Was it his inagination, or
did M chael see Yamanoto's dark eyes | ock on his face for a nonment before the
Japanese di sappeared down the staircase?

Jonas led theminto an adjacent room which was laid out like a library.
Bookcases, Oriental carpets, nore deep leather wing chairs filled the space.
Bet ween the chairs, small oval mahogany tables held sil k-shaded readi ng | anps.
As soon as they sat down, a steward appeared. Jonas ordered coffee and

bri oches for them They were near a tall, |ead-glass window WIIlows bent in
the wi nd, sweeping down to the Potomac. Birds fluttered in their branches.
"What did you nmake of that?" Jonas asked as their breakfast was brought in.
"Quite a show "

"A spectacle, yes!" He sipped at his coffee, which he drank black. "Damm
Japanese! They're as hardheaded now as they were during the war and

i medi ately afterward.”

"Someone shoul d have vetted the American del egation nore carefully,” M chael
sai d.

Jonas | ooked at him "Really? Wiy do you say that?"

"Because of the economst."

"Ch, him" Jonas grunted, waved his hand. "He's a genius, really. Brilliant
man. | don't know what the president would do without him"

"He may be a genius at econom cs,” Mchael said, "but he's a patsy when it
cones to dipl omacy. "

"You nean that remark about the war. That was unfortunate."”

"l wonder," M chael said.

Now Jonas was interested. "Meaning?"

"Yamanot o maneuvered the entire proceedings.” And when he saw the | ook on
Jonas's face, he added, "Didn't you know?"

"I"'mnot sure | understand."”

"Yamanoto cane to this neeting wanting somnething."

"Sure." Jonas nodded. "He wanted a conpromi se."

M chael shook his head. "I don't think so, Uncle Samry. He was bent on finding
a nerve. He found it, and he exploited it to its fullest. He naneuvered the
econom st into insulting him He |lost face, but deliberately so."

"I't was just an unfortunate incident," Jonas persisted. "The president wll
send a note of apology, and we'll be back at the negotiating table by the end
of the week."

"By the end of the week," M chael predicted, "Yamanoto and the del egation will
be back in Tokyo."

"I don't believe it."

"For sone reason, he wanted these talks to break off. And he wanted the
Americans to conme off as being responsible for it." He | ooked at Jonas. "Can
you think of a reason why Yamanoto would want that? | nean, how inportant are
t hese tal ks?"

"They're crucial,"” Jonas said. He sipped at his coffee, stared neditatively
out at the water. "You ever hear of the Snmoot-Hawl ey Act? In 1930, Congress
passed trade restrictions. Effectively, it nmade us an isolationist country.
The result was an econom c depression. No exports, no jobs, conpanies

decl aring bankruptcy right and left. It was a nightmare. A nightmare that is
about to occur all over again if what you say is true and Yamanoto's

del egation is returning to Japan. The bastard was telling the truth on one



t hi ng—eur econony's shot to hell. W' re as weak as a newborn kitten. This

nati onal deficit is sitting on our shoulders just waiting to squash us. The
economny of the middle of the country is dying at a rapid rate, and there
doesn't seemto be a damm thing we can do about it.

"And maybe you are right. The Japanese are |i ke goddamm dogs. They can snell a
weak negotiating position and they' re quick to capitalize onit. If that's the
case, we've really buried ourselves. Yamanoto Heavy Industries is working on
the top-secret FAX jet fighter. They won't |let us anywhere near it. W' ve been
pushi ng the Japanese to increase their defense budget, but by buying American
mat eri el . MDonnel | - Dougl as and Boei ng make tens of mllions of dollars
selling off their Japanese sales. |If Nobuo Yamanoto actually puts the FAX
on-line anytime soon, it could bl ow our biggest aerospace firns out of the

wat er. "

"So this is the kind of thing you and Dad were involved in," Mchael said. He
was fascinated by what he had just wi tnessed, but after all, he had cone here
to discover how his father had died; that was uppernmost in his mnd. "I can't
believe that after all these years |I had no idea of what goes on at the

bur eau. "

"What did you i magi ne?" Jonas said.

"l don't know," M chael confessed. "The nanme Bureau of International Trade
Exports never neant nuch to ne."

"But you nust have been curious,"” Jonas persisted. "Every child wants to know
what his father does. Surely you nust have asked him"

" 'l travel, Mchael.' That was what Dad said. '|I go to Europe, Asia, South
Anerica.' "

"And that was all?"

"Once he said, 'l serve ny country."' "

"Ah." Jonas said. The enphasis he placed on that one syllable nmade it clear
that he felt they had come to the crux of the matter. He produced a gray-bound
fol der from an inside pocket and handed it over

"What's this?" M chael asked.

"Look inside," Jonas urged. And as M chael conplied, he supplied a running
comment ary. "Yesterday, you asked ne how your father died. This is how The
phot ographs you are | ooking at were taken within an hour of the crash. As you
can see, the fire did at |east as nuch damage as the inpact. Perhaps nore.
It's difficult to qualify such intense traunas."

M chael ' s hands were shaking; he had conme to the shots of the charred renains
of a body: his father's. He had cone to the | ast photo, a close-up. He felt
sick in the pit of his stomach. No child should have to see his father I|ike
this. He | ooked up sharply. "Wy did you show ne these?"

"Because you asked how your father died. This is not an easy question to
answer, and it is inmportant that you understand fully the consequences of your
request." Jonas took the file back, closed the top, used a small netal object
to seal the folder shut. "Your father was not |ying when he said that he
served his country. Nor was he speaking euphemistically." He put the file

away. "It was a literal statenent."
"He worked for the federal governnent," Mchael said. "I know that." An echo
in the back of his mnd. Audrey's voice, soft and penetrating in the still of

the night: Do you know how Dad di ed? What did she suspect? You're the
bogeynman. You tell ne.

"First, you should know that BITE is a name that | created | ong ago," Jonas
said. "Second, the bureau does not exist. At least, it does not function in
the world of international trade, budgets, tariffs and the like."

"Then what were you doing attendi ng such a high-1evel neeting?" Mchael asked.
"And how were you able to get me in?"

Jonas gave hima small, self-deprecating smile. "After all these years,
bel i eve | have some power in WAshington."

M chael gave him a peculiar |ook. There was a holl ow sensation in his stonach,
as if he were in a plumeting elevator. "Who are you, Uncle Samy?" he said.
"I never asked you that. | think it's time | did."



"Your father and | built BITE " Jonas said. "Fromthe ground up. W were

sol diers, Mchael, your father and |I. Soldiering is what we knew When the war
ended, we thought our useful ness was at an end. W were wong. W becane
soldiers of a different sort. W became spies."

There was much to be done that norning, and by default, Audrey was in charge
of it. That it was all unpleasant would not have been so bad, she thought
gloomly as she dressed, if the guilt she had exposed to M chael the night

bef ore wasn't wei ghing so heavily on her

The arrangenents for Philip Doss's funeral had to be made. Lillian had
expressly forbade the bureau fromhandling it. Audrey had heard her nother on
t he phone, presumably with Uncle Samy, her voice sounding shrill and
shar p- edged.

What ever Lillian was feeling, she would not—perhaps could not—express it
verbal ly. But Audrey collected the m nute mani festati ons of her nother's inner
tension as a peeper will furtively hoard his glinpses of forbidden purience.

And |ike a peeper, Audrey felt like an outsider with a conpelling, al nost
shanefully intimate, connection to a dark interior. It frightened her as nuch
as it fascinated her.

Audrey knew her nother well. Lillian Doss required the limtations of the
suprenely rational world in order to function properly. Init, death was as
natural as life. One began, one ended. It happened to all living things. She

was confortable with the known: with set linmts, boundaries wth which one
fended off the Iinmtless dark of chaos. Rules and regul ati ons were her
conmuni on and her confessional. And she woul d, Audrey had di scovered, fight
tooth and nail to preserve the sanctity of her rational world.

Lillian's self-possession was | egendary both within the famly and anong its
circle of friends. That was why there was no one to do the unpl easant things
that had to be done today except for the two wonen. Lillian firnmy believed

t hat death—Iike sickness—was the province solely of the imediate famly. In
fact, to Lillian, death and sickness were very nuch the same. Save that the
former |asted a good deal |onger than the latter

"\What ever has to be done,"” Audrey had heard her nother say to a close friend,
"ny daughter and I will do ourselves." M chael had been there as well, and
Audrey had seen himturn his head in Lillian's direction. It was not the first
time she had shut himout, Audrey knew. Nor, she suspected, would it be the

| ast.

The funeral hone was white on the outside, dark wood on the inside. Special
arrangenents had to be nade because the body had to be flown in from Hawai i,
and then the bureau had had the remains for several days.

It should all have been over and done with by now, Audrey thought, only half
hearing the dreary intoning of the funeral director. The air was stultifying,
as if whatever chenicals were used for enbal m ng had seeped into the offices.
At last it was over, and as she bad proni sed, Audrey took her nother out for
lunch. In truth, her stomach was not interested, but she knew she had to eat
soneti nme.

After the dark, cheerless norning spent with necrophagous men whose nour nf ul
expressions seened as bogus as silk flowers, Audrey was ready for sunlight.
Accordingly, she chose a new restaurant in Al exandria, not for its food but
for its greenhouselike front room paneled in great slabs of glass, which was
perpetual Iy bright and warm during the day.

She ordered Bl oody Marys for them both, and set aside the nenus. There was no
point in giving her nother a nenu—when she went out to lunch, Lillian always
ordered chicken salad and iced tea with | enon, into which she put two packets
of Equal. She kept the Equal in her handbag in case the restaurant served
anot her brand of artificial sweetener

"I"'mglad that's finished," Audrey said. "Wat a relief to be out of there.”
Lillian fished in her purse until she found a tiny nother-of-pearl box. She
shook out an aspirin and, when the drinks cane, downed it with her first
swal | ow.

"Do you have a headache, Mot her?"



"I'mfine," Lillian said.
Audrey wat ched her nother take the pain-killer. "It was a terrible norning."
"I felt as if | was choking in there," Lillian said. She | ooked around sadly.

"Not hi ng seens the same anynore. It's as if |'ve come home froma long trip to
find that nothing's left of the nei ghborhood." She sighed. "Too often it's not
t he nei ghbor hood but oneself that's changed."

Audrey, listening to her nother, was becom ng increasingly concerned. "Wy
don't you go away for a while," she said. "There's no earthly reason for you
to stay here."

"There's ny job."

"Take a | eave of absence," Audrey said. "CGod knows you've earned it. And who's
goi ng tp conpl ai n? G andf at her ?"
"Just because | work for ny father,’
advant age of being famly."
"Conpassi onate | eave is not taking advantage," Audrey said. "Wiy not go back
to France? You love it there. Remenber that delicious place near Nice you told
me about once? The place that had once been a cathedral ?"

Lillian sniled. "A nonastery."

"Well anyway, it was old. | renmenber your telling ne about

it. What a wonderful tinme you had there. I wi sh you had been able to go with
Dad. "

"That is between you and nme, it is our secret. | never told anyone el se about
that place,” Lillian said. "Anyway, your father had no tine for vacations."
"And now," Audrey said, "it's too late." She could feel the enmotion welling up
i nside her again, just as it had at the funeral hone. She put a hand up to her
face. "Oh CGod, it was so horrible in there. Having to deci de what kind of
casket to put himin, looking at the prices." "There's no use in talking about
it, dearest,” Lillian said. "Wat's done is done. W had a difficult job to do
and we did it."

"You sound as if we're soldiers off to war," Audrey said, nystified.

"Do I?" Lillian evinced sone surprise. "Well, perhaps we are, in a way.
Courage and duty nust gui de us now. God knows your father can't."

Audrey began to cry. She had fought the tears back all norning, retreating
into a kind of protective cocoon while the nortician took themthrough his
macabre three-ring circus.

God knows your father can't

She wept into hands cupped over her face. "All right, now " Lillian said
softly. She put her hand over r daughter's. "Be brave, dearest. That woul d be
what your her would tell you if he were here." But he's not, Audrey thought.
Oh, | wish he were! She is abruptly angry. "I can't believe you're stil
spouting that nonsense! | don't even know what bravery neans! Bravery is one
of those nysterious terns nen al ways tal k about but can never explain either
to thensel ves or anyone el se." She was making a concerted effort to gather
hersel f together. "That was always his hold over you." "It was his hold over
all of us," Lillian rem nded her. "In-cluding you."

But whatever control Audrey could sumon was fast slip-ping away from her. The
tears—or nore likely, the swirl of primal enotion that had caused t hemwaere
lifting chunks of detritus fromthe dark pool of her unconscious. "He felt he
had failed by siring a daughter, and | paid himback in kind. He wanted two

Lillian said, "is no reason to take

sons," she cried. "Yes. Yes. He nmade that perfectly clear. Many tines."
Lillian stared at her daughter. "Did you ever, ever hear himsay that?"
"He didn't have to say it," Audrey said. "I could see the disappointment in

his eyes every tinme he'd watch me swing a bat or throw a baseball."

"Your father was proud of you, Audrey. He |oved you very mnuch."

"Mt her, don't you understand? | never got to know him" Despite herself, she
was weeping again. "And now | never will!"

"My poor baby," Lillian said, reaching across the table. "Ch ny poor, poor
baby. "

"Spies," Mchael echoed. He had said the word without really understanding it.



Stunned, he had said nothing as they went down the w de staircase of the
Ellipse Cub, collected their coats fromthe steward and went out to Jonas's
waiting |imusine. During the short ride to BITE headquarters in Fairfax,

M chael had stared nutely out the heavily tinted bull etproof w ndows. It was
only after the car had deposited theminside the bureau' s conpound that he had
sai d anyt hi ng.

"BITEis an intelligence organization focusing on external threats to the
United States," Jonas said.

"You're a spy?"

"Yes," Jonas Sanmartin said. "Your father was as well. And a damm fine one,
too."

M chael took a deep breath. He felt as if he had woken up one norning to find
his entire world transformed into an alien | andscape. Nothing around him
seened right or real. "Wat exactly did nmy father do?" he said at |last. He had
had to force hinmself to ask the question; his nmouth seemed full of choking
dust.

"Your father worked as a field operative," Jonas said. "He would never have
been happy behind a desk. Hi s field name was C vet. He was what we call a Cat.
And like all Cats, he was involved in wet work." They were outside the BITE

of fices, wal king down a tree-lined path. But they were still within the
conmpound, still surrounded by chain-link fences guard dogs, electronic
sensors, perimeter trip wires. "It refers to a very specialized kind of field

work." Plane trees interspersed with magnolia threw shade in their direction.
It was al ready hot and nuggy and the shadows were to be appre dated. "Only the
nost elite agents qualify to join the Cats. "And what do Cats do?" M chael
asked.

"l suppose,"” Jonas said, "that the termwet work derives its nane fromthe
literal spilling of blood that is involved." "Wat are you telling ne?"

"Cats are assassins, Mchael," Jonas said. "They extract individuals who have
been sanctioned by this office." Stunned, Mchael was silent. There was a knot
in his stomach. Part of himwanted to run away and hi de or break down and cry.
Not my father, he thought. It couldn't be. But the truth fit his menory of his
father's comi ngs and goings. It fit so many little incidents, unexplainable
until now. It was like a conplicated jigsaw puzzle, inconprehensible until one
m ss-ing pi ece—the key—was produced, linking all the pieces together

Still, Mchael heard hinself say, "Not an assassin. That's a corruption of the
Arabi ¢ hashashin. A hashash was a fanatic Muslimin the era of the Crusades
who secretly nmurdered Christians and |l ess fanatic Miuslimenen es while high on
dope. "

Jonas Sammartin stopped beneath a magnolia. Its scent was so sweet it was

al nost cloying. His gray eyes regarded M chael shrewdly. "You hate me now,

M chael. It's no good denying it. | can feel the force of it. You hold ne
responsi ble for your father's death. For his life as well, | expect. Well,

you' re wong on both counts. Your father wanted to be in his line of work. He
needed it. Yes, | recruited him But only after | got to know him got to know

what it was he wanted." M chael shook his head. "That woul d mean ny fat her
wanted to kill people."

Jonas's gaze was unwavering. "You know that's not the case, son. Philip did
what he needed to do to keep his country safe.”

M chael heard the heavy enphasis in Jonas's words and felt the truth of them
at the core of his being. In that respect, he was his father's son all right.
"It was your father's choice. Hi s place was not at hone. That didn't nean that
he didn't |ove you or Audrey or, God knows, Lillian. What it did nmean was that
he had a higher calling. Like a priest or a— "Priest!"

"Yes, M chael. Your father had a remarkable mnd. Extraordinary, even. He saw
the world in truly global terms. He knew what was inmportant in the long run.”
"Al'l those trips, all the presents he brought back for us, for the house.
You're telling ne that each one represents the death of a human being."

"He was doi ng a necessary job."

"Christ!" Mchael said. He was still reeling fromthe shock of |earning just



what it was his father had been doing all these years.
but somebody's got to do it.' Is that it?"

"In a way. Yes."

"Ch Unde Sanmmy!™"

Jonas heard the despair in Mchael's voice, and his heart went out to the
younger man. "Your father was a patriot, he said. "You should never |ose sight
of that, M chael, on the contrary—you should cherish ns nenory all the nore
for it."

"I don't know." M chael shook his head. What was he going to tell Audrey?
"You asked me how your father died," Jonas said calmy. He could feel the
force of Mchael's rage; he knew what dangerous position he was in.

"I didn't need to see that.. . atrocity. What was the point. Just like |I don't
need to see the catal ogue of assassinations you say he—=

"Then you'll never |earn why he died."

That stopped M chael. "You're not going to tell nme?"

"I"'msorry to disappoint you," Jonas said. "But | can't. You see, | don't know
why your father died."

"What do you nean?" M chael said thickly.
"That car crash your father was in on Maui
acci dent."

"My father was nurdered?”

"I"'msure of it," Jonas said. "Yes."

"By whon? Do you have any idea, any |eads?"
"Just one," Jonas said. He kept his eyes on Mchael. "But it's so tenuous I
cannot afford to use any field personnel to follow it up. Besides, until we
unravel the nystery of what killed your father and why, we can't know which
operatives, if any, have been conprom sed."

The inplications of that hit Mchael hard. "You nmean that he m ght have been
tortured before—=

Jonas put his hand on Mchael's shoulder. "I don't mean to inply anything,

M chael. But it would be foolish to stunble blindly into a situation of
unknown origin."

"Then your hands are tied."

Jonas nodded. "In a sense. Yes. But if | had soneone with your skills,

M chael . Soneone unknown by operatives and cutouts, well "

M chael stared at himas if he had suddenly sprouted wi ngs. "You want ne to

t ake over where ny father left off," he said.

Jonas nodded.

"You don't want me," Mchael said. "I'ma painter. | putter around a | ab and
concoct dyes."

"None of ny people can touch your father's case,” Jonas said. "Any of them
could now be known to the adversary parties. | amnot in the business of
executing nmy own people.” "This is crazy, Uncle Sanmy. |I'mnot six, and we're
not pl ayi ng cowboys and I ndi ans."

"No," Jonas said seriously. "There is great danger here. | don't want to
mnimze that. Just as | don't want to mnimze your background." He gripped
M chael's arm "Son, your training in the martial arts makes you just about
perfect for this assignment."

"What you want is a Chuck Norris," Mchael said. "But he only exists in the
novi es. "

"I brought you to that neeting at the Ellipse Cub for a reason, M chael,"
Jonas said. "I wanted to bring hone to you how crucial a situation we find
ourselves in. This is yet another kind of cold war we're fighting. And it's
agai nst a supposed ally. If Japan forces us into these protectionist |aws, our
econony's going down the tubes just as sure as |'m stand-ing here. This
country's in fragile enough shape as it is. There is so much national debt
that we're already staggering. We're like a punch-drunk boxer who doesn't know
when to quit. The protectionist legislation's going to deliver the knockout
punch. "

"But what's all this got to do with ny father's death?" "I don't know," Jonas

"It's a dirty job,

Jonas said. "It wasn't an



admtted. "That's one of the things need you to explore.™

M chael shook his head. "lI'msorry, Uncle Sammy. |I'mjust not cut out to be
your man."

Jonas pursed his lips, blewair out in a sharp burst. "Do ne one favor, at

| east."” M chael nodded. "If | can."

"Thi nk about what |'ve said. Think about your duty." "To my country? That's
what suckered ny father into this game of yours." But Jonas was al ready
shaki ng his head. "No. | nean your duty to your father. | think you owe it to
himto finish \» he started. And to find out who nurdered him"

"That's your opinion," Mchael said shortly.

"At |least do as | ask," Jonas said. "As a personal favor. Then conme and see ne
at the office tomorrow, or the next day."

M chael |ooked into the ol der man's eyes. He renenbed that face, striped in
warpaint, falling down in nock death as M chael shot himwith his toy six-gun
He nodded. "All right."

It was only much later that M chael understood the ultimate inplications of
his prom se

A knock on the door announced Ude. The big nman slid open the rice-paper
screen, bowed until his forehead touched the floor, then came across the
threshol d on his knees. He knelt on the fragrant tatam, waiting.

Kozo Shiina was fromthe old school. He did not, as so many of his associ ates
had, have a Wstern-style roomin his house. There were no informal neetings,
t herefore. Each occasion at his house was formal, adhering to the strict code
of etiquette centuries old. Here, it was as if the Westerners had never set
foot on Japanese soil

Looki ng at Ude, he sighed. Years ago, he knew, it was easy to recruit young
people into the Yakuza. The |ower classes, the disenfranchi sed, the outcasts,
all were nore than eager to become part of a highly disciplined machi ne such
as the Yakuza. Here in the Japanese underworld they coul d nake noney, gain
prestige, recover the face they had lost in various ways in the day-to-day
wor | d.

Nowadays, the outcasts were youngsters whose wildnes was difficult, if not

i npossible, to contain. They seened to have no ties to the past. They were
only marginally interest in honor, in giri—that certain form of obligation
that remmi ned today one of the linchpins of Yakuza society. They nost
certainly were not concerned wi th discipline.

Shanel essly, they echewed pain as a val uel ess commodity These misfits were, in
Shiina's opinion, the true crimnals of his society, not the Yakuza, who lived
by a strict code of honor and who had a long and illustrious history of
altruism

No, these young punks lived by night in a sem drugged stupor, spattered with
musi ¢ of m nd-nunbi ng vol une. They were anarchic and, as such, totally alien
to Shiina's way of life. They wanted noney fromhimto feed their habits, not
to build a fanmly, a way of life for thensel ves.

O course Shiina was not above exploiting themto achieve his ends. He had
conmi ssi oned exhaustive studi es of these punks and had di scovered that they
were not worthless after all. They, too, could serve a purpose, even if they
t hemsel ves were unaware of it.

Shiina nade absolutely certain of his psychol ogi cal and enotional profiles
before setting the | ast stage of his plan in notion. He saw at once the
advant age t hese people would provide him and he lost no time in discovering a
way to use them He did not feel renorse at what had becone of the new
generation. Only anger. The anger a great field marshal feels in war. The
anger that bums inside himand ignites the courage to order his nmen into
battle, knowing that blood will be spilled, lives will be lost. The anger of
t he ri ght eous.

This burned inside Shiina with a force no reasonabl e man coul d possibly
understand. But then it was said that war was not born of reason but of
hunger. Those who | onged for war often justified their action by saying that



they were bringing order out of anarchy. But in fact they were nerely
replacing one reality with another. Al of them+the righteous and Just, the
madnmen and tyrants—had one thing in comon: They hungered to inprint their
conception of order on others. And Kozo Shiina was no exception

"I amgratified that you stopped here on the way to the airport,"” he said now
Ude knew what he neant. "I was not followed. | made certain of that."

Shiina gave no outward sign, but he was pleased. "You do not trust Masashi, do
you?" Ude asked. "He is your oyabun," Shiina said by way of answer. "He is
oyabun of the entire Taki-gum now, the |argest and nost powerful of Japan's
underworl d clans. You nmust be loyal to him"

"I was loyal to Wataro Taki," Ude said. "He was magi c. He was the one. Now
that he is gone . . ."He shrugged. "There is giri," Shiina pointed out. "Gri
is the burden hardest to bear," Ude said. "My obligation ended the nonent
Wataro Taki died."”

"But surely your |oyalty—your obligation—ust |ie some-where."

"It is to the Taki-gum ," Ude said. "The clan is Wataro Taki's creation

What ever or whoever ensures the dom nance of the clan will have ny loyalty."
Shiina broke out tea. For a long tinme, while he brewed it, stirred it with the
whi sk and served it, there were no other sounds in the room After they had
both drunk—de before his host—the old man said, "Wre it ne, | would be

t hi nking: How can | trust a man who rejoices in his own father's death and
then orders his brother's demise." |

"You ordered Hiroshi's death," Ude said pointedly.

The old man shook his head. "Renenber clearly,"” he said not unkindly. "
suggested it. It was Masashi who ordered it." He shrugged. "It seenms to ne
that nmy role was the minor one. After all, Hiroshi Taki was not my brother, he
was Masashi's. And the decision was Masashi's to make."

"He did it in order to save the Taki-gum ," Ude said. The dregs of his tea had
| ong ago grown cold. "Joji is weak. Now Masashi has taken Wataro Taki's

pl ace."

"And you said yourself that Wataro Taki was magic. He was the one," the old
man said softly. "Can you imagi ne that Masashi is, also?"

Ude | ooked down at his cup. He was very still. The sounds of someone stirring
in the corridor could be briefly heard. In tine, he said, "The Taki-gum mnust
remai n preemnent."

"I have promi sed Masashi that | will make himthe first shogun of all the
Yakuza cl ans."

"Masashi is not Wataro," Ude said. "He does not have the magic. He is not the
one."

"But | am" Kozo Shiina said. Which was, after all, what this neeting was al
about .

Ude considered carefully before he answered. "I will do what you w sh."

Kozo Shiina nodded. "You will not change anything. You will continue to take
orders from Masashi. But now you will report everything to me. On occasion you
will do as | request. For this, I will protect you. I will elevate you." The
old man watched him "In return there will be an obligation."

"What kind of an obligation?"

"First," Shiina said, "you will take a later flight. This nust be done because
you must make a detour to Joji Taki's hous."

"And what will | do at Joji Taki's house?" Ude asked, curious.

"I will tell you everything you must say to Joji Taki," Shiina said. "It is
very sinmple."

"Not hi ng," Ude said, "is ever sinple."

"Except for you," Shiina said forcefully. "Fromnow on, the only thing you
must keep in your mnd is your obligation to ne."

"Gri," Ude said. "Gri," Shiina acknow edged.

The big man bowed his head before his liege lord. "So be it."

It was raining.
Her face was on the wall: a shadow, |l arger than life.



M chael was dream ng of Za.

He had begun a series of paintings of wonen, using a different nodel for each
but he had abandoned the project prematurely, not really know ng why.

Then he saw Za at a studio and understood i mediately. It was one wonan he

wi shed to paint, not many. She was the woman. He hired her and began what was
to become his nost celebrated series of work: The Twel ve I nner Aspects of
VWman.

M chael made it a rule never to becone involved with his nodels. But Za was
different. He had fallen in love with her

Za lived with a man, but that had no noral neaning for her. Za thought only of
what was happening to her at the nmonent. Toni ght—Aot to mention tonorrow-eoul d
not have neant |less to her

Having a rel ationship with someone, she said, was |ike owning sonething. Soon
all the value one once saw in the object was gone. Wiat was |left was only the
act of ownership. It was raining. Blue rain. The streetlanps on the Avenue

El ysee Reclus turned the rain blue. It clattered agai nst the panes of the
skylight in Mchael's atelier

The night Za finished her work and did not go hone.

Her face on the wall, a shadow, larger than life.

Her flesh wet, as if she had been rained on

M chael had not wanted to take her to bed. He wanted her here, in front of the
hal f-fi ni shed painting. There was a sense that the primtive energy fromthe
act they were about to performwould infuse the painted i mage with uncanny
life.

Already he had the artist's intimation of greatness about this work.

Hs flesh trenbled as it cane into contact with hers. She had enornous eyes,
bl ack as pitch, black as her cap of hair. The shortness of her hair
accentuated the sweep of her jaw, her |ong neck, the bone structure of her
shoul ders.

The holl ow of her throat was filled up with darkness. Against her pale flesh,
it possessed tangible weight. Mchael felt as if he could drink the darkness
fromthat holl ow.

Za's eyes fluttered closed as his |lips opened and his tongue licked the
slightly salty sweat fromthe side of her neck. Her arms encompassed him her
fingertips stroking his rmuscul ar back

Hs head lifted and his |lips found hers, already open, waiting. Her |egs were
twi ning around himas if she sought to clinb onto him or into him

They were still standing, and now she turned slowy in his arnms so that her
back was toward him Hi s hands slipped down fromwhere they had cradl ed her
head. They covered her high breasts. The nipples, large and full of color

were so hard she gasped when she felt his pal nms brush them

She | eaned her head back onto his shoul der and opened her nouth. Their tongues
ni ckered and net again. There was an exquisite sensation in Mchael's groin as
she circled her buttocks against him Her slim firmarns were lifted over her
head as she thrust herself into him back and front.

He dropped to his knees and turned her slowy around to him The spasnodic
light, as lightning forked above their heads, illum nated the planes and dells
of her body. The blue rain reflected down on her fully, shadows clothing her
in transparent |ayers.

Her scent was strong as M chael put his hands between her thighs. She opened
her | egs, bent her knees so that the intinmate forest of hair descended toward
his upturned face.

He felt her give an involuntary shiver; the muscles in her lower belly rolled
as they contracted. Her spread fingers pressed hard agai nst the back of his
head.

Her open mouth gave out little cries, but they were of a tone of voice M chael
had never before heard her use. It was as if they were being wenched out of
some hi dden depths, sone private place she would not let the world see. Except
now. Wth him

"I love your mouth there," she whi spered. Then the cries began again.



Perhaps it was then that M chael understood that it was not merely Za with
whom he had fallen in love. It was Za the inmge; Za the icon. The Za that had
been created in his mnd-his painter's m nd—when he had first seen her. He had
want ed her then, in this way, but he had not known it; or if he had, he had
pushed it deep down inside him Into his private place.

| love your nouth there.

It was not Za the npdel who had said that.

| love your nouth there.

It was Za the icon. Za the painting that M chael was even now in the process
of conpl eting.

Her taste, the texture of her inner flesh, wetly flowering open to him would
find its way into the painting. Tomorrow or the next day or the next he would
find a way to translate these aspects into color, form a pattern. Sexuality
exi sted on so many levels, could be expressed on so nmany nore.

"I love your mouth there," she whispered. "There. Yes, there." Gaspi ng now,
bent over himso that he felt her breasts again. She wanted as much sensation
as her nipples could take. Up on her toes, her hanmstrings pulled tight, her

pel vis bucking faster and faster. Nails scraping al ong his back as she

appr oached t he end.

He could feel her inner nuscles beginning to spasmnow, and this was a great
spur to him H's penis was so hard. H s testicles were drawn up tight,
contracted as they were just before he would cone.

"Now. Now. Yes, now " Quick beats, her voice changing yet again, nelting with
an enotion stronger even than tenderness.

Pushi ng, pushing. Yes, pushing as her orgasm washed over her, squatting down,
engul fing himin hot, hot wetness, urging himall the way in as she sat on his
| ap, as she felt around behind himfor his aching balls and squeezed.

Her wet nouth on his. He was gripped by her, inmersed in her wetness, his own
spasns begi nning. And he passed from dream state to wakeful ness with the
fluidity of the tide, as he always did. The dream evaporating at precisely the
same point, as it always did.

Sadness wel ling, and an acute sense of |oss.

Was there anything to counteract then?

"Sui getsu."

It was not only at dawn that M chael incanted the Shuji Shuriken, cutting the
ni ne i deogr aphs.

Sui get su. Moonlight on the water

He al so spoke the nine magi ¢ words when he was agitated.

Sui getsu was a tactic of sword fighting—kenjutsu—that he had been taught. It
referred to the shadow cast by one's opponent. |If one cal cul ated the shadow s
l ength and then stood just outside its range, one would be safe from harm no
matter how aggressive one's opponent's attack might be. But noonlight on the
water was a two-edged sword. It also referred to the tactic of stealing inside
that crucial radius of shadow in order to attack one's eneny.

"Sui getsu." He had spoken the word, and it had forned within the room A
shadow wi t hin the shadows. Bl acker. Nbving.

Deep in the fugue state that was required for the incanting of the nine

i deographs, M chael still felt the agitation. Za was a dimring nenory. The
effects of the dream had di ssipated. But he remai ned deeply disturbed by the
dreamer, nore accurately, by its inplications.

He renenbered the pose Za had been in when he had entered the roomthat night.
She had turned her head toward him and in the blue light, with her hair

pull ed tightly back from her face, her features had taken on the aspect of a
person | ong dead.

The spirit of Seyoko seemed to have risen fromher unknown grave at the bottom
of the valley. The nonment was short-lived, but so intense that M chael had
found his knees shaking, his belly turned to water

Had he made | ove to Za because he desired her? O because part of him had
rejoiced in at last intimately connecting with his bel oved Seyoko? That second
t hought terrified himenough so that ultinmately he had been forced to push Za



away fromhim so that he would never have to answer that question. Not ever
understanding that his fright of living in the past paralyzed him The terror
he hi nsel f devi sed made hi m powerl ess to exorci se Seyoko's ghost fromhis
psyche.

It was no wonder, then, that he could not conplete the incanting. Its end |ay
before himlike a blighted path down which he dare not venture. For the Shuji
Shuri ken was far too potent to invoke in any but an unruffled state of m nd
Not hi ng wort hwhil e was ever acconplished w thout conplete concentration, he
had | earned. Agitation was one of the two primary enem es of concentration
Confusi on was the other.

Strategy dictated that either—er, ideally, both-be instilled in the eneny.
Thus were battles won. This was true in business as well as in martial arts,
since the former was nerely an intellectual extrapolation of the latter. Al
truly successful businessnen were masters—sensei —n strategy.

M chael had al ways thought of his father as a sensei of sorts. Uncle Sammy had
been correct in at least this one matter: Philip Doss had an extraordi nary

m nd. Perhaps he was, in his own way, sonething of a visionary.

It had been his idea for Mchael to go to Japan. Only there, he had said,
could his son be taught in the highest, purest |evels of kenjutsu.

He t hought of Jonas's request. O how insane it was. And yet... sonething

i nsi de himwanted desperately to go wherever Jonas wanted. If only to keep
hol d of the tenuous thread that had been Philip Doss. To discover all he could
about his father's |ife—and death.

M chael felt like an outcast who, years later, on returning to the place of
his birth, finds that he has no home at all. In the back of his mnd, he had
al ways known that there were aspects of his father that he did not want to
confront. But now confront themhe nmust if he was ever to cone to terns with
his father's death. He suspected that he would have no sense of peace until he
di d.

In his mnd, he returned to Japan. The seat of his peace. He recalled the

ni ght that Tsuyo had come home fromhis sad visit to Seyoko's famly. It was
late, but a lanmp was still burning in Mchael's room

Tsuyo had cone in. Mchael had bowed, said all the proper words of greeting,
but by rote. Tinme advanced slowy. Two shapes sitting cross-1legged on the reed
mat s, shadows stretching away fromtheir backs, mngling at their apex.

"How coul d it have happened?" M chael's hoarse whisper filled the roomwth
contenti ous accusati ons.

In the ensuing silence, he swng around, stared into the sensei's face. "You
have all the answers. You tell nme."

"I have no answers," Tsuyo said. "l have only questions."

"I have asked nyself one thousand questions,”" Mchael said bitterly. "And
cone up with the same answer. | should have been able to save Seyoko." He put
his head in his hands. "I have packed my bags, sensei," he said. "I am going
hore. "

"Your home is here," Tsuyo said. "I do not understand."

"Don't you see?" Mchael said. "Don't you get it?" There were tears standing
in the corners of his eyes. "It was ny fault! | should have found a way to
save her! | didn't. Now she's dead."

"Seyoko is dead, yes," Tsuyo said. "No one will mourn her passing nore deeply
than |. But her death was her karnma. Wiy do you feel that you are invol ved?"
"Because | was there!" The words seened to choke in Mchael's throat, so thick
with enotion was he. "I had the power to save her!™

"You had the power to save yourself," Tsuyo said softly. "Wich you did. What
nmore can you ask of yoursel f?"

"Plenty!"™ M chael said hotly.

"Look at yourself," Tsuyo said. "The blood is pounding in your veins. It is
rushing up to your face. You are burning with it. You are giving full reinto
your tenper. Tenper is your false mind. You can acconplish nothi ng—not even
speak intelligently or correctly—ahen you are controlled by your false nind
Your false mind throws up lies, deceits. It drains you of dear thinking and,



t hus, of power.

"Now your tenper tells you that you nust punish yourself. But your true mnd
whi ch you have managed to bury, knows the truth. It knows that you are
guiltless for Seyoko's death."

"I'f only—=
"I'f only what?" Tsuyo said scornfully. "If only you were a lion, you would
rend the flesh fromnmy bones now If only you were a gnat, | would reach out

and sl ap you down. Wat nonsense it is you speak!"

"You don't understand!" M chael said hel pl essly.

Tsuyo, crouched, wists on his knees, watched M chael carefully. "I went into
Seyoko's room before | cane in here," he said. "In nmy absence, soneone has
been placing a fresh flower in her vase each day." He cocked his head. Wth
his white head of hair, it was he who | ooked like the Iion. "Do you know who

t hat soneone ni ght be?"

M chael bent his head, nodded.

"Now | see it all," Tsuyo said. "This has nothing to do with Seyoko." His

voi ce had turned hard. "It has to do with your selfish feelings toward her."
M chael ' s norose sil ence was answer enough

"Finish packing in that case," Tsuyo said, rising. "This school has no use for
you. "

But of course Mchael did not |eave. As Tsuyo foresaw, his words, acting as a
ki nd of gal vani c spark, shook M chael out of his self-pity. And in the future,
it was only when those nmoods of passi on—what Tsuyo called "tenper"—arose
within himthat M chael would recall Seyoko and the ghost that still dwelled
wi thin the shadows of his spirit.

Philip Doss's death and the subsequent revelations of his |life had shaken the
nmoorings of M chael's neticul ously unplanned life. Success—what others called
brilliance—had allowed himto indulge this creativity as nmuch as he w shed.
Now, he suspected, that freedom which was so inportant to him was being

t hreat ened. Now Jonas wanted to harness himto the sane gritty engine to which
Philip Doss had been strapped—and which had ultimtely killed him

Aren't | mad, M chael asked hinself, even to contenplate such a thing? He

wi shed that Tsuyo were alive so that he could speak to him ask his advice.
And then, tears burning his eyes, he realized that it was his father he nost
desperately wanted to comunicate with. Wiere did the time go, Dad? he asked
of the darkness. Were did you go?

In tinme, he rose fromthe |lotus position and got back into bed. It was
pitch-black in the room The curtains barely noved. Heavy, noisture-laden air
had conme in off the Potomac. A | ow runble. Sonewhere, not far distant,

i ghtning was fl ashing.

That was M chael's | ast thought before he dropped off into an uneasy sleep. It
was only later that he woul d understand how severely his agitation had
interfered with his concentration

Surely that was the only explanation for his failing to notice what the

pi t ch-bl ackness neant. That the security lights had not sw tched on

Audrey picked up a gun, aimed it and shot her father through the left eye. But
i nstead of falling, he spoke to her

I can give you the world. His lips, as blue as the ocean, do not nove at all
In fact, they have been sewn shut. A whistling sound acconpani es his words.

He wears a three-piece suit that |ooks curiously Iike a suit of arnor. It

shi nes where noonlight strikes it. He wears netal gauntlets with spikes at the
knuckles. In his right hand is a sword of sonme black substance that appears to
snolder, as if it is very hot. In his left hand is a spear with an ivory
handl e and a bl ade cut froma translucent jewel.

Here is the earth and the sky. There is no nore black hol e gaping at her
Instead, a patch with an unblinking eye painted on it covers the ruined orb

| have given themto you, Aydee. He stretches forth both arms and, in so

doi ng, presents his weapons. C ouds billow and stream behind him so close
that the vapor appears to ruffle his hair.

"What have you given nme?" she says. "Wat have you ever given nme?" In



conparison to his echoing shout, her voice sounds small. She is strangling on
t he anger she feels.

| have been blinded by ny enemes. He noves with inhuman fury. They have tried
to kill me and, instead, have wounded ne.

"It was | who shot you, Father," she cries. "I hated you

for what you failed to do for ne. You were never there when | needed you. You
never thought of nme. It was always of M chael. You sent himoff to Japan. He
was special to you. Al ways special. You |avished such attention on him even
when you were away fromus. You created his schooling in Japan, you nonitored
his progress every step of the way. Wiy? Wiy? Wiy? Now you're dead and

cannot ask you. | can't even be angry with you without feeling so guilty I
want to die nyself."

But | amnot yet dead, Aydee. Is it that he does not hear her? O that he does
not care?

Appal | ed, Audrey claps her palns to her ears. "Stop it!" But it does no good.
H s words penetrate her flesh and detonate in flashes of painful electrica
energy. He raises the black sword and it is engulfed in fire. He raises the
spear and rain flies off it.

| have much to tell you yet.

So that she junps with each word he projects into her

| have much to give you yet.

So that she feels Iike a fish on a line, jerking and tw sting against a pain
i nsi de her that she can never be rid of.

Audrey i s screani ng

H s voice thundering. Aydee, listen to ne! Aydee, Aaaaaaaydeeeeeee!

Heart poundi ng, Audrey shot up in bed. Put her hands over her heart as if the
gesture could stop the pai nful pounding. She could feel the blood rushing in
and out of her heart, the thunp-thunp of its beat.

She was bathed in sweat.

The darkness surrounded her |ike a shroud. Reached over and turned on the
bedsi de I anp. Got out the postcard fromher father. It had arrived days
before. She had read it, then had put it away, not being able to bear thinking
about it in tight of her father's death. But now she seemed conpelled to hold
it again, toread it, as if it were a talisman against the terrible portents
of her night mare.

Dear Aydee,

Here | amin Hawaii, for the first time in ages | amtruly alone. There is
only the golden air to talk with. It's not how !l envisioned it. Life has a
funny way of doing that to hopes and dreans.

| still don't know whether | have done the right thing. It's the end, Aydee,
that is all | know for certain. The end of whatever life has been for this
famly up until now. Is that good? O bad? | don't know. | wonder if | ever
will.

When this reaches you, like a nessage in a bottle froma far-off place, throw
it amay. | know that you won't want to. You won't understand that for sone
time, but please do as | ask

It's time to go. There's work to be done, even here in paradise. It seens
quite fitting, sonmehow, for it to end here in paradise.

Tell M chael, when you see him to think of me when he next has his green tea.
Tell himto use ny porcelain cup. He always treasured it. |I'mthinking of the
pl ace where you and he al nost died. Even in sumrer, alas, there is not a
singl e heron there.

Love,

Dad

Audrey read the postcard over and over until it was in-grained in her nind
She did not understand it, but it was the last vestige of her father. He was
right; she did not want to destroy it. She took it, went slowmy into the

bat hroom Folding it carefully, she put it in the back of her nedicine



cabi net, behind a box of Qtips. Then, quickly, alnpbst con-vulsively, she took
it out again and, before she had time to think about it, she ripped it into
tiny squares and flushed them down the toilet.

Readi ng the postcard had sonehow i ncreased the panic the nightnare had
engendered in her. Just as she had not been able to destroy the card when she
first got it, she had not been able to share its contents with M chael. Now
she knew that she nust. She had already told M chael she had gotten a postcard
fromPhilip. She resolved to tell himin the norning what Philip had witten.
Audr ey padded back into the bedroom relieved at |east that she had nmade that
decision, and the Iight went out. She reached over, turned the lanp swtch.
Not hi ng happened. Ch God, she thought. What a tine for the bulb to bl ow Drew
her knees up to her breast and hugged herself, rock-ing a little. The

bl ackness seened overwhelming. It was so palpable it seened to beat agai nst
her eyelids in the sane tactile way her father's words had affected her. Mre
than anything el se, she wanted light. She wanted to get up, to nake her way
down the hall to the closet where the spare |ight bul bs were stacked. But the
effort was too nuch. Just thinking of noving through the darkness seened to
paral yze her.

She gasped, | ooked up. Had she heard sonething? O was it an insidious remant
from her ni ghtmare? The darkness and her father. They seened to Audrey to be
one and the same. To be forged out of nightrmare, born in a world so alien to
her sensibilities that she had difficulty conprehending their physical shape,
I et alone their inner nature.

The night is a tinme for |istening.

Isn't that what her father had said to her when she was a child? She
renmenmbered himcoming into her roomin response to her calling out. He would
sit on the edge of her bed and she could feel his warnmth seeping into her
maki ng her sleepy. It made her think of Christmastine, when the fireplace was
alight with sparking fir |logs exuding their aromatic oils. Wen the house was
warm and cozy and filled with presents.

"The night is a time for listening, Aydee," her father would whisper. "For
listening and for dream ng of possuns and hedgehogs out for a stroll, frogs
and sal amanders swimming in a lily pond, robins and thrushes basking on a
branch. Listen for them Aydee. Listen."

But years later, when she was older, the dark held other secrets of a dreadful
nature. The devil would cone by night. Vanpires would seek the vul nerable
necks of their victims. Psychotic nurderers would creep over the w ndow sashes
to maim rape and, ultimately, slaughter their

"Chhh!" Audrey gave a little shudder. What was she trying to do, scare herself
to death? The aura of her nightmare continued to pervade the night air. Thick
as woodsmoke, it swirled around her, a danp and clamy web that she felt
hel pl ess to di ssi pate.

The darkness. It was her nenesis. She had to overcone it. Wth a concerted
effort, she got out of bed and went to the door. Opened it and went down the
hall to the closet for a spare bulb. There, she told herself. That wasn't so
bad was it?

Wth her hand on the knob, she froze. Ch God! Her head turned, questing. Yes,
there it was again! A noise.

Her heart beating wildly in her breast, she went to the top of the staircase.
Li stened. Jesus! Soneone was downstairs! Her fingers gripped the banister
until all the blood was squeezed out of them

Audrey gritted her teeth. She had to calmherself. Don't be such a baby,
Aydee, she told herself, unconsciously using her father's |anguage. The house
was | ocked tight. It must be Mchael prow ing around. She had seen how upset
he had been after their talk. That must be it, she decided. He couldn't sleep
ei ther.

Rel i eved not to be al one, she went down the staircase. Heard the noi se again.
She was at the foot of the stairs and could tell that the noise was com ng
fromher father's study. Now she knew that it nust be Mchael. She sniled,
went across the dining roomand opened the door to the study. The night is a



time for listening. "M chael =

Breath cut short in her throat. A guttural sound, saliva drying. The inside of
her mouth like cotton, swelling inward to strangle her

Heard a sound in the darkness. An odd, ethereal whistling, tuneful, hard-soft,
al nost plangent. The chord of death. And in the sane instant, her nightgown
was slit open fromright shoulder to left hip. It slithered around her ankl es.
Li ke a ripe peach, she was utterly exposed, and suprenely vul -nerable.

Audrey uttered a little cry and cringed. She backed up, but sonething was

i npedi ng her egress fromthe study. It was so like her nightrmare of a few

m nutes before that she felt all strength | eave her. She nmoved in ungainly
slow notion, as awkward as a racing mare inprisoned within a

human- proporti oned room

She whirled around to see what was inpeding her and sl anmed her el bow on the
t hi ck edge of the mahogany door agai nst which she was pressed.

Sonet hi ng had hold of her. There was strength, a power of untold proportions,
inthe grip. Mchael could grip her in just this fashion, she thought wldly.
H s, too, was a power beyond that of the normal. Felt a body pressed agai nst
hers and, unthinking, shot out with the heels of her hands. Audrey was not a
weak worman. Years in the famly pre-sided over by her father had obliged her
to take up physical activity. She had worked out three tines a week for nost
of her life. She had even spent the past several years lifting weights.

Theref ore, when she attacked, she was swift and powerful.

Freed, she turned, slipped to the carpet as she tripped over a small table.
Cried out as the breath was knocked fromher. Tried to rise, felt the darkness
overwhel ni ng her.

Terrified, she turned her head, saw the shadow noving, so close its heat
suffused her. She searched for eyes, nouth, any feature, as if giving the
figure sone senblance of humanity would in some way allay her panic.

But there was nothing. Darkness within darkness. Body agai nst body, the two
struggl ed. So cl ose they mi ght have been m staken for one formin terrible
conflict.

Audrey could feel soft breath on her cheek. She felt as if she were entangled
within barbed wire. Sone primtive intuition guided her, and she stuck as
close to the other figure as she could. She suspected that remaining in close
quarters was her only chance of survival

Felt an opening and used her knee, drawing it up suddenly between her
assailant's |l egs. She heard the grunt, felt the force of the exhalation so
close to her. But the normal gaggi ng reaction never came, and she once again
felt the welling up of panic. Now she had the distinct sense that she was
fighting sonmething supernatural. Her courage w thered.

In some manner unfathomable to her, the figure knew of her change in attitude
and took advantage of it. She was rolled over on her back before she had a
chance to protect herself. Her mnd, half nunbed by fear, was several beats
slow in reacting. That was all the opening her assailant needed.

Audrey tried to use her knee again, but it was already too |ate. A sharp bl ow
to the inside of her knee sent fire up her thigh into her hip joint. A nerve
nexus poi nt. Audrey knew enough from M chael to understand that her right |eg
was now usel ess.

She used her arns, hands and fingers. Tried to gauge an eye, the underside of
the jaw, the base of the neck. Thwarted at every turn. Felt a rush, and she

t hought, Ch God, I'mgoing to die.

M chael canme fully awake within the space of a heartbeat. It was not what he
had heard but rather what he had felt. Something had reached down into the
delta layers and had given his mnd the conmand to awaken

He was up and across the pitch-black roomin an instant. Took up his katana,
hi s Japanese |ongsword, and, naked, went out into the upstairs hall. Instinct
t ook him past Audrey's room The door was ajar; he did not need to look to
know t hat she was not there.

Crept down the staircase on the outside edges of his soles The wi nd woul d have



made nore noi se. He held the katana sideways with both hands, el bows slightly
bent. He advanced as he had been taught, with his left side forward. H's
fists, as they curled over the haft of the sword, were in such a position that
they could be used as a shield if the sudden need arose.

Wt hout sangaku you are nothing, Tsuyo had said. Disci-pline. Concentration

W sdom These three constitute sangaku. Without the three el ements you can

attain nothing. You may learn to slash, to maim to kill. But you will be
not hi ng. Your spirit will wither. Your power will dimnish, and surely there
will come a tinme when you will be cut down. This will occur not by the sword

of a more skilled opponent, but by the force of his enlightened spirit.

W thout the wi sdom of truthful ness, survival is inpossible. This is the tenet
of the Way. Discipline. Concentration. Wsdom These were what M chael
sumoned when he assuned the wheel, the opening tai stance that would all ow
himto rotate his sword in any direction he chose. As dictated by the

Shi n-kage school, the wheel was basically a defensive posture. At the bottom
of the stairs, he could see that the door to the study was open. There were
tiny sounds . . . Audrey was here!

Part of himwanted to rush into the study. Discipline. Con-centration. Wsdom
He coul d hear Tsuyo's raspy, inhuman voice emanating between |ips that barely
noved. To enter battle and prevail, you nmust do one thing only, Tsuyo's

me- chani cal voi ce whi spered again through M chael's consci ous-ness. |In your
mnd, in your spirit, you nust relinquish |life and death. They nmust cease to
be of concern to you. Only then will you be a swordsman.

M chael took it step by step. Through the dining room to the verge of the
study. Through the partly open door, he could feel the night breeze brushing
his face. It was far darker in there than it had been in either the hall or
the dining room He listened. The tiny noises began to coalesce into a
rec-ogni zabl e pattern: the grunts and strainings of hand-to-hand conbat.

M chael recalled the prow er who had pronpted his father to have the security
lights installed and was about to put aside his sword, figuring to use his
body, He took one step, so that he was straddling the sill. And sonething
stopped him He could feel the aura of the in-truder, and he knewknew-that
whoever was inside with Audrey al so w el ded a kat ana.

Shruggi ng aside his shock, he noved with absolute silence into the study.
Nevert hel ess, he was over heard.

Eagles shrieked in his ear as a lanp just in front of himwas sheared in two.
Audrey! his mnd shouted. Where are you? Are you safe? O ... Felt the

appal ling proximty of the keen bl ade, and he lunged forward and out with his
sword. Imediately, he regretted it as the other blade struck the top of his,
forcing the tip through the carpeted fl oor

M chael cursed hinmself. H s anxiety over Audrey's presence had caused himto
| ose concentration. An inauspicious attack will fail and, having failed, wll
both al ert your opponent and bol ster his determ nation

In the instant it took for Mchael to free his blade, he felt the presence of
the other's katana, a predator's shadow am d a forest of shadows. Wt hout

| ooki ng, he knew where it was and, now that it was in nmotion, what its target
was.

Tucked his head down into the pit of his stomach as he rolled into a ball. The
hardest thing was letting go of his sword. But his life hung in the bal ance,
for he had divined the intent of his opponent: to sever his head fromhis
body.

Slammed into the shadow figure, felt its weight com ng down, curling over him
An instant's claustrophobia as he felt a hand searching to cover his nose and
mout h as the other's body fol ded down around him Put pressure on the small of
his back as well, trying to maneuver himinto a position where a | owforce

ki ck could snap a vertebra or rupture his spleen

M chael used his el bows to keep his monentum going, in order to roll past the
vul nerabl e spot.

But now his shoul ders were nashed agai nst the carpet. The wei ght of anot her
human bei ng was pressing down on himand he had no protection for his face. He



snell ed the chem cal before the cold cloth made contact. Held his breath.

Still, he felt the caustic funmes penetrating his nostrils.
He want ed desperately to use his hands, but there was so nuch pressure on him
that he knew if he noved his el bows at all, he would be open to an instantly

| ethal kick. Rolled up in a ball as he was, his legs were of no use to him
Hs training allowed himto hold his breath | onger than nost people, but even
he had his linmts. He could see nothing but distorted shadows, snell nothing
but sweat and fear, hear nothing but the rushing of his own bl ood through his
veins. In the physical stasis they were in, he could feel nothing but

the singing inside his brain, the silent screamthat presaged the fall into
unconsci ousness, the swift slide to defeat. Struggling, M chael found hinself
t hi nki ng of the moment he struck out with his sword, of how that had been his
m s-take. Replaying the instant over and over, trying to fathom what woul d
have happened if he had done what Tsuyo had counsel ed. To neet the enemy wth
your mnd settled in that spot where your fists grip your sword. And sinking
deeper toward that twilight world where vo-lition is subjugated, where the
wi || cannot work. \Where even the Way has no power. Zero.

He did not want to be there. "Audrey!"

Screamed her nane even as a bl ackness deeper than the surroundi ng night |apped
at his senses. He was no longer fully in control of his body. He continued to
struggl e, unaware of what he was doing. His mnd, |ocked within the effects of
the chem cal -saturated cloth, created a world somewhere be-tween ni ght mare and
sem consci ousness. Crashing of the sea where there was no sea, reaching for
the sky where there was no sky, clawing out fromthe earth where there was no
earth. This was Mchael's new world. One that dimed, flickered and, at |ast,
gave way to a sensation of falling that never ended.
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When he was a boy, Philip Doss had lived on a farmin rural Pennsylvania. A
small town in the westernnost section of the state near Latrobe, a beautiful
area of dense woods, rolling enerald hills and sylvan | akes.

The Dosses raised chickens. Their days began at four-thirty in the norning and
did not end until after sunset. It was a life of grinding work and little
reward. Philip's father was continually fighting higher feed prices, disease
anong his stock and the growi ng intrusion of |arge fanning conbines. Chicken
farm ng was the only thing the el der Doss knew, and while he just about
managed to eke out a living for hinself and his famly, he figured it was
better than the alternati ve—bankruptcy.

Philip hated the farm+the stink of the chickens, the snell of bl ood when they
were sl aughtered, the sheer saneness of the life. But he dearly |oved the
surroundi ng countryside. He spent the |ong afternoons staring out at the
hills, blue-hazed by distance. He wal ked down to the way station to watch the
Eri e Lackawanna freight train runble by, clickety-clack, riding the rails. He
particularly loved that train, would dream about it at night, its headlight

pi ercing the darkness, its | ong, hooting whistle echoing off the slunbering
hills, the blackbirds clattering off the tel ephone wires in its churning wake.
It wasn't until he was far away fromthe farmthat he understood the
significance of its hold over him The train emanated from an unknown
destination. It was an absolute mystery to him one which he needed to sol ve.
It brought up yearnings inside him unknowabl e things that nade himtoss and
turn in bed at night.

Philip's father was a pragmatic man. Thi nking back on it, Philip realized that
he must have been made so by circunstance. A brown-faced man with | eathery
skin and eyes the sun had washed of all color, he was continually dragging
Philip back fromhis reveries to do his chores around the farm Philip's
responsibilities were to gather the eggs fromthe |ayers' nests before he |eft
for school and to clean out the hen houses after he returned hone.

"You'll never anobunt to anything, son," his father would say to him "The
worl d's got no use for dreaners. World revol ves around hard work; what el se
keeps it spinning?"

He'd eye his son. "Man's got to know that what he wants for hinself ain't

i mportant. A man's got better things to occupy hinself. One day he'll have a
famly. He's got to provide for them Mke sure life's secure for his
children.” Philip's nother had died in childbirth | ess than two years after
Philip was born. Philip's father, who had never remarried, did not speak of
his wife—er any other wife, for that matter. "Fanily's what life's all about,
son. No nore an' no less. Foolish an' a waste of tine to think otherw se. The
sooner you learn that, the better."

Not hi ng anyone could have said to Philip could have terrified himas nmuch as
thi s—+he thought of living out the rest of his Iife on this farm working

ei ghteen hours, seven days a week, doing the sane rounds of chores nmonth in
month out; it was enough to make Philip break out in a cold sweat. He | onged
to hop the fast freight that came through town once a day but that streaked
again and again through his dreams each night. He longed to clinb those

bl ue- hazed hills, to discover what was on the other side. He |onged to neet
peopl e who were different from hinself.

But when he tried to tell his father all this, the words stuck in his throat,
and instead, he bowed his head and silently took his rake into the coop to
conpl ete his chores.

But in the end, it was the red fox—not the fast frei ght—that solved the
nmystery of what was in Philip's heart and changed his life forever.

During a long, particularly bitter winter, when Philip was nearing his
fourteenth birthday, a red fox began to find its way into the hen house. It
was Philip hinmself who first found the evidence: blood snmears, caked feathers,
pi eces of the hens' carcasses.



For weeks, Philip and his father tracked the fox across snow bl anketed fields,
whi spering woods, into a rock-strewn streambed silvery with ice. Philip,
armed with an old but serviceable .22-caliber Remington rifle, watched as his
father stopped periodically in their hunt to show himthe red fox's spoor
footprints here where the animal's weight broke through the snow s icy crust,
here where it brushed against the bole of a tree and |left reddish hairs, there
where it left its droppings.

As the hunt progressed Philip found hinself conming nore and nore alive, aware.
Hs mind, quick to pick up the tricks his father taught him began its own
gquesting. So that by the third or fourth tinme they set out after the fox, it
was Philip who led the way, Philip who spotted the aninal's spoor

And in the end, it was Philip who discovered why their trail always petered
out in the stream bed. The red fox was nore careful here. They had been
constantly frustrated and nystified as to why they lost all sign of himin
this area.

H s father had told himthat foxes generally slept in tall grass, their bushy
tails curled around them for warnmh. But some elenental instinct drew Philip
to the banks of the frozen stream where badgers, nmoles and simlar creatures
made their burrows. Sure enough, the fox had gone to ground in one of these
recently abandoned hol es.

The elation that filled Philip at the nonment of discovery was |ike a white-hot
fire.

He renmenbered bis father's voice in his ear: "He's yours, son."

He renenbered pulling up the Remington, sighting down its barrel

Most of all he renenbered that moment—as if it could be frozen in tine
precisely, like the pristine stream bed—ahen the fox was sl amed backward

agai nst the burrow wall, the red clay snearing its red and silver back

The fox was the raider: the killer, the invader, the destroyer. It was the
Saracen anong the Christians. Philip discovered a deep satisfaction in
tracking it down and expunging it fromthe face of the earth. It was as if he
had righted an essential wong.

Philip sold the farmthe day after he buried his father in the earth. The next
day he stole a ride on the fast freight. He |l eft western Pennsylvania far

behi nd, but the red fox filled his mnd. The nenmory of tracking that fox, of

t he nmonent he had caught up with it, pushed himonward through the streets of
one town after another. He was caught up in a restlessness, in a need to fee
again the straightening of the cosnmic scales. Nothing else could satisfy the
anarchic enptiness inside him He went fromtowns to cities. And the |arger

t he popul ation, the nore he saw the scales of justice as |opsided. In Chicago,
he tried his hand at police work for a time. But his maverick personality
continually ran himafoul of the political machine entrenched there.

He swung aboard another train, cane east to New York. But it was 1940 now, and
the war was on. This interested Philip in the nost elenental way. Here was the
greatest of wongs that needed righting.

He enlisted in the arny. During basic training, his unconventional nature got
himinto trouble. But lucidly for him he had a drill sergeant with a keen
eye, who signed Philip up for special training: for intelligence work in the
0SS, The DI's assessnent of his charge was correct. Philip proved hinself to
be one of those special people for whomthe armed services are always on the

| ookout. He never considered his own safety, never contenplated his own death.
Rather, it was as if he was surrounded by an invisible aura that not only
protected himfrom harm but kept those around himsafe as well.

H s superiors at OSS training took full advantage of this quality, putting
Philip through the nost rigorous and grueling of physical and nental training.
He not only accepted what they threw at him he wel comed the chall enges.

And when they put himinto the field, they hooked himup wth soneone they
consi dered "conpatible." By this, they neant soneone who could get close to
Philip, someone who had the "correct"” background. Sonmeone, in short, who could
tame his maverick spirit.

Philip and a |ieutenant named Jonas Sanmartin followed the twin prongs of the



Al lied advance toward the Pacific Rm They never saw action in the
conventional sense. Rather, they used Jonas's forte—decodi ng ci phers—+o

i ntercept Japanese nilitary comruni cations. Using the information, Philip
woul d | ead a team of hand-picked men on nighttinme forays into eneny canps, to
inflict the maxi rum anount of danage wi thout |eaving any trace of who had been
responsi bl e.

In 1943, they were at work in the Sol onon Islands. Less than a year later, it
was New Gui nea. Then, with increasing rapidity, the Marianas, |Iwo Jim and

i nawa, headi ng i nexorably for the Japanese i sl ands.

So effective were their raids throughout the Pacific that the Japanese high
conmand coi ned a phrase for them ninja senso. Ninja warfare. Wiile their
exploits naturally never made it into the Stars and Stripes, the ninja senso
had gai ned sonething of a reputation in the whispered scuttlebutt anong the
Ameri can troops.

In the last six nonths of the war, in that time after the fire bonbing of
Tokyo in March 1945, in which fully half the city was incinerated—and before
the worl d changed forever in August of that year, when the Enola Gay dropped
the atom c bonb on Hiroshi me—Philip and Jonas found time to beconme nore than
conbat buddi es who had to rely on one another for their lives. They becane
friends.

Jonas was the last in a long and illustrious line of mlitary nen. Hs
grandf at her had been a New York City police captain in 1896, when Teddy
Roosevelt had served as head of the city's police board. A year later, the two
of themresigned. Wth nutual friend Leonard Wod, they formed the famed Rough
Ri ders. Jonas's father had been a major in the cavalry during Wrld VWar |. He
had died in France, after having been decorated four times in the field.

Jonas was already living up to his famly's reputation. He graduated first in
his class fromWst Point. A strong-wlled, by-the-book young man, he

di stingui shed hinmself at the OSS, astonishing his nentors with his uncanny
ability to solve seem ngly inpossible strategic puzzles. They put himto work
i n cryptography.

"There's so nuch death here,"” Jonas said |late one night as they finished off a
fifth of Russian vodka, "it's become unreal." They were on a destroyer,
headi ng for M ndanao. The commander, flattered to be ferrying such fanous nen,
had broken out his best |iquor for them

"Life is unreal,"” Philip said. "That must nean there's no |onger a difference
between [ife and death." He remenbered the three of them | aughing their heads
of f over that.

"I don't know what life is anynore,"” the commander said, refilling their
gl asses. "Jesus, one nmonth is like a day out here. One part of the Pacific's
i ke another, one island full of Japs |ooks like any other island. Al | gotta

do is make sure my guns hit what | aimat and be sure | keep ny nmen as safe as
| can."

Philip waved his arm gesturing. "There's nore than that out past the horizon.
Cotta be."

"Maybe. But isn't that what war is all about?" the commander said. "Death and
t he conpression of tinme?"

"No," Philip said, unaccountably angrily. "War is about w nning." That

nmorni ng, the radiation ate Hiroshima alive.

Philip was in the business of death. He did it so well, he would cone to
understand years later, that he would have no reason ever to do anything el se.
He was not unlike the poor wetches who had survived Hiroshi ma and Nagasaki
wat chi ng their bodi es being corroded by an invisible and i nconprehensi bl e
force that had taken hold of their lives and woul d not |et go.

Anot her form of radiation was affecting Philip. He had allowed his work to
becorme his life. And in so doing, his work had beconme both strict definition
and ultimate boundary. In that sense, was it so far renoved fromthe chicken
farmin western Pennsyl vania that had enslaved his father?

When he and Jonas arrived in Tokyo in Novenber 1946, the city was bl anketed
with an early snow. They hadn't seen snow for a very long time; they had even



forgotten what winter was. The bl ack ki nonos stood out starkly against the
virgin-white. It was only gradually, as the city dug out from under, when the
snow turned ash-gray, that other colors began to be seen: the bright red of a
kite, the deep blue of a porcelain cup, the intense green of a cryptoneria
tree. Yet they were no nore vibrant or nmenorable than that first startling
contrast that had been their first sight of Tokyo that chilly Novenber
nor ni ng.

In Japan, Philip and Jonas were under the control of a col onel named Harold
Morten Silvers. The previous Cctober, President Truman had fired WIIiam
Donovan, disbanding his brainchild, the OSS. In its place, the president—aith
the urging of close advisers such as General Sam Hadl ey—had created an
ill-defined, tenporary network, the CIG the Central Intelligence Goup. The
Cl G was, of course, conposed of the dogs who had been | eashed to the GCSS.
Silvers was one of the nost inportant of those. He assigned to Philip and
Jonas a young Cl G ai de naned Ed Porter, who had come here with the first
contingent of the occupation arny. Porter was a fresh-faced, regul ation-type
kid who gave them an extensive tour of the vast, half-burned city.

Late in the afternoon, they arrived in the Asakusa district, north of Tokyo's
center. A pale and bl oated sun shinmered on the sinuous Sum da River. The

pl ace was odd. Tokyo was usually thronged with people, vehicles and energy
that even

the immedi ate aftermath of war could not affect. But around here there was
not hi ng: no pedestrians, no traffic, no life.

"This is what's left of the great Asakusa tenple," Porter said, pointing to
the charred renmai ns of what was now nothing nore than a hole in the ground. He
wal ked them through it while he talked in the practiced, dispassionate tone of
t he professional guide. "This was where thousands of Japanese fled during the
fire bombing of Tokyo |ast March. Three hundred Superfortress bombers dropped
over seven hundred thousand M29's, Ever hear of them you two? Not in your
line of work, | expect. M29's are an experinental type of bomb that contain a
m xture of incendiary jelly and oil.* Explosions and raging fires ensued."
Porter pointed to the remmants of what appeared to be a couple of bl ackened
pillars. "The tenple was built in the seventeenth century. Ever since then, it
had survived every natural disaster, including violent earthquakes and the
great fire of 1923. The M29's took care of that.

"In all, alnost two hundred thousand Japanese died in the fire bonbing. That's
maybe sixty, seventy thousand nmore than we estimate died—and will die-as a
result of the atomi c explosion in Hiroshinm."

The Japanese people buried their dead. But they had been given a task: to
forget the msery of the war, to turn their faces away fromthe m stakes of
the past and begin a newlife. To build a future upon the ashes of the old.
CGeneral Dougl as MacArt hur had al so been given a task, that of "redirecting"

t he new Japan. This concept canme straight froman Eyes Only neno from
President Truman's desk. It meant not only hel ping to put Japan's economny back
on its feet, but also making sure those feet stayed on the straight and

narr ow—Aneri can-style. This was officially known as the denocratization of
Japan. It included a new constitution, decentralization of the highly
centralized Japanese government, an end to militarism dissolving the huge

zai bat su—+the fani|ly-owned industrial conglonerates that w el ded so nmuch power
in prewar Japan—as well as an i medi ate purge of war crimnals and all known
and suspected left-wing elements fromboth the public and the private sectors.
The Tojo-controlled Diet, the Japanese parliament, was "liberated" of its
mlitaristic nenbers. Every day, Philip and (* The first experinmental use of
napal m) Jonas expected to hear of the beginning of runmpred purges throughout
t he zai batsu hierarchy. But nothi ng happened.

Until one norning they were summoned to Col onel Sil-vers's office. As usual
they were greeted by David Turner, Silvers's adninistrative adjutant. Turner
was a man approximately their age. He was tall, slender, bespectacled, with a
handsome, ascetic face. Wnen apparently found himcharismatic, for Philip had
often seen himout with a variety of unattached WACs or female CI G



adm ni strative personnel. Unlike other single ClG nen, he preferred American
worren to the staggering array of Japanese girls avail able in Tokyo's boom ng
ni ghttime cl ubs.

They exchanged greetings with Turner, but fromtheir side they were nore than
cool, since Philip and Jonas possessed the field man's inbred contenpt for

of fi ce-bound paper pushers, who | acked the courage to test their nmettle in the
arena of battle.

Turner led theminto Silvers's inner sanctum then he cl osed the door behind
him |eaving the three men al one. They sat on the hard-backed wooden chairs in
front of Silvers's desk, and he handed them coded files. During the war, the
0SS had been a shadow organi zati on. That was one of the main reasons it had
been so successful. Now, in peacetine, there was an urgent necessity to

| engt hen and deepen those shadows.

"The zai batsu" Silvers said, "still wi eld an enornmous anobunt of power. That's
not surprising since they are the traditional business congl onerates owned and
operated by Japan's nost influential famlies.

"According to nmy intelligence, the Japanese spent a lot of time rewiting |og
books, accounts, drafts and nmenmps. Wile we were busy putting together the
nuts and bolts of the occupation, their bureaucracy was in the process of
getting rid of the incrimnating evidence against their nost inportant
mlitarists.

"OfF course, we have no proof of this. But the upshot is they did such a good
job of it that the war-crines tribunal can't touch a nunber of the worst

i ndustrialists who were directing the manufacturing of munitions and spurring
on the war effort.

"Therefore, it is often . . . difficult if not downright un-politic for the
war-crimes tribunal to go after certain, ah, high-ranking zai batsu nenbers. As
you will see fromthe files, there are a specific nunber of influential people

fromthis sector of Japanese society who nust be elinm nated. W cannot-—-and
neither can the Japanese—tol erate the existence of war crimnals in this new
soci ety the president has conmtted us to building in Japan, not even those
whom t he war-crinmes tribunal cannot touch."

Silvers brought out a pipe and | eat her pouch. "Sometines the denocratic
process needs a bit of, er, unconventional assistance." He unzipped the pouch
"These individual s cannot be disposed of in the accepted, public procedura
manner. That is to say the war-crines tribunal is powerless to touch them"
He stuffed the pipe with tobacco fromthe pouch, got it going. "That's where
you two corme in. You will term nate each target detailed in those files and
make each operation seemlike an accident."

Philip considered this. "Can | ask why the war-crinmes tribunal can't get at
these nen? If they are war crimnals, they deserve to be brought to justice."
"You can ask," Silvers said, staring at the ceiling.

"Let's be creative," Jonas said. "Let's imagine the npst banal of reasons. In
this kind of bureaucracy, that woul d make sense. The nmen in these files stil
have too much influence within the government. O they've got dirt on us we
don't want aired."

Philip leafed through the files. "Arisawa Yamanoto, Shigeo Nakajinma, Zen
Godo. " He | ooked up. "What 1'd like to know," he said, "is how these targets
were identified—f, as you said, elements within the Japanese bureaucracy did
such an expert job of destroying the evidence of the war crines these nen
committed. "

Col onel Silvers puffed on his pipe. He seened inordinately fascinated by the
spi der-web network of cracks in the ceiling.

"Just execute the directive," he said- in a hard voice. "In the manner
outlined."

Philip had the CIGto thank for his marriage. He net Lillian Hadley in Tokyo.
It happened on a | ate Decenber day in 1946. He and Jonas had been in Japan for
just over a month. It had rained all afternoon. The eveni ng washed itself
clean like a cat. The USO troupe was putting on a Christmas show for the
American forces occupying the city. By show tine, the skies had cleared and



the crowd was dense.

Philip got his first glinpse of Lillian Hadley that evening: spotlit, chrome
nm crophone i n one hand, backed by a sixteen-piece band. It is difficult to
convey the profound effect Lillian had on him Though she had a vi brant voice,
it was neverthel ess unrenarkabl e, which was in stark contrast to her aura. Her
great gift was in playing to the crowd. She obviously adored being the center
of attention of twenty thousand soldiers. It showed in the way she sang to
them in the way she bent down, holding first this soldier's hand, then
touching that soldier's cheek. She was wholly Anerican, the epitone of the
girl next door who appeared on nagazi ne covers. In short, she rem nded them of
hone, and they | oved her.

So did Philip. Seeing her up there, he was remnm nded of where he was and j ust
how | ong he had been away, not only from hone-his house, his town, his
country—but from anything that had a senbl ance of normal cy. Seeing her, he was
swept away by the powerful nostalgia that causes the expatriot periodically to
weep into his whiskey and get into fights for no good reason

When the concert was over, Philip found hinmself heading backstage. His CIG
credentials were nore than sufficient to get himthrough the phal anx of
guards.

Once backstage, am d the scurrying people in greasepaint and costunes, trunks
and batteries of lights, snaking cables and instrunent cases, he did not quite
know what to do, until he saw Lillian

She was standing by herself, a quiet, alnpost regal figure, drinking coffee
froma paper cup, thoughtfully absorbing the controlled chaos around her. She
rem nded hi mof a homeconi ng queen at coll ege, that unobtai nabl e personage
with the perfect face and body, snmiling sweetly while all the horny nen
mental |y undressed her. He had seen such a scene in the novies. Philip, of
course, had never gone to college. The farm had seen to that. But that had not
st opped him from educating hinmself. He had al ways been a voraci ous reader, for
readi ng, |ike daydream ng, possessed that wonderful ly unique quality of

al l owi ng oneself to escape into a whol e new worl d.

W thout being totally conscious of what he was doing, Philip went up to
Lillian and introduced hinself.

She | aughed at his jokes, was pleased at his conplinments, spoke at first
shyly, then nore openly. After a tine, Philip realized how lonely and cut off
fromall she |loved she was. She was the kind of girl you had al ways | onged to
take to the

| ocal hangout after a Saturday night novie, so all your friends could noon
over what was yours

Time would show that Lillian Hadl ey woul d age wel|l and—perhaps even nore

i mportant—gracefully. But in those days she was absol utely stunning. Her
father was Sam Hadl ey, a three-star general on MacArthur's personal staff, who
had a well-known reputation as a strict disciplinarian fromthe old George
Patton school. Hadley was a brilliant career officer, capable of naking

i nstant deci sions under the nost harrow ng of circunstances. He was the sane
Ceneral Hadl ey who had pushed for the creation of the CIG He was one of the
creators of America's top-level strategy in Japan. It was even said by sone
that the president relied on General Hadl ey nore than on anyone else to

formul ate | ong-range policy in the Far East.

They spent the evening together, talking and staring into each other's eyes.
O'ten he saw in her face everything that he had | oved—and had fled from-+n the
rolling hills of west-em Pennsylvania. It was as if he could define her
features by his tiny honmetown soda shop that slaked his thirst on dusty sunmer
afternoons, the red-sided wooden school in which he had | earned to read and
wite, the sweet pealing of the bells of the church where on Sunday norni ngs
he and his father went to pray and give thanks. For him this ail-Anerican
girl enmbodied all that was wonderful in his chil dhood—without any of the dark
baggage that had caused himto run away. So perhaps it was not surprising that
he shoul d confuse this intense nostalgia with | ove.

"Sonetines," she said, "I nmiss ny brothers so nmuch | feel as if | can't



br eat he. "

"Are they far away from here?" Philip asked.

Lillian staring up at the stars, their own private playground. Weepi ng
silently.

"\What happened?" he asked gently.

For a tine, Philip thought she hadn't heard him "M/ brothers," she said so
softly that the wind took her words past his ear, "were both killed in the
war. Jason was at Anzio, on the beach. | don't think he ever felt solid

Eur opean ground beneath his feet.

"Billy was a tank commander. In Patton's division, no |ess. Father was so
proud of him Billy was all he could talk about for nonths and nonths. Well
Patton was a headline-nmaker, after all. And where Patton went, Billy did too.
"He made it all the way to Pilsen. Then a German | and mne ripped open his
tank and his belly."

She was shivering a little, and Philip put his arnms around her

"I still hate this war, even though it's over," she said. "It was cruel and

i nhuman. Human bei ngs were not meant to bear such pain."

No, Philip thought sadly, on the contrary. Human beings gladly wage war, tine
after time, learning nothing fromhistory, because they crave power above al
el se. And power, by definition, means the enslavenment of others.

"They were so young," Lillian said. "So pure and brave."

Philip had never met a woman who so filled up his eyes and his heart. He
couldn't think around her. He didn't want to. He wanted to hold her, touch
her, kiss her. He felt drenched in her beauty.

It wasn't until nuch later that he found out how nmuch she despi sed Japan and
t he Japanese. But by then it was too |ate.

In the autumm of 1946, the American government subsidies to Japan had finally
ceased. Because, to an inordinate degree, they had been propping up the shaky
postwar econony, it inmrediately began to crunble.

There was an air of panic anmong the top mnisters, who foresaw that by March
1947, the Japanese econony would grind to a conplete halt. The subsidies had
cone to an end at a time when Japanese stockpiles were virtually nil, when

i mports were al nost nonexi stent, when the country was facing an appalling coa
shortage. In short, Japan would be producing nothing because there would be no
raw materials fromwhich to manufacture products.

Two weeks before the occupation forces woul d cel ebrate Thanksgi ving, Prine

M ni ster Shigeru Yoshi da had hand-picked a brain trust of top mnisters to
devise a way out of the crisis.

O the six men nmaking up the Coal Conmittee, all but one was either fromthe
M nistry of Commerce and Industry—fromits inception in 1925, the nost
powerful and influential of all the mnistries in the Japanese bureaucracy—er
the Foreign Mnistry, with a degree in econonics. The exception was a man by
t he nane of Zen Godo. He was a newly appointed vice-chairmn of the Bank of

Ni ppon and was by far the youngest of the sextet.

Neverthel ess, it was Godo who fornul ated the idea, adopted and endorsed by the
conmittee, of prioritizing sectors of the econony to promote specific

"hi gh- speed" production. Wthout this great |eap forward, he reasoned, there
woul d very soon be no new Japan |left to support its people.

Godo had the best education imagi nable. He had graduated first in his class
from Todai —Fokyo University, the nost prestigious seat of |earning in Japan
He had joined the home mnistry in 1939 along with fifty-six other newy
graduated | awers. That, however, is where then- bureaucratic careers diverged
fromthe other thousand or so newconers to the various ministries.

Godo and the select others were given very special training. By 1941, all were
in place throughout the country. Godo's place was with the Tokyo Metropolitan
Pol i ce Board.

Eventual |y, according to the files Silvers had provided Philip and Jonas, Godo
became the chief of the city's Tokko—the thought-control police. Tokko was
established to ferret out any and all anti-militaristic elements within the
country who m ght sabotage or in some way undernine the strenuous war effort.



Mostly this meant Communi sts and Conmmuni st synpat hi zers.

Because of the nature of their job, Tokko officials were accorded al nost
unlimted privileges. Around the country they could virtually do as they

pl eased. Their superiors were that only for the record. A Tokko official could
not be fired or even disciplined by his superior. In fact, because the Tokko
man was appoi nted from Tokyo, his superior was duty-bound to follow his

i nstructi ons.

The best of the e\-Tokko nmen—such as Zen Godo—dsed their inside contacts to
prepare thensel ves for the surrender of Japan. Thus, unlike many others, they
flourished after the war. As vice-chairman of one of only three central banks,
Zen Godo wi el ded al nost unlinited power in the Japan of 1946. It was he who
hel ped fornul ate the new econom c setup: Guided by government policy, the
central banks over-loaned to specific conmpanies to get themstarted up. These
conpani es becanme so dependent on the banks that they were eventual ly engul fed
by them Soon these central banks woul d becone the nuclei of the successors to
the zai batsu, the traditional famly-run congl onerates. They thensel ves woul d
run mul tibusi ness konzerns, all within the nost profitable sectors of the
nascent, ready-to-boom postwar econony.

Zen Godo was al so one of the forenost practitioners of kanryodo, the art of
bei ng a bureaucrat. Kanryodo was no less difficult to master than aikido, the
art of hand-to-hand conmbat, or kendo, the art of sword fighting.

Only the Japanese could have the mind-set to el evate such a pedestrian pursuit
to the level of an art. And consequently, it was the bureaucrat who was to the
new Japan what the sanurai was to the old Japan. lronically, the rise of the
bureaucrat was the American occupation's doing. By dismantling the mlitary
and severely crippling the zai batsu, General MacArthur had |left a power vacuum
of such magnitude that it could not exist for |ong.

As the sector of the nation designated to rebuild Japan, the bureaucracy
naturally noved into this vacuum taking advantage of every opportunity wth
which it was presented.

Zen Codo had read about the death of Arisawa Yamanoto, and it disturbed him
Though the newspapers reported Yanmanoto's death as an acci dent, sonethi ng
about its timng did not sit well with Godo. He had been a friend and cl ose
busi ness associ ate of Yamanoto's since the old days. Ya-manoto had been the
director of the aircraft conpany that bore his name. It, along with Nakajina
Aircraft, was the manufacturer of the Zero airplane engi nes. The conpany had
made a fortune for Yamanoto during the war. But he, |ike Zen Godo, held no
aninosity toward the Americans. They—anong the few-had seen the ultinmate
folly of their country's entering the war. On the surface, they did their duty
to their emperor because for men such as they, there was no other course of
action. But in their hidden hearts they secretly wel comed an end to the
conflict. Now all they wanted was to get on with the rebuilding of Japan

As recently as a week ago, Yamanoto had net with Godo and told himof his plan
to turn over to the Anmericans the technology for a new type of jet engine his
engi neers had been working on during the last nonths of the war.

Now Yamanot o was dead. Run over by a truck, the newspapers reported. Zen Godo
did not believe the newspapers. The timng was too fortuitous for Yamanoto's
enem es. Yamanoto's enem es were al so Zen Godo's enemes. They were in many
quarters, they were superbly organized and they were industrious in their

mal evol ent plotting. Thus, it paid Zen Godo to be cautious. And to seek out
the real cause of his friend s death.

Accordingly, Zen Godo sent for his daughter

M chi ko was newWly married to Ari sawa Yamanoto's el dest son, Nobuo. It was a
marriage arranged by the two fathers. Zen Godo thought of this marriage as his
future. Nobuo was bright, presentable and reasonably handsorme. And far nore

i mportant, he was the firstborn and would therefore inherit the conpany on the
death of his father.

Godo thought Nobuo a perfect match for M chi ko, who, while beautiful enough
was possessed of a vile and fiery nature, which Godo privately considered to
be irredeenmabl e. Nobuo was ol der than she, nore nmature. Wth a personality



such as hers, Godo often found hinself thinking, what young man in his right
m nd woul d chance wooi ng her for |ong?

The two nmen had tal ked of the physical bonding of their famlies nuch as two
brokers will discuss an inportant business nerger. Eventually they had agreed
on the terns, and the marriage was consunmmat ed. This was six nonths ago. Now
M chi ko and Nobuo were together, although with what degree of success Godo had
no i dea. The couple had noved to Kobe soon after the wedding, as there were
fam ly-run factories near there that Nobuo had been assigned to oversee. The
conpany was in the process of changing over to heavy-industry-machinery

manuf acture. The famly intended to be at the forefront of the rebuilding of
Japan. To that end, they fornmed a partnership wi th Kanagawa Heavy | ndustries.
It all seermed to be going snoothly. Until Arisawa Ya-manmpoto di ed. Run over by
a runaway truck.

"M chi ko," Zen Godo told his daughter, "I suspect that we are under attack by
our enem es. Accordingly, | nust know the real circumstances of your
father-in-law s death."

M chi ko, kneeling in filial piety in front of her father, bowed her head.
"You have always been ny strong right arm Many of my busi ness successes |
attribute to your ingenuity. You have sought out the secrets of this city for
me in ways only a woman coul d achieve. Now | fear that our enem es have begun

to nove against us. | amtoo rmuch in the public eye to make any overt
counterneasures. | cannot afford to bring the attention of either our enemes
or the Americans to nyself. | have only you to turn to."

Zen Godo could not bear to mention the nane of his daughter Ckichi, now gone
fromthem forever.

"If Arisawa Yamanoto was murdered,” Mchiko said, "I will find those who
killed him What do you wish ne to do when | discover their identities?"

For a long tinme Zen Godo did not answer her. He was contenpl ating the nature
of revenge.

* * *

The night Philip proposed to Lillian, she was singing. Flooded in light, she
wor ked t he audi ence—boys, nostly, not nore than eighteen years old—nto a kind
of ecstacy. What she gave themwas nore than sex appeal. It was entirely
natural, and therefore highly potent. They watched her, rapt, w thout any rea
under st andi ng of what they were hearing. That didn't matter. She reninded the
boys of hone. And she wasn't afraid to reach out to them

Wth Philip it was another story entirely. Several times he had tried to make
|l ove to her. Always she denurred, though he was gentle, attentive and | oving.
Though they spent hours kissing and caressing, whispering endearnents and
hol di ng each ot her cl ose.

"I"ve never been with a man," she said, "in . . . that way." She put her head
against his chest. "I want it to be special. Very special."

"Aren't our feelings for each other special ?"

"Ch yes," she said. "Yes. It's just that | always dreaned . . . Wien | was a
little girl, | dreamed of how it would be. None of mny other dreans have cone
true, Phil. This is ny last chance. | want it to be as | imagined it would
be." Her eyel ashes were wet. "You're the first man who ... | think you could

make ne give up the dream If you insisted."” She held himtight. It was not
her voice but sonething far nore el emental that spoke to him saying, But I'm
asking you not to. PIlease.

He didn't.

But he did ask her to marry him Wich was, of course, what she had wanted al
al ong.

Zen Godo had had three children by his now dead wi fe. Now only one, M chiko,
was alive. He could not bear to think of his other daughter, Ckichi. Tetsu,
his lone son, had fervently believed in the war. He had seen it as a divine

wi nd from whi ch his honel and woul d energe in powerful splendor.

To this end he had devoted hinmself in patriotic and nost unsel fish fashion for



three years as a kam kazi pilot. Zen Godo carried within himthe boy's death

poem
The wild cherry bl ossons of
Yamat o

When they fal

May dazzl e even Heaven

Yamat o was an ol d, poetic nane for Japan. It was also the nane of the unit of
t he Tokkotai, Special Attack Force, to which Tetsu had been assigned. He was
twenty-two when he died.

Tetsu had believed in the shokokum n, the children of the rising generation
Had he not quoted to Zen Godo what the war hero Vice-Admral Onishi had
witten, that "the purity of youth will usher in the divine wind"? Tetsu had
been infused with yamat o-dama-shii, the intense Japanese spirit. In the |ast
days of the war, when desperation filled the air alnmpst as thickly as the
Ameri can bonbs, it was assuned that yamato-dama-shii would bring victory where
superior arms and manpower could not.

At the graves of his famly, Zen Godo Iit the joss sticks and dutifully said
the prayers for the dead, know ng the agony of false beliefs.

When Zen Godo renenbered the ultimate futility and obsessive behavi or that
defi ned yamat o-dama-shii, he automatically thought of Kozo Shiina. Shiina was
currently the nost powerful mnister in M, the Mnistry of Comrerce and

I ndustry, which, through his maneuverings, had emerged as Japan's npst

i nfluential postwar bureaucracy. Shiina was also at the heart of a dark and
deadly clique of mnisters.

Shiina worked diligently—al nost, one could say, mnegal o-nani acall y—en poli shing
the i mage of the new MCI. He had cal culatingly surrounded hinself wth
mnisters of the wartinme mnistry of nunitions. These nmen, like him were al
former high-ranking military officers. However, Shiina hinself had seen that
his and their dossiers were altered during the first week of the occupation
when chaos reigned in Tokyo. Now t hese nmen were beyond reproach by the
war-crimes tribunal or by anyone el se. They were also forever in Shiina's
debt .

The Japanese had learned fromtheir terrible | oss of face at the hands of
occupation forces. Particularly Shiina, who so resented the MacArt hur
constitution being shoved down his throat that he resolved to nmake the

Ameri cans pay.

At MCI, it had been Shiina's idea to begin enploying principle and practice.
Tat emae and honne. This meant that within the Japanese bureaucracy, two
courses would run sinultaneously. Taterae, principle, would be used when

di scussing policy with the occupation forces. Honne, the practice—that is, the
i mpl enent ati on—ef those policies, agreed upon anong the Japanese ministers

t hensel ves, woul d be sonething el se again.

The success of tatemae and honne was incal culable. It bestowed upon Shiina a
ki nd of stature he had not had even during the height of the war. Yet because
of Japan's humiliating defeat, because of Shiina's abhorrence of the
occupation, this victory provided only a nodi cum of enotional satisfaction
Philip worked only at night. By now it had become something of a tradenark.
Anyway, it was how he had been trai ned, how he worked best.

Jonas was the planner, the spider manufacturing intricately plotted webs.
Philip refined the plans, taking themout of the real mof the theoretical
maki ng t hem wor kabl e on a physical level, then carrying them out. Toget her
they nmade a form dabl e team

Jonas had chosen a night before the new nmoon was set to rise. But that night
turned out to be too clear, so Philip waited for the atnosphere to turn thick
and msty. Two nights later, even car headlights seened i nadequate to the task
of cutting through the bl ackness.

There were still many lights out in Tokyo, even on bl ocks where houses stood
whol e and undamaged by bonmbs. The parks, of course, were pockets of Stygian
bl ackness.



Shi geo Nakajima was the second target singled out in their directive. Arisawa
Yamanot o had been the first. Philip had driven the truck that had run him
over. According to the intelligence Silvers had provided Philip and Jonas,
Yamanot o had run a prisoner-of-war canp in M ndanao that had had an
extraordinarily high death rate anong its inmates. Yanmanoto had been in the
habit of physically taunting the PONs. Those who could not take it were shot.
Those who coul d were tortured.

Shi geo Nakajima was accused of |eading a battalion of soldiers into battle on
i nawa, of defeating the eneny and of exhorting those under his command to
defile the bodies of the eneny. The wounded were summarily executed. The
corpses were stripped of all armament and val uabl es and, as an exanple to
those who would find them were then castrated.

The dossiers on both these men were daming, piling on fact after
stomach-turning fact. "These aren't nen," Jonas had said to Philip at one
point. "They're nonsters."

But the evidence was so abundant and extraordinarily detailed that privately,
Philip had trouble believing all of this intelligence could have been covered
up so conpletely. He had carried out the first term nation w th doubts naggi ng
at him Sonmething did not feel right. Now, as he began the second nission, he
felt those doubts surfacing again, nore persistent now

The house was in Matsugaya, near Ueno Park, north of Tokyo's downtown hub. It
| oomed up, invisible until Philip was very close to the outer gardens. He had
left the car half a mile away, wal king the rest of the way.

Breaking in was no problem He left his wet shoes on the porch outside. An
ironically polite gesture. Tatam mats were for bare or tabled feet only.
Philip was wearing tabi, these functional Japanese socks that divided the big
toe fromthe others for ease of nmovenment. It was conceivable that oils from
the sole of the foot could | eave a trace on the reed mats.

Philip slid open the rice-paper door into Nakajim's bedroom He placed one
foot carefully in front of the other. The tabi allowed himto feel with his
toes, as well as to grip when the need arose. The darkness in the room was
mtigated somewhat by the shoji screens out onto one of the gardens. There,
Nakajima habitually left small votive candles burning so that the spirits of
his famly mght not |ose their way should they cone to visit himduring the

ni ght .
But it was another spirit who had cone.
The small flames' illum nation was dispersed by the rice-paper screens. Philip

saw Nakaj i ma asl eep beneath the coverlet. He crept across the tatam until he
was behind the man's head. He knelt down.

Nakajima was |lying on his back. Philip | eaned over and fol ded the cotton
coverlet until he had tripled its thickness. Then he carefully lifted it unti
the tripled section was directly over Nakajim's upturned face.

Now al |l at once he rose up and jamred the coverlet down across Nakajima's
face. Quickly, he used his knees to anchor it on either side of the Japanese's
head. Kept his hands free as Nakajim gave a nuffled cry. His torso began to
arch upward. Stopped by the swath of the coverlet.

Philip leaned into his task as Nakajim's notions becane nore ani mated. The
Japanese's hands scrabbled along the tatami as if searching for sonething
preci ous. A weapon,

per haps? Philip glanced down. No. A slip of paper. He returned his attention
to his task.

Nakajim's | egs were thrashing now, the heels drunmi ng agai nst the resilient
straw mats. He jerked and strained, his body's tw tchings becom ng desperate
now. Nakajima was not easily relinquishing his hold on life.

Philip applied the final amount of pressure. Nakajima's fingers crackled the
paper they were gripping. Then slowy, the armfell. Philip renmoved the fol ded
coverlet, stared down into the blank eyes.

Carefully, he unfolded the coverlet, placing it back precisely as he had found
it. He was turning to | eave when his gaze was caught again by the paper
clutched in Nakajim's hand. Wy had that paper seenmed so vital at the noment



of death? It was as if he was trying to protect it—er to destroy it.

Philip bent, took the paper out of the stiffening fingers. He went to the
screens, used the candlelight to read the calligraphy.

It was a letter. Philip read it twice without pause. lIce water spread through
his belly. Al the incipient doubts about the directive he and Jonas had been
gi ven came racing to the foreground. And he thought, God in heaven, what have
| done?

Wth a mounting sense of urgency, he pocketed the letter and, as a

whi ppoorwi I | sounded its nocturnal call, disappeared fromthe house.

Only the votive candl es remained, their flames flickering, casting nun nous
shadows upon the rice-paper screens.

Philip and Lillian were nmarried the next day. It was crisp and clear, the
heavi ness of the previous night's weather cleaned out by a strong north w nd.
The breeze off the Sumida snelled of pine and ash—+i ke Japan, a synbol of the
new and the ol d.

Lillian was dressed in a plumcolored suit. A true weddi ng dress was out of
the question; lace and taffeta were inpossible to cone by. But she had a hat
with a veil that covered the top half of her face as she wal ked down the aisle
armin armwth her father

CGeneral Hadley, a large, handsone man with a silver noustache and pi nk cheeks,
was as dapper as could be in his dress uniform H s shoes were so highly
polished Philip was quite certain he could have used themas a mrror to knot
his tie.

The general's wife, a small, neat woman with a retiring tenperanent, cried
when Lillian said, "I do." The general sat beside his wife in the first row,
gl oved hands in his lap, as still as a statue. If the cerenpny affected himin

any way, he failed to showit.

But at the reception afterward, he punped Philip's hand energetically and
said, "Congratul ations, son. You're a fine addition to the fanmly." The
expression on Philip's face nade himlaugh. "Don't you think I had you checked
out when | found out you were seeing ny little girl? Hell, | had you so
scrutinized I can tell you how often you wash your Jockey shorts.”

He steered Philip into a corner, |lowered his voice. "You and your friend Jonas
Sanmmartin have done a damm fine job for us in the Pacific. And you're
continuing to performa much-needed service for your country here in Japan
Sure | know what you're up to now. Wn't get much public recognition out of

it, so |l want you to know that your work is appreciated."”

"Thank you, sir," Philip said. He could see Lillian, her nother at her side,
amid a swirl of well-w shers. For hours after he had returned hone from

Nakaji ma's house, he could not sleep. He had debated with hinmself whether to
show the letter to Jonas. Twi ce had picked up the phone to call his friend.
Both times he decided against it. Jonas was clever in ways Philip could never
hope to be. But he was a West Point man through and through. He foll owed
orders to the letter. How nmany times had he railed at Philip for bendi ng—er

br eaki ng—the rules by which he lived his life.

"Dammt, Phil, the world can't run w thout order," Jonas had said many tinmes.
"Rul es are nmeant to be obeyed no matter what. Sonetimes | think you're a
goddamm menace to the armed services." Then he'd grin and say, "l don't think
you'll ever learn.”

But those epi sodes of rule breaking had been minor infractions. As far as
Philip was concerned, they were the harm ess result of his being a free
spirit. This was totally different. If what Philip suspected was true, then
everything he and Jonas had done in Japan was a conplete lie. And taking it a
step further, it was inpossible to say whether Colonel Silvers hinself, their
conmandi ng of ficer, was being duped or whether he was in on the falsification
of intelligence.

Mich as he | oved and trusted Jonas, Philip knew that he could not take the
chance that Jonas would pass on this information to Silvers. Not until Philip
could ascertain which side of the fence Silvers was on. So Philip had deci ded
to keep the information in Nakajima's letter to hinself.



But how to act on it on his own? That was the question that plagued him Now
he had a thought. And, perhaps, the answer. "If you don't mnd, General, I'd
like to ask a favor of you."

"Call me Samin private, son. You're part of the famly now "

"Yes sir. Well, | was wondering. Regarding nmy current directive. |'mcurious
as to the origin of the intelligence on nmy targets. Do you think you could
find out for me?"

Hadl ey snagged a coupl e of gl asses of chanpagne from a passing waiter, handed
one to Philip. "Wiy not ask your commandi ng officer? Silvers is a good man."
"I"ve tried, sir,"” Philip said. "But |'ve run up against a stone wall."

"Well now, Phil. You've been in the CI G long enough to understand the
procedures. Information's extended on a strictly need-to-know basis. | guess
Silvers has nade that decision.”

"But what," Philip said, "if the intelligence Silvers is passing down to ne is
fal se?"

CGeneral Hadley's eyes narrowed. "You got any proof to back up that allegation,
son?"

Philip handed himthe letter he had found in Shigeo Nakajinma's hand.

"I don't read Jap," Hadley said, |ooking at it upside down.

"It's aletter,” Philip said, turning it right side up. "From Nakajim to
Arisawa Yamanoto. It tal ks about a radical -design jet engine that Yamanoto was
about to hand over to us. That doesn't sound |like the action of a war crimna
hi di ng from Aneri can justice."

Ceneral Hadl ey sipped at his champagne, shrugged. "Maybe Nakajinma was going to
use it as barter."

"I don't think so," Philip said. "First, there's no nmention of that in the
letter.” He pointed to the vertical lines of calligraphy. "Second, and nore

i mportant, Nakajima mentions Zen Godo, a business partner of his and
Yamanot o' s. He says that the three of them have been nmade the targets of

somet hing call ed the Jiban."

Hadl ey frowned. "Wat is that?"

"I don't know," Philip confessed. "Jiban is the Japanese word for a | oca
political machine. 1'd say it's a group of some kind."

"And you suspect that this group, this Jiban, may have | eaked the intelligence
dammi ng Yamanot o and Nakaji ma?"

Philip nodded. "What | now believe is that Yamanoto, Nakajinma and Godo are not
the war crimnals the intelligence Silvers gave us woul d have us believe.
Rather, it is beginning to seemas if those three men are political enem es of
this Jiban. The Jiban wants them destroyed, and they have found the perfect
way to effect that destruction: use the services of the CIG which is
hel |l -bent to ferret out Japanese war crininals who are beyond the reach of the
war-crimes tribunal. It's the perfect crime: Hire people to kill for you by
maki ng them believe that they are meting out justice."

Hadl ey considered the ram fications of what Philip was saying. "Yamanoto and
Nakaj i ma have already been ternmi nated," he said after a tinme. "Wat about Zen
Godo?"

"He's next on our list,"” Philip said. "Sir, |'ve already got two nmurders on ny
conscience. | cannot tolerate a third."

"Put that away," Ceneral Hadley said, indicating Nakaji-ma's letter. He eyed
Philip. "Tell me, why didn't you go to anyone at CIGwith this information?"

"I don't know that either, really,"” Philip said. He had been thinking about
that all night. "Instinct, maybe."

Hadl ey nodded. "Trust is the nost hard-won comodity in life, eh?" As a forner
field commander, he had a healthy respect for a soldier's instinct. "Al

right," he said. "I'lIl see if | can find out the source of Colonel Silvers's
intelligence. But until | do, you are honor-bound to carry out any directive
your CO gives you. | want you to understand that." Then he smled, clapped

Philip on the back, raised his glass in toast. "But right now, let's both
enj oy ourselves. Here's to you and my daughter. May you both be blessed with a
lifetime of happiness!”



If Zen Godo believed in one thing, it was in standing in the sun. That is, in
busi ness as well as in battle, always stand with the sun behind you. This was

a figurative as well as a literal philosophy. Watch your enemies well, but do
not allow themto see you with any clarity. |If your enem es cannot see you
wel |, they cannot attack, or at |east attack with any degree of success.

Thi s phil osophy was taught to Zen Godo by his father, a man who outwardly
never |l ost his tenper or said a harsh word agai nst anyone. Yet he was a
rut hl ess busi nessman who woul d stop at nothing to achieve the goals he had set
for

hi nsel f. Many had di ed broken men in the wake of his nergers and |ightning
buy-outs, but none living would speak ill of him

Zen Godo, a man of extreme filial piety, spoke to his father every week. Hs
duty to his father's spirit would not end until Zen Godo's life itself was
over.

At the graves of his famly, Godo lit the joss sticks, bowed his head, said

t he Buddhi st prayers for the dead. After waiting the proper interval, he spoke
to his father. Perhaps it was only the tranquility of the spot that provided
himwith inspiration. Godo did not believe it so. Here, he felt the presence
of his father's spirit floating, observing, comrenting.

"Fat her," Godo said, his head bowed, "I am surrounded by enemes."
My son, his father's voice echoed in his head, turn over the coin of success
and you will find an eneny.

"Fat her," Godo said, "they have al ready murdered Yamanoto-san and
Nakaj i ma- san. Now they seek to destroy ne."

Then, his father's voice runbl ed, you nmust destroy themfirst.

Nearly a week after his wedding, Philip net General Had-ley in the austere
precincts of the Meiji Jinja Tenple. Al around was Yoyogi Park, |ooking stark
and barren in the sere winter. The tenple, another of Tokyo's myriad Shinto
shrines that seemed to girdle the city, had been built in 1921 to honor the
Meiji Enperor. Its architecture was eclectic, an odd but affecting conbination
of Greek, Mddle Eastern and Far Eastern styles.

"There seened no point in your coming to ny office," Hadley said. It would
have been superfluous to say that neeting at the Cl G headquarters was out of

t he question. "Let's walk."

They went up the wi de stone steps toward the colummed entranceway to the

shri ne.

"Did you find out the source of the CIGintelligence on Yamanoto, Nakajim and
CGodo?" Philip asked.

"Yeah," Hadley said. "I did." H s cheeks were pink and well scrubbed. He

| ooked at if he got a face massage daily. "Silvers's contact is a man naned
Davi d Turner."

Philip waited while a pair of Japanese matrons in bl ack-and-yel | ow ki nonos
went past them into the tenple. Between themthey carried a garland of
snowwhite origam cranes, which they would place before the i mage of the
temple's spirit to show the sincerity of then: prayers.

"David Turner is a four-eyed paper pusher," Philip said. "Wat's sonmeone |ike
that, Silvers's administrative adjutant, doing with his finger in the CG
field intelligence pie?" he asked. "It nakes no sense."

Hadl ey shrugged. "I can't say. As head of the Far East theater for Cl G
Silvers is free to use whatever intelligence-gathering nethods he chooses.
Frankly, son, no one back home in WAshington really cares that much. They're
all too busy trying to find ways to fight Beria and his NKVD." Hadl ey was
speaki ng of Lavrenty Beria, Stalin's chosen successor to Feliks Dzerzhi nski
the creator of the Soviet intelligence apparatus the NKVD, Narodnyi

Kom ssari at Vnutrenni kh Del, the People's Comm ssariat for Internal Affairs,
whi ch eventual ly woul d becone the KG. "W believe that within the NKVD is an
apparat known as the KRO W suspect that officials of the KRO are responsible
for training NKVD operatives for exportation into the United States as
deep-cover spies. However, so far | have had little luck in persuading the
president that any such apparatus exists, |let alone poses an i mredi ate threat



to our security.”

The general |ooked into the distance. "The problemis that el ements within our
government still see the Russians as heroic allies of the war. But that isn't
anyt hi ng new. Patton and MacArthur have been scream ng about the Soviets for
years. Trouble is, nobody listened. Anyway, we had to work with the Russians
during the war. Hell, they fought |ike sonsof-bitcbes. Got to give themthat.

But at some point we've got to begin |ooking beyond all that. I've no doubt
that the Russians already have."
At the nmoment, Philip was unconcerned with the Russian NKVD. "If |I'mto make

any headway at all," he said, "I'"'mgoing to have to ferret out David Turner's
intelligence sources."

Hadl ey | ooked at Philip. "You ve got very little tine left. Fromwhat | hear
Jonas is alnost done with his proposal on the Zen Godo directive. Wen he's

finished, you'll have to term nate Godo."
"Can't you order the CIG directive put on hol d?" Philip asked.
"Negative, son. |'ve done as much as | can w t hout awkward questions being

raised. There's a linmt to the amobunt | can nmeddle in CIG affairs.”

Philip thought of the Japanese matrons, wal king like a pair of blackbirds into
the tenple. He wished he had the faith to followtheminto the shrine and pray
to the Shinto kam for guidance. He already had two deaths on his conscience

t hat m ght have been wongful. He could not countenance another

"If you're still concerned that you're acting on tainted intelligence," Hadl ey
said, "you'd better put a tail on this Turner, pronto. That's the only way
you'll ever get to see who it is he neets with."

But it was M chi ko whom Philip net.

It so happened that Ed Porter, the Cl G aide, frequented Furokan, a bathhouse
i n Chiyoda. Because it was only two bl ocks fromthe |nperial Palace and
central to the occupation force's headquarters, all the high-ranking American
brass went there to rel ax.

They liked it because it was fully staffed by Japanese wonen schooled in the
old, traditional ways. A man could feel like a king within mnutes of putting
hinself in their capabl e hands.

Porter was one of Colonel Silvers's mpbst successful |otus-eaters, CIG parl ance
for intelligence gatherers. He, like his commandi ng officer, was aggressive
and slightly paranoid, two traits that served himwell in the G an
aggressi ve and excessively paranoi d organi zati on

Porter found the Furokan bat hhouse a treasure grove of intelligence. It was
here that three tines a week he confirmed or disnissed every high-1evel runor
passing through the mlitary.

M chi ko al so found Furokan a treasure grove. She worked there tw ce a week,
ostensibly as a bath maid. It was assumed by the bathhouse's patrons that none
of the Japanese enpl oyees understood English. This was, by and | arge, correct.
M chi ko was the exception

As she noved fromgeneral to |lieutenant colonel, she gleaned the cream of the
intelligence that had all owed her father to prosper so magnificently in

post war Tokyo.

It did not take Mchiko long to identify Porter. He was the youngest man by
far at Furokan, and he did not have the expertise to act |ike an aide. The
second tinme she noticed himat the bath, Mchiko contrived to be his bath
mai d. She had already taken a peek in his wallet, menorized his nanme, rank
status, etc. Then she did some research on him and discovered the CIG
connecti on.

It was through Porter that M chiko found Philip. Porter had an ego that, as
wi th nost young nen, responded well to being massaged. Being administered to
by a totally subnissive wonan was a high Porter disliked comng down from He
was |ike an addict. And |like an addict, he always craved nore. It was not sex
he wanted from M chi ko. After all, he could get that on just about any street
corner; there was no great thrill in that.

But having a beautiful female scrub him oil him massage him relax him and
take care of himas no one el se had ever done brought himto a place beyond



his wildest dreans. Still, it wasn't enough. He wanted her to know who he was,
what he did. He needed her to know just how inportant he was. Then, all that
she did for himtook on an entirely new di nensi on

He began to teach her English. It made M chi ko secretly snmile. Not only
because she already was fluent in the | anguage, but because his arrogance—the
arrogance, she had cone to believe, of all Anmericans—aused himto speak to
her at a speed and with a vocabulary that, had she i ndeed been a begi nner
woul d have precluded her from understandi ng nost of what he said.

As it was, she learned a great deal. Including what it was Philip and Jonas
were doi ng i n Tokyo.

Her approach to Philip was totally different fromthe one she had used with Ed
Porter. But that was dictated mainly by the fact that she met himat the
Tenpl e of Kannon in Asakusa. This was a Friday, the fifth day in a row that
she had foll owed him here

She had wat ched himfroma safe distance, day after day, this tall man with
the sad eyes, wondering what in the world he was | ooking at and why. In the
end, she realized it was the remains of the tenple that drew him And this
know edge sonmehow absorbed her own cyni ci sm about hi mabout his American
heritage—so that when at length they did neet it was on a kind of equal
footing, which startled her.

The fact was that M chi ko herself cane here to the ruined tenple often. It was
al ways to pray. And to remenber.

"Am | disturbing you?" Philip asked on the day they net. It was a danp

nmorni ng, the |low clouds Iike slabs of wet rock cemented across the sky. M st
swirled about themas if called up fromthe center of the earth.

He spoke in idiomatic Japanese, and this too startled her. She | owered her
head. "Not at all," she said. "Like all Jap-anese, | amused to being
surrounded by people.”

He stuffed his hands in his pockets, hunched his shoul ders. He watched her out
of the corner of his eye. The shadow ess |ight, oyster-gray, as dull as |ead,
I ent her features a lanbent quality. The mi st shrouded the | ower part of her
body. It was as if she were an extension of the elenents all around her, as if
she enbodied their tinel essness. The grace with which she moved and spoke was
whol Iy natural. She seenmed to Philip nore an apparition out of sone kwai dan,

t he anci ent Japanese tal es of the supernatural, than a fl esh-and-bl ood wonan.
"I don't know why it is," he said, "but | find nyself com ng back here again
and again."

"The Tenple of Kannon is an inportant artifact for us," Mchiko said. "She is
t he goddess of pity."

"Why do you come here?" he asked.

A Japanese woul d never ask such a question, which might cause enbarrassmnent.
"No reason," she said, "in particular." But her enotions got the better of
her, and seeing this place again, she was overwhel med by the agony of the
spirits who had died here

"You are crying," Philip said, turning to her. "Are you all right? Have | said
somet hing to of fend you?"

She shook her head, not trusting herself to speak. A brace of plovers swooped
and darted overhead, calling to one another. A dog barked, running at the
heavy military traffic pouring through the streets several bl ocks behind them
"There were high winds the night of March ninth." M chi ko was stunned to hear
hersel f speaking. Astoundi ngly, she was about to voice all the things that had
been in her heart for so many nmonths. Trapped there in darkness, never heard.
And now that she had begun, she was powerless to stop. No, she did not want
to! It was this tall stranger with the sad eyes who sonehow had becone her
touchstone. Precisely because he was Anerican, she did not feel the reticence
to bring emotion to the surface that Japanese, brought up with many famly
menbers and only rice-paper walls to separate them naturally felt. Now her
heart, given wing, was speaking its mnd. It was as if she stood outside
hersel f, observing the two of themstruck like an artist's rendering in a

bl eak and forbidding | andscape. "My sister, Okichi, was hurrying honme fromthe



factory where she worked. She, like ny brother, believed in the war. She would
take neither ny father's noney nor his advice. After her husband was killed in
i nawa, she continued to work long hours for the war effort.

"That night in March, the air-raid sirens began to scream

The fierce winds drove the liquid fire through the city. Ckichi was in
Asakusa, and she, like so many others, raced toward this tenple, seeking
safety in the arms of the goddess of pity. She found only death."

A long strand of blue-black hair had come | oose. It whipped at Mchiko's white
throat, but she ignored it. It was as if, Philip thought, sonething over which
she had no control was conpelling her to speak

"Ckichi was dutifully wearing the hooded air-raid cloak the Japanese
government had di spersed to the popul ace to protect their ears from noise.
Unfortunately, it was not fire-retardant. Her hood caught fire as she was

i nundated with sparks and flane. Likew se the blankets w appi ng her

si x-nmont h-ol d son strapped to her back."

She was panting with the enotion running through her. Her breath clouded the
chill air in front of her face. "The huge, ancient gingko trees surrounding
the tenple, splendid and full in sumertine, were h't up |like Roman candl es.
The tenple's wooden superstructure, saturated with caustic chemcals,
col l apsed inward on those crowded into it seeking shelter fromthe fire storm
Those who were not crushed or asphyxiated as the oxygen rushed out of the
interior were roasted alive."

The ensuing silence rang in Philip's ears tike ethereal shouts. Al the while
M chi ko had been recounting the horrifying death of her sister, he had been
staring at the scarred earth, the burned-out pillars, the fallen walls. How
different it appeared now than on his first afternoon in Tokyo, when Ed Porter
had given themthe statistics of the fire bonbing. It had all seemed so

i npersonal then, so far away. And yet sonething had been draw ng Philip back
to this spot.

He crouched at M chiko's side, picked up a length of charcoal. There was no
way of telling what it had once been. Staring out again at the gaping wound in
the earth that had once been the ancient Tenple of Kannon, hearing M chiko's
choked words, he wondered all at once how he had conme to this wastel and. And
precisely what it had taken to turn beauty into nothi ngness.

There was a zone of enptiness here that gripped himin the same way he was
gripping the length of charcoal. He found hinself once again returned to the
bitter winter twilight when he had tracked the red fox to its den. Saw again
the furred body slamring into the red clay wall as the .22-caliber bullet
struck it in the chest. But now, for the first tine, he experienced what it
was like to be the hunted. The death and destruction of this place were
somehow changi ng him

Now he coul d hear the screans of the burning wonmen, now he could see the

bri ght kinmonos, crinmson and gold, disintegrating beneath the sheets of orange
Sane. He felt the tenperature of the air reach scorching | evels. He gasped
with themas the air was sucked out of the burning ulterior.

Al at once, Philip Doss was weepi ng.

For the innocents who had perished so unjustly here. For the children who had
lost Iife even before they had had a chance to understand it. But also for the
lost child within hinmself who had suffered in boyhood, who had spent so nany
years hating life that he had never even said goodbye to his father

It was hating life, he realized now, that had brought himto this spot, this
zone of enptiness. It was what nade hi m what he was. How rmuch nore w et ched
was he than the young ones who had been burned alive in the fire storm It was
one thing to have life abruptly taken away, quite another to feel that life
was meani ngl ess. And so he felt a kinship with the death and destruction that
had been w eaked here. Now he understood that he had been drawn back to this
rui ned tenpl e because it echoed so accurately that ruined place inside

hi nsel f. Looking into that blackened pit where thousands had sought

protection, and had found only death, was like staring into his own soul

It was the hatred of life that had caused the wanton destruction that nmen knew



as war. It was the hatred of life, Philip saw now, that allowed nmen to blindly
obey other men not nore nortal than thenselves. He had been the good sol dier
accepting facts as truth—and killing on the sole strength of those facts. Now
he knew those facts to be lies. Wiat was he to do about those |ives he had
taken wi thout cause, without the mtigation of justice?

At that noment, he felt fully as dead as those poor souls who had perished in
the fire bonbing of the Tenple of Kan-non. And he heard their silent cries
nore clearly than he did the nundane street sounds that surrounded him He
felt nmore al one than he coul d ever have inagi ned. How could he go hone and

explain to Lillian what he was feeling or what he had done? She woul d never
under stand, and never forgive himfor making her feel excluded fromso private
a part of hinself. In a sense, he saw now that his marriage to Lillian was

just a dream a fantasy that part of himneeded to cling to in order to

survi ve.

But there was another part of himcomng to the fore now, a part that felt
increasingly in tune with Japan—the sights, sounds, snells, customs. Wth its
people. Philip was quite certain that at this nmonent he understood the
Japanese way of life nore conpletely than he did any other. And he began to
despair further in his utter solitude. He was like a scarecrow, in the niddle
of a fertile field, calling out without anyone hearing him

And then he felt a hand on his shoul der. He | ooked up into M chiko's eyes and
saw that tears were trailing down her cheeks. Stunned, he realized that she
was feeling lost as well. He wanted to catch those tears in his hands; they
seened as precious as di anonds.

He rose and took her fingers in his, realizing that this zone of enptiness

m ght be inhabited by soneone other than his own featurel ess ghost.
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When he was young, Kozo Shiina had surrounded hinself with mrrors. \Wen he
was young, his rmuscles were firm his skin glistening; the river of life ran
through himin a torrent. Wien he was young, Kozo Shiina was proud of his
body.

Once, the sweat of effort burnishing his supple skin had provided himwith a
ki nd of exultation inpossible to duplicate by any other nethod. Once, the

buil ding up of his body had provided the ultimate defiance of tine and
nortality. Once, lifting weights had nade himhigh. And afterward, |icking the
sweat rolling off his lips, staring into the mrrors, seeing an endl ess parade
of Kozo Shiinas, naked and strong, he had been convinced that he was a

rei ncarnation of |eyasu To-kugawa hinsel f, the creator of nodem Japan. He had
stared into the face of perfection and had thought hinself a god.

Now t hat he was old, he had banished all mirrors fromhis sight. Now the force
of years, |ike breakers pounding the shoreline, was too apparent to be deni ed.
Now Shiina knew with a certainty like an ice pick through his heart that he
had m ssed his opportunity to end life in the proper nmanner, at the height of
hi s physical beauty. Now he knew that he would all ow the decay of tinme to
conpl ete the act he had not been heroic enough to perform when the bl ossom of
his body was in full flower. Wen death was still pure, when it would serve
the sanurai's ultimate purpose: to sow his death |ike a seed, and use it as an
exanpl e for others.

Now he nust content hinself wth what was about to occur and trust that it was
reward enough for alnost forty years of suffering. OF course he had been right
about the Americans: their occupation of Japan, the new constitution they had
drafted in 1946, had forced the Japanese to beconme a nation of m ddle-cl ass
busi nessnen with middle-class tastes and habits.

Because the Anmericans insisted that the new Japan make no provision for
defense in its own budget, Japan had no defense burden wei ghing down its
econony. How it angered Shiina when the young, affluent nerchants of his
acquai ntance | auded the Americans for allowi ng the new Japan to becone so

af fluent that now even the burgeoning mddle class was rich beyond the

i magi ni ngs of their grandparents of a generation ago. It angered Shiina
because they failed to see what to himwas so obvious. Yes, Anerica had

al | owed Japan to become affluent. But in return, Japan was Anerica's vassal
totally dependent on Anerica for its defense. Once Japan had been a nation of
samurai who knew how to wage war, who created their own defense network. Now
that was all gone. Anerica had brought its brand of capitalismto Japan and,
in so doing, had emascul ated an entire culture.

Whi ch was why Shiina had created the Jiban in the first place.

It was nearing sumrer. Less and less, the chill of the long winter invaded his
hone. The songbirds could be heard with increasing frequency as they flitted

t hrough the stand of quince trees outside his study.

Kozo Shiina, sitting with hands across his bony knees, renenbered one
particul ar sunmer nore vividly than all the rest—2947, two years after the
destruction of Japan.

The heat had been rising in al nost pal pabl e waves, and the air was very wet.

Ei ght ministers had gathered at Shiina's sunmer villa on the shore of Lake
Yamanaka. These eight, plus Shiina, constituted the Jiban. It was anmusing to
them then, to be known as a local political machine, since their conbined
power was so far-reaching that they were anything but |ocal. Secretly,

however, the Jiban was known as the Society of Ten Thousand Shadows. This was
a nore serious reference to the sacred katana, symbol both of the traditiona
Japanese warrior's power and of his exalted status in society.

The katana, or |ongsword, was made by a Zen artisan who fol ded and refol ded
the heated steel ten thousand times in order to nake a bl ade that was so
strong it could pierce arnor, so supple that it was virtually inpossible to



snap in twd. Each folding of the steel blade was called a shadow.

The Ji ban's katana was a weapon of astoundi ng design and quality, forged
sonmetine in the fourth century by the nost fanous of Japan's |egendary Zen
swordsmths for Prince Ya-mato Takeru, who slew his twin brother for imagi ned
infractions of sinple courtesy. He al so singlehandedly destroyed the savage
Kurmaso tribes to the north of the capital

This sword was by far the ol dest, and therefore the npost revered, sword in al
of Japan. Because of its extraordinary history, it belonged in a nuseum The
soul of Japan resided in that bl ade.

"Here is the synbol of our might,"” the young Kozo Shiina had told the eight
mnisters, lifting the katana aloft. "Here is the synbol of our nora
obligation. To the Emperor, and to Japan itself."

Behind him in that sunmer of 1947, gusty rain was turning the | ake as opaque
as the inside of an oyster's shell. Mst rose off the skin of the water |ike
perspiration off a kabuki actor.

W all wear masks, the young Kozo Shiina thought as he addressed the founders
of the Society of Ten Thousand Shadows. If we are not actors, then we are
nothing. He stared at the ancient sword. Here is the mirror of ourselves. W
hold it up to the light, and call it life. "If we cannot animate the essence
of our spirits,"” he said, "then we shall fail in returning Japan to its former
glory."

It had been inpossible that day to tell where gray water met gray sky. It was
i mpossi ble, even, to tell where the zenith of heaven lay, so uniformwas the
color that spread across the countryside.

"W cannot—we shall not fail. W know our duty, and each of us will do what is
necessary to purify Japan. Not for the first tinme has the sacred soil of our
country been contani nated by the Westerner. Capitalismhas come to Japan |ike
a phoenix with a voracious appetite. Capitalismis destroying us. It eats us
alive, transformng us until we no |onger renenber our heritage, until we no

| onger know what it means to be Japanese, to serve the enperor, to be a
sanurai."

And yet, where the | ake waters failed, where the hills and the sky failed, the
mountain did not. Muunt Fuji rose in ghostly splendor, a deep and abi ding
shade, etched against the grayness as if with charcoal sweep from sone
celestial palette, crowned at its majestic sumrmit by a crescent of glistening
snow. Fuji the sacred. Fuji the redeener.

The young Kozo Shiina was naked to the waist. His magnificently nuscled body
conmanded their attention. He wapped a hachi machi, the traditional headband
of the warrior in battle, across his forehead, tied it in back

"Now, for the first time, | will draw the sacred bl ade of Prince Yamato Takeru
fromits scabbard,” Shiina said. The mist seenmed to shrink fromthe nagic of
that hand-forged steel so that, as he remenbered it, a kind of aura, an
aureol e of enptiness not unlike the Void, surrounded the weapon.

The young Kozo Shiina held the blade aloft in such a manner that, for an
instant at |east, he and the bl ade—both perfect beneath then- sheens of

oi | -were one. "VWen next | draw this sacred sword, it will be to consecrate

t he successful fruition of the seeds we plant here today."

In a swift notion, he sliced the tip of his finger with the very end of the
kat ana. Dark red blood dripped into a sake cup. He dipped an old quill into
the cup and wote his name in blood at the bottomof the Jiban's charter
"Here, for all time," Kozo Shiina told them "is kokoro, the heart of our

phi | osophy, the essence of our purpose, the details of the future to which we
are this day dedicating our fortunes, our famlies, our very lives." He passed
the docunment to the minister on his imediate | eft, drew the bl ade across the
tip of the man's finger. As the mnister dipped the quill into the mngled

bl ood and wote his name beneath that of his |eader, Shiina said, "Here also
for future generations to ponder are all the consequences of our actions,

wi t nessed by all the unseen ancestors whom we revere beyond all else and in
whose nane the Society of Ten Thousand Shadows is dedi cated."” The docunent was
passed on, nore bl ood was spilled, another name was added.



"W have here a living diary of the Jiban's work," Kozo Shiina continued.
"Soon it will become both our banner and our shield.” Now the [ast of the
mnisters was signing. "By its very existence it engraves on our brains this
truth: We who have entered our nanes on this roll have in the same way entered
into that state of virtue fromwhich there can be no turning back."

The drip of blood, the scratch of the quill against the stiff paper. "This
Kat ei document —amed so because it is the curriculumof the Society of Ten
Thousand Shadows—wi || constantly serve to renmi nd us of our dedication of

pur pose, of the sacredness of what we do. For we seek nothing less than to
preserve the purity of the enmperor, the surety of the | egacy of the unifying
shogun, |eyasu Tokugawa. W seek a fusion between past, present and future, a
continuity for the greatness of the Land of the Rising Sun."

Now, in the spring of the present, Kozo Shiina sat in his study, contenplating
t he bower that the quince bl ossonms created outside his wi ndow. That summrer, he
t hought, | believed, in nmy godlike inmaturity, that the battle had al ready
been won. Yet it had only been joined. | had not counted on Wataro Taki. His
power within the Yakuza grew, and as it did, he directed all of that power

agai nst the Ji ban. Wiere had he cone fron? Wiy was he nmy eneny? | did not

know. But we fought in every arena: political, bureaucratic, econom c and
mlitary. He foiled our plans tine and again. Even when we hurt him he
rebounded, gathered his forces again and attacked once nore.

Until two weeks ago, when | finally succeeded in destroying him But | had not
counted on his closest ally surviving him if only for a short while.
underestimated Philip Doss's cunning. It had been he who had taken the Jiban's
sacred katana so nany years ago. And what had he done with it? He had given it
to his son, M chael

Kozo Shiina's hands tightened into fists. It galled Shiina that he never would
have known what had happened to the sword had not a sensei in Paris seen the
sword and, recognizing it, telephoned Masashi. "Get it back," Shiina had told
Masashi, "whatever the cost."

The trilling of the songbirds was sweet, but not to Kozo Shiina's ears. The
food that had been laid out before himwas fragrant, but not to his nose. The
burst of pink of the quinces' first tender bl oons was pl easing, but not to his
eyes. He still did not have the katana of Prince Yamato Takeru

But there was another matter, fully as pressing as the sword. The Jiban's
Katei docurment had been stolen. It detailed every step of the Society of Ten
Thousand Shadows' plan to bring Japan into world prom nence, to bring it
slowy but surely back toward a firmy nmilitaristic posture, its
intentions—with the aid of allies both within and outside Japan—to | aunch a
coordi nated invasi on of the Chinese mainl and.

In the hands of the eneny—f it were, for instance, to appear on the desk of
the president of the United States—+t would sound the death knell for the
Jiban. This he could not tolerate. If the Jiban was to fulfill its destiny, to
| ead Japan into a new era where the Land of the Rising Sun woul d never again
be dependent on foreign oil or foreign energy sources of any kind, then the
Kat ei docunent nust be returned.

Kozo Shiina's powerful fingers tightened their grip on his knees. Still he was
haunted by the enigma of who had killed Philip Doss. |If Doss had survived,
Shiina was certain that Masashi's people would have run hi m down. Ude had been
so close, until Doss dropped out of sight. Then, in Maui, he had died. By
whose hand? Kozo Shiina did not know, and this disturbed hi mbecause it neant
that there was a force at play of which he was ignorant.

Soon, he thought, calmng hinself, with the unwitting aid of Masashi Taki

this sword will be returned to ne. Just as the Katei document will be
returned. Then the sword of Japan's soul will at last be freed fromits
scabbard, and ny work will be done. Japan will be a world power in every way,

to rival even Anerica and the Soviet Union.

M chael was sure that the darkness would never end. And yet it did.
"Audrey!"

The clamoring of tenple bells shaking himout of a long slunber.



"Ch my God! Ch nmy God!"

Head full of noise, reverberating on and on. Wanted to blot it out, go on

sl eeping for another hundred years.

"She's gone!"

Light like splinters of glass in his eyes.

"My baby's gone!"

Groani ng, |ight-headed, he awoke.

Uncl e Sammy was shaking him "M chael. Mchael! \Wat happened?"

Tenmpl e bells and a banboo flute, a reedy nel ody, a sonorous percussion
acconpani nent .

"M chael! Do you hear nme?"

"Yes." Gauze pulling apart, the atnosphere inside his head clearing.

"Where is Audrey? For CGod's sake, M chael! Wat happened?”

"Il + don't know." His head hurt when he spoke or nmoved. Aftermath of the
chenmi cal .

"What do you nean you don't know "

Hs mother's face was alight with feverish anxiety. "I called Jonas at hone.
He cane right away. He said no police." Taking a step toward him "Are you al
right, darling?"

"I'"'mokay," he said. He | ooked at Jonas. "How | ong have | been out?"

Jonas was crouched down beside him "It's been—what, Lillian?—forty nm nutes
since you phoned ne."

Lil i an nodded.

M chael | ooked around the study. A whirlw nd had cone in through the w ndow,
or so it seened. Lanps, overturned chairs, books |ooked as if they had been
bl own out of their neatly aligned rows. All scattered across the carpet.
"Christ!" he said softly. Began to rise.

"M chael I'"

He saw the slash as he lurched of f bal ance. Jonas caught him and he steadied
hi nsel f. The slash went all the way through the carpet, as neat an incision as
a surgeon makes in his patient. Wiere is ny katana? M chael thought. Wat in
God' s name has happened to Audrey?

"Mchi," the woman said. "It is the path | chose. And now | have been hunbl ed
by it."

M chi ko was weedi ng her garden. "There is danger everywhere these days," she
said. "In the nysteries inside the Taki-gum . In the tenor of Japan itself.

The younger generation has grown up disaffected. They no | onger understand
short-and |l ong-termgoals. Everything is viewed in extremnes.

"They do not even understand what it is they want. They are for the nost part
inarticulate, uninterested in anything save their own fleeting pleasure. They
only know that they do not want what is. This makes them exceptionally

vul nerabl e. To suggestion. They join the Yakuza but openly flaunt its strict
code. They join radical splinter groups, or even anarchic revolutionary cells
which, quite ineptly, manufacture homemade nissiles, which they fire, also
ineptly, on the Inperial Palace. Meanwhile our mnisters becone nore and nore
intractable in their reactionary views. They see Anerica as beconing
inflexible, no longer willing to extend its magnani nous support to Japan. They
see America reneging on its unspoken oath to keep Japan strong, as Japan keeps
the Pacific Rimsafe from conmuni sm

"I's Arerica truly our friend or our eneny? they ask. | feel as if we have
returned to the enotional state before the war of the Pacific."

Joji Taki shook his head. Lately, M chiko seemed obsessed with the
deteriorating trade rel ati onship between Japan and America. True, recent

devel opnents indicated that Japan was unwilling to change its ground rules for
anot her country. So what? Wy should she? It was this mare's nest of
restrictions against outside intervention or investnment that had built Japan
up fromthe ashes of the war in the first place. Wiy weaken them now? For the
United States? What had it done but try to recreate the new Japan in its own

i mge? So it could becone Arerica's steel fist against communismin the Far



East .

"M chi ko, ny stepsister,” he said, waiting patiently for her to finish,
"though you were adopted by ny father, Wataro Taki, | consider you no less ny
famly.'

M chi ko paused in her gardeni ng. Her hands were streaked gray and brown from
the earth. Her hair, which was piled atop her head and set with kyoki wood
conbs in the ancient fashion, was dotted with strands of wildflower clippings.
"You have not come here to flatter me, Joji-chan," she said softly. "I know
you too well."

Joji glanced around at the burly young nen standing a discreet distance from
M chi ko. M chi ko's husband, Nobuo Yamanoto, did not allow her to go anywhere
wi t hout bei ng acconpani ed by servants. But, oddly, Joji did not recognize any
of them And they certainly were not dressed |ike servants. They seened nore
i ke bodyguards. Joji shrugged. Well, why not? he thought. There was no | ack
of wealth in the Yamanoto famly. As the president of Yamanoto Heavy

I ndustries, Nobuo ran one of the | argest conglonerates in Japan. "As usual

M chi ko- chan, you have seen through my poor facade," he said. "You were always
able to see into nmy mind."

M chi ko gave a rueful snile.

"It's about Masashi."

M chi ko si ghed, and her face clouded over. "It is always about Masashi these
days," she said. "First, he clashed with Father about the direction the
Taki - gum shoul d be goi ng in. Now what ?"

"I need your help."

She lifted her face to him and the sunshine bathed her features in light.
"You have only to ask, Joji-chan, you know that."

"I want you to help me agai nst Masashi."

There was an unnatural silence in the garden. A plover, hopping along the
ground, paused to cock its head and stare at them In a flutter, it took off.
"Please,"” Mchiko said, the unnatural terror turning the breath hot in her
throat. Al these days since Masashi had conme to see her, to show her why she
must now do whatever he asked of her, she had tried to hide away fromthe
awf ul danger he presented. Ot herw se, she would have ceased to eat and to
sleep. As it was, she was pl agued by ni ghtmares from which she would jerk
awake, filled with dread and panic. "Do not ask that of ne."

"But you're the only one I can turn to," Joji pleaded. "You have al ways hel ped
me before. When Father sided with Ma-sashi, you always spoke up for ny side."
"Ah, Joji-chan."” M chiko sighed. "Wat a nmenory you have. That was a long tine
ago. "

"It's no different now "

"But it is," she said. There was a great sadness in her voice. "Listen closely
to ny counsel. Whatever the problemis, forget about it. Forget about your

br ot her Masashi, | beg of you."

"Way won't you help ne?" Joji cried. "W always joined forces before to keep
Masashi in check."

"Pl ease do not ask nme, Joji-chan.” There were incipient tears in the corners
of M chiko's eyes. The sunlight turned themto jewels. "I cannot intervene. |
can do not hing."

"But you do not know what has happened." Joji hung his head in shane. "Now
Masashi has deposed nme as oyabun of the Taki-gum."

"Ah Buddha!" she cried. But she already knew this. Just as she already knew
what Joji had not yet begun to suspect, what, if he renai ned uninvol ved, and
t herefore safe, he would never cone to suspect: that it had begun. The fina
phase of a strategy so vast, so terrifying that there was no hope of stopping
it. And yet she had committed herself to the destruction of that strategy.
"Now Masashi is free to twist the entire resources of the Taki-gum to his own
ends. The cl an business has al ready changed radically. Msashi has his drug
networks in place. Already the first of the noney is flowing in. Soon it wll
cone so fast it will be like a tide. The Taki-gum w Il be inextricably
involved in the filth—the last thing Wataro Taki, our father, wanted."



"But howis this possible?" Mchiko said. "I thought matters were settled
bet ween you and Masashi ."

"They were," Joji said. "Or so | thought. But at the clan neeting, Masash
nmoved agai nst me. You know what a speaker he is. | had no chance once he
opened his nmouth. The lieutenants were frightened. The death of our father
made us terribly vulnerable to incursions fromthe other clans. Masash
cleverly played upon that fear. Now the Taki-gum |I|ieutenants feel safe again.
They would foll ow Masashi into hell if he asked them™

Before this is over it may come to just that, M chiko thought. |npulsively,
she reached out, and Joji put his hands in hers. "Forget all of this,
Joji-chan," she whispered fiercely. "There is nothing you or I can do. The
changes have al ready been nade. Leave him al one; you do not have the power to
defeat him Neither do I, now Karma."

"But these changes you speak of," he said, "will affect not only us, but
others in our famly. Your daughter, for instance. And Tori, your
granddaughter. How is she? | miss her little smling face."

"She is fine," Mchiko said. "Just fine." Pressing her cheek against his.
"Tori asks about you all the tine." She did not want himto see the fear in
her eyes. Masashi is playing a terrible gane, she thought. For the highest
possi bl e stakes. Masashi is in control of the Taki-gumi. And this tinme, the
call to battle will be the final one.

"The tine has come," Jonas said, "for nme to tell you the truth.”

M chael blinked. "The truth." He said it as if it were an Urdu word that he
could not quite fathom

They were sitting in Jonas Sammartin's office in the BITE buil ding.

"Yes," Jonas said, unperturbed. "The truth."

"What is it that you have been telling me up until now?"

"My dear boy," Jonas said. "You are closer to nme than any nephew coul d be.

never married. | never had children. You and Audrey are as dear to ne as if
you were my own bl ood. Surely it isn't necessary for me to tell you this."
"No, Uncle Sammy," M chael said. "You were always our protection. | told

Audrey recently that | thought of you as Nana, the Darlings' sheepdog in Peter
Pan. "

Jonas Sammartin smiled. "I take that as a great conplinment, son
They were both quiet for a time. It was as if invoking Audrey's nanme had made
the dread return, of not knowi ng where she was or what had happened to her

The phone rang and Jonas picked it up. He spoke in |low tones for a noment.
When he cradled the receiver, the bl eak atnmosphere had di ssi pated enough for
himto continue. "The fact is," he said, "I believe that your father knew t hat
he was going to be killed—er at least that the possibility of his inmnent
deat h exi sted.

"The day before we received word of his death, | was sent a packet by courier
It had originated in Japan. So far, we have not been able to trace it farther
than the Tokyo office of the air-express conpany. The packet was delivered to
them by a Japanese man. That's all they know. W have no name and only the
vaguest description, which is worse than useless.”

Jonas took out a stiff oversize envel ope and a fol ded sheet of paper. "In any
case, the packet was fromyour father. In it was this letter, instructing ne
to speak with you in the event of his death.”

"Speak with me?"

"I'"ve done what he requested.”

"Let me see the letter, Uncle Sanmmy."

Jonas emtted a deep sigh. He handed the sheet over, passed a hand over his
face, as if he could scrub away the events of the past several days. He | ooked
tired, his face gray-tinged.

M chael |ooked up fromthe typescript. "It appears it was ny father's idea for
me to take his place if he died."

Jonas nodded.

"He refers here to a private will," M chael said.

"This is it," Jonas said, holding up the envelope. "It's sealed and, follow ng



your father's instructions, it will be opened only if you agree to take his
pl ace."

M chael had a flash of inpending dread, then it was gone. "I see you have the
wi Il handy," he said. "Pretty sure of yourself."

"No," Jonas said. "lI'msure of you, Mchael. You're here, aren't you?" He gave
M chael a weary smle. "Your father always said you were precocious. | can
just hear his voice. 'Mkey's smarter than the two of us put together, Jonas.

I know it now. But one day you'll see.' Prophetic words, son, considering the

ci rcunst ances. '’
this."

M chael took it but did not open it. "Wat about Audrey?" he said.

"That's what that call was about,"” Jonas said. "There's nothing—so far. But
it's early yet."

"Early!" Mchael cried. "For God's sake, we don't even know whet her she's
alive or dead!"

"I think—+ hope to God—that she is alive, son. Your father was on a piece of
work for us. In the mdst of it, he stunbled upon something very special. So

He handed over the envelope. "I believe it's time you opened

special, in fact, that it was inpossible for himto nake regul ar reports. He
was that far undercover. His enemes tried once to get to himthrough
Audrey. | found that out only after | had read the letter your father sent.”

"You mean that the supposed break-in wasn't anything of the sort. It was an
attenpt to get at ny father through Audrey!"

Jonas nodded. "OF course we did not tell Audrey or your nother the real reason
for the aborted break-in. That Philip's enem es planned to abduct your sister
| wanted to put her into protective custody, but by the time |I found out about
t he attenpted ki dnappi ng, your father was already dead."

"And now t hey have succeeded," M chael said. "But ny father is dead. And yet
they went after Audrey anyway? What earthly good could she be to them now? It
doesn't mmke any sense."

"It's another piece of the puzzle to which | don't have an answer," Jonas
admtted. "It's another urgent reason that | need you, Mchael. You can find
out what's happened to Audrey, as well as discover who killed your father."
"Who are ny father's enenies, Uncle Sammy?

"Yakuza."

"Yakuza!" M chael exclainmed. "Japanese gangsters. Then you do know what ny
father was up to. It should be easy to—=

"The fact is, your father kept ne entirely in the dark on this matter. | have
no explanation as to why. | just hope to Christ there was a conpelling
reason. "

"I want Audrey back," Mchael said. He was dinly aware that he was gri pping
the I eather arnrests of the chair with clawed fingers.

"As do I," Uncle Sammy said. "I want her honme safe and sound with all ny
heart. Follow your father's footsteps. It's our only chance of finding her."
M chael felt emotionally drained. His nuscles were giving little twitches, as
if he had just finished a marathon run. He exhal ed, aware that he had been
hol ding his breath. "I think," he said, "that | had better open this letter
now. "

The call could not have come at a more inconvenient nonent. Joji Taki had just
lifted the white kimono with the sal nmon chrysant henuns enbroi dered on it and
was peeki ng between coyly parted thighs.

Joji Taki had waited all evening for this glinpse. Through an el aborate tea
cerenony, a smoke-filled dinner, endless talk about the rise and fall of the
yen and, finally, seemingly interm nable farewells.

Through it all, Kiko had been an exenpl ary hostess. She had performed the tea
cerenony with unconmon grace. She had skillfully kept Kai Chosa entertained
all dinner long, then had engaged Kai's wife in girl talk while the nen spoke
of busi ness.

And in the end, it had been Ki ko, seeing her master maki ng no progress, who
had given the tiniest, nost demure yawn behind the back of her hand. Kai
Chosa's wi fe had taken the cue, touched her husband' s sl eeve and the couple



had depart ed.

The eveni ng had been a disaster, Joji thought disconsolately. He had
approached Kai Chosa, the oyabun of the Chosa-gum, the second | argest Yakuza
clan, in the hopes of enlisting his aid in an attenpt to regain control of the
Taki -gum from Joji's brother Msashi.

Kai Chosa had all but ignored Joji's offer of an alliance. Perhaps, like the
Taki -gum lieutenants, he did not believe that Joji possessed the strength of
determ nation to dislodge Masashi. And he seenmed peculiarly reluctant to enter
into any negotiations that would bring his clan into a confrontation with the
Taki - gum .

This Joji found both puzzling and dispiriting. He had been so sure that Kai
Chosa would junmp at the chance to take a bite out of the Taki-gum . What was
it about his brother Masashi, he wondered? Had he underestimated Masashi's
power? |If so, what was he m ssing?

Joji found his mnd spinning around. What | need, he told hinself, is a
godfather. A man with enough power, a man who is not afraid of Msashi.

Al'l through dinner, Kiko had stolen infinitesinmal glances at Joji. Her gaze
had caressed him urging himto caress her in the same manner. But even when
he took in the curvaceous |ine of her shoul der and breast beneath the silken
folds of her kimono, the tiny sliver of fire-red at the nape of her neck where
she al |l owed her underki mono to peek sexily out, it had had no effect. Kai
Chosa had filled Joji's nind.

But now that he and Ki ko were al one, Joji found hinself in need of distraction
fromhis wes. In fact, Kiko was just beginning to get his attenti on when
there was a di screet knock on the sliding door. At just that instant, his eyes
were | ocked with Kiko's. The intimation of delights to cone seenmed infinite.
Joji saw sonething in Kiko's eyes and dropped his gaze to where his hand | ay
on the inside of her leg. She had parted her thighs even nore, so that the
fire-red underkimono had fallen away. He sawwith a | eap of his heart that she
wore no other garment. Her intimate flesh, dark hair rising up the center of
her mound, wi sping |ike a beckoning finger where it ended on her |ower belly.
"Ah Buddha, " Joji nmurnured.

The di screet knocki ng came again.

"Leave ne alone!" Joji called thickly. "Have you no manners at all!"

Ki ko was subtly lifting her buttocks off the tatanmi. As she did so, she tilted
her pelvis forward and upward. The heart-stopping result was to expose the
undersi de of her nons. In this hairless area he could see every fold and
pucker of her mpost intimate flesh. Her hips, off the tatam , began a sensuous
circling. On the third pass, the petals of her |ips opened of their own
accord.

Joji thought he was going to faint.

The sliding door opened a sliver and he could see the shaven head of Shozo.
H s face was carefully averted

"I will take out your eye for this," Joji said angrily. H's avid gaze was back
| ocked on the vision at the juncture of Kiko's thighs.

"Oyabun," Shozo whi spered, "you would take out ny eye if | failed to tell you
at once."

"Tell me what?" Ki ko had begun further novenments of her pelvis that did
unbel i evabl e things to that which Joji desired above all el se now

"There is a visitor."

"At this late hour?" Joji felt the heaviness in his belly. "Mbst

i nconsi derate."

"Oyabun," Shozo whi spered, "it is Ude."

Despite what Ki ko was doing, Joji felt his nanhood deflating. A cold chil

swept through him Ude, the man who performed executions for his brother
Masashi. What could Ude want? Joji asked hinself. Wth a chill of dread, he
wonder ed whet her Masashi sonehow knew about the subject of Joji's discussion
with M chiko this norning

"You did well to informme, Shozo," he said, trying vainly to keep hinself
calm "Tell Ude-san that | will be just a nonment."



The door slid shut. It had a center panel taken froman obi. Wven into the
silk was a scene of hunters killing a wild boar. Joji stared at it now as he
began to ready his m nd.

Ki ko was too well trained to open her nouth at a tine such as this. Instead,
she occupied herself with rearrangi ng her clothes until she appeared just as
she had t hroughout dinner

Wthout a word, Joji opened the door, went through. In the next room he saw
Ude's huge bulk in the center of the tatam . Joji forced hinself to smle
"Good evening, Ude-san," he said, his heart fluttering. "Shozo," he called,
"have you offered our honored guest tea?"

Ude brushed away the invitation. "Pardon this intrusion,"” he said in his
runbling voice, "but I amin sonmething of a hurry. | have a plane to catch."
Joji took a deep breath, let it out all the way. He canme across the tatam,
sat facing the huge man. "Ude-san,"” he said, "this is an honor | had not
antici pated. "

"I find myself in the peculiar position of having to get right to the point."
Ude's voice was as hard as granite. It made it seemas if he was not sorry at
all to be inpolite. "One nmust be nmutable to events as they occur."

"Hai." Joji waited, breathless.

"I did not choose this hour to speak with you," Ude said. "So we rnust both
make do with haste.”

"This is not the way ny father would do business,” Joji said.

"Ah, your father,"” Ude said. "The nbst honorable of nen. Hi s death is stil
mourned. He will be forever venerated in my household."

"Thank you," Joji said.

"But your father is gone, Joji-san. Tinmes change."

Joji put a hand to his forehead. It cane away slick with sweat. Wat did Ude
want ? Joji could not help but be aware of the enornous power of the other man.
"As to business,"” Ude continued. "Your brother is, well, unconfortable with
the strain in his relationship with you. He knows how this woul d have hurt
your father. It has occurred to Masashi-san that you would be better off

di scussi ng whatever |ies between you."

Joji was stunned. "Pardon nme for saying so, Ude-san, but | know nmy brother. |
do not think that Masashi woul d have any interest in talking matters out. He
and | feel that the future of the Taki-gum lies in different directions."
"On the contrary, Joji-san, Masashi has only the best interests of the
Taki-gum in mnd. As well as the w shes of your esteened father, Wataro
Taki . "

Joji was elated. If Masashi was willing to give back a portion of the
Taki-gum to Joji, Joji was all for it. On the other hand . . . Joji did not
want to think about what [ay on the other hand.

He nodded. "All right."

Ude smled. "Good. Shall we say tonorrow night?"

"Wrk while all others sleep,” Joji said.

"Precisely. To Masashi's mind, the sooner this is settled between you, the
better."

"A public space.”

"Yes," Ude said. "That was Masashi-san's thought as well. Well, at that hour
your options are limted. Wuld sonmeplace in the Kabuki-cho be suitable?" The
Kabuki - cho was in Shin-juku but on the wilder side of the area of Tokyo, where
t he densest construction had gone on for the past ten years. Oiginally, a new
kabuki theater was scheduled to be erected there, hence the nane. It stuck
even when those plans were abandoned. Now it was packed w th cheap
restaurants, pa-chinko parlors, X-rated novie theaters, nightclubs and
brothels. "There are any nunber of no-pan kissas to choose from" These were
ni ght spots where the waitresses wore no underwear.

"How about A Bas?" Joji said.

"I know it," Ude acknow edged. "It's as good as any."

After Shozo showed himthe way out, Ude clinbed into his waiting taxi. He
snmled into the darkness. Al had gone just as Kozo Shiina had predicted.



Settling back in the seat, as the cab lurched ahead into traffic, Ude inagined
Shiina on the phone, talking with Msashi .

"How wi | | you get Masashi to the nmeeting?" Ude had asked Kozo Shiina, his new
master. "He despises Joji as a weakling. Masashi hardly considers Joji a

br ot her."

And Kozo Shiina had replied. "I will suggest to Masashi that it is inportant
for the Taki-gum's inmage for it to present a united front. The politicians
and bureaucrats with whom we deal have never gotten over their innate
nervousness when it comes to the Yakuza. To see the two remaining brothers of

the Taki-gum feuding will only unnerve them | wll say. Just yesterday,
M ni ster Hakera asked ne if any trouble could be expected fromthe Yakuza
quarter now that the Taki brothers have quarreled. O course not, | assured
him | will tell Masashi. Everything is under control. But you see, | wll

tell Masashi, as long as you and your brother are apart, there is the
potential for trouble. At least in the eyes of those who aid us."

"But a neeting between Masashi and Joji cannot help but end badly," Ude

poi nted out "They have never agreed on anything. You can hardly expect themto
do so now. "

Kozo Shiina had smled that odd, reptilian snmle that nade even Ude
unconfortable. "Don't worry, Ude. You just do your job. In the end, Masash
Taki will do his."

"It's not awill at all,"” Mchael said.

Jonas held out his hand. "Let nme see that, son."

M chael handed over the contents of the envel ope fromhis father. There was
one sheet of airmail paper on which were witten six lines. There was no
greeting, no signature.

Jonas read what was on the sheet. He | ooked at Mchael. "Wat the hell is
this? A riddle?" He had been expecting, at the very least, a clue to what
Philip had uncovered in Japan.

"Not a riddle," Mchael said. "It's a death poem"

Jonas blinked. "A death poenf You mean |like the crazy kami kaze pilots used to
wite just before they went on a m ssion?"

M chael nodded.

Jonas grunted, handed back the sheet. "You're the Japanese expert. What does
shintai mean?"

" 'In falling snow Egrets call to their mates/Like splendid synbol s/of shintai
on earth.' " Mchael quoted his father's death poem "In a Shinto shrine," he
said, "a shintai is a synbol of the divine body of the particular spirit the
priests believe inhabit the sanctuary.”

"I didn't know that your father was a Shintoist," Jonas said.

"He wasn't," M chael said. "But my Japanese naster, Tsuyo, was. Once |
renenmber ny father visiting me in Japan. Tsuyo and | were at the Shinto shrine
where Tsuyo made his second hone. My father was in awe of the place. He said
that he could feel the place breathing, just as if the entire structure were a
living creature. The priests were very inpressed with that when Tsuyo
translated it for them"

Jonas waved his hand inpatiently. "Then what's it all mean, M chael ? The poem
I nean."

M chael got up, wal ked across the office to peer out the window He could see
t he conpound, the beautifully manicured |lawns, the carefully tended gardens.
And beyond, a twelve-foot-high wall rose, filled with the nost sophisticated
el ectroni c sensors and deterrents to break-ins of any kind. As he watched, one
menber of the three squads of specially trained German shepherds bounded into
view, roamng a three-foot-w de perinmeter just inside the wall.

"Cbviously, the poemis supposed to nean sonething to nme," M chael said. "But
| don't know what it could be."

"Does snhow have any significance for you?" Jonas asked. "O egrets?"

"Not really."

"What coul d they be synbols of ?"

M chael shrugged.



"Ch cone on, son," Jonas said. "Think!"

M chael returned to his chair. "All right." He raked his hair with his
fingers. "Let's see, snow could be purity of purpose—er death. Wite is the
color of mourning in Japan.”

"What el se?" Jonas was busily witing this down.

"Egrets. Synbols of eternal |ove, of singular beauty.”

Jonas stared at M chael, pen poised, waiting. "And that's it?" he asked
eventual ly. "Purity, death, |ove and beauty?"

"Yes."
"Ch Jesus!" Jonas threw down his pen. "Your father |oved his secrets. But |l
tell you, I've got no time for riddles. You were right on target. Nobuo

Yamanot o t ook his negotiating party back to Japan. The bunch you saw at the
Ellipse dub were stunned.

"At mdnight, | got word that the Japanese prinme mnister announced t hat
twel ve percent of his country's new budget is being allocated for defense.
That's unheard of. Ever since the end of the war, defense spending in Japan
has never gone beyond three quarters of one percent. Do you understand the
dire significance of such a change?"

M chael |ooked at him "Wy dire? It seens to ne that the nore Japan spends on
her own defense, the nore self-sufficient she'll be."

"W won't have the kind of power over them we have now," Jonas said. "W're
their knight in shining arnmor. W have been ever since the end of the war. And
that nonetary commitnent to them has kept them as our outpost in the Far East.
Hel I, in sone places, Japan's less than a hundred mles fromthe Soviet

Uni on. "

"Maybe the Japanese are tired of the role we have given them"™ M chael said,
"as America's vassal in the Pacific."

"The nmoral s of defense aside," Jonas said, "there's the fact of Japan's
rearmng to consider. For nore than forty years,

t hey have had a steadfast reluctance to the kind of mlitarismthat goes hand
in hand with a | arge defense budget. They still renmenber Hiroshinma and
Nagasaki. So much so that they've refused to all ow even Anerican

nucl ear - powered armanments in Japanese waters.

"The conbi nati on of aggressive mlitarismand the overreachi ng of economc
anbition is what got theminto a world war. It dam near destroyed the entire
country once. |'d have thought they would do everything in their power to keep
it from happeni ng again.

"So what are we to nmake of this new budget? And of the Japanese arrogance in

t he econonic sphere? It seens to ne as if the Japanese are beginning to
resonate to the sane dangerous chord that caused themto declare war against
us forty-odd years ago."

"You?re junping at shadows," M chael said. "Just because Nobuo Yarmanoto and
his party don't want to play by the Anerican rules anynore, you start wavi ng
the flag all over the place."

"M chael ," Jonas said quietly, "an independent Japan is a disaster waiting to
happen, take it fromne. The bastards are crazy. They are obsessed with
freeing thenmsel ves from dependence on foreign oil."

"Perfectly understandable,” M chael said. "If you were stuck on the far side
of the Pacific with no natural energy resources, you' d feel the sane way."

"I don't like it," Jonas said. "Wiat was nerely a barely detectable drift in
unofficial sentiment six nonths ago has suddenly becone a very official series
of major policy shifts."

M chael said, "Get me over there and—

"You're going to Hawaii," Jonas interrupted. "I told you that we had one | ead
to your father's death. That lead is on the island of Maui. He is a nman naned
Fat Boy Ichimada. He's the oyabun, the head, of the Taki-gum Yakuza famly in
the Hawaiian |slands. Hotel records show that your father called Ichimada the
ni ght before he was killed. I want to know why."

Jonas opened a file, passed four photos over to Mchael. "Here's as nmuch as we
know fromthis end. |chinada's boss—the oyabun of the Taki-guni —+s Masash



Taki ." He pointed to a bl ack-and-white photo of a wolf-faced man. "He's the
youngest of the three Taki brothers. Their father, Wataro Taki,"—he pointed to
anot her photo—di ed recently. The consensus on Wataro is that he was the
godf at her of the

Yakuza. He brought themout of the twilight world of smalltime hoodl uns and
ganblers into the legitimte—and not so legitimte—arena of big-tine

congl oner at e busi ness.

"I must adnmit, of all the Yakuza oyabun, Wataro was by far the best of the
bunch. He was legitimtely agai nst conmuni st encroachnent in Japan, and ever
since the Communi st-instigated '48 riots along the Kobe docks, his clan hel ped
t he Tokyo police on many occasions."

Jonas pointed to a third photo. "Just after Wataro died, his el dest son

H roshi, was killed under suspicious circunstances. One runor has it that
Masashi ordered the assassination to nmove himcloser to taking over his
father's position. Another, nore persistent runor attributes the death to
someone named Zero. No one knows who Zero is, only that he's a kind of ronin,
a masterless warrior operating within the Yakuza sphere, yet apparently not a
part of it, not bound by any of its rules or laws of giri. There are,
apparently, many stories about Zero. So many, in fact, that it is doubtful al
of them could possibly be true. Yet the Yakuza firnmy believes them Even the
clan bosses are afraid of Zero."

At the first nmention of Zero, Mchael felt a little chill run down his spine.
Zero: the absence of law, the place where the Way of the warrior has no power.
No wonder the Yakuza were afraid of this ronin; he was well naned.

Jonas snapped the edge of the |ast photo. "That |eaves Joji, the nmiddle

brot her. Masashi has already thrown himout of the Taki-gum. W can discount
Wat ar o' s adopt ed daughter, M chi ko Yamanmoto. She's far ol der than the boys and
hasn't been active in Taki-gum affairs for years. Now, nmaybe your father knew
nmore than this. It wouldn't surprise ne. He had dealings with these people
years ago, and as far as the Japanese are concerned, with such ties and
obligations, tine doesn't exist."

Jonas threw a thick folder across the table. "Everything you'll need is in
there: tickets, passport, Japanese visa, files on |Ichinmada and the Taki-gum,
maps of Maui. You ever been there? No? Well, it's a piece of cake conpared to

some ot her places. Easy enough to get around, virtually inpossible to get
| ost, except on the wild side around Hana. But you're going to the other end
of the island: to Kahakul oa. The area's lush and nount ai nous, but nanageabl e.

"You'll find maps of Ichimada's conpound, details about his security system
t he nunber of nen he enploys and the like. You can trust the intelligence one
hundred percent. But it'll be up to you how to get inside. Don't count on him

inviting you. And getting close to himwhen he's on the outside is too risky.
Hs men are all armed, and they're not afraid to shoot first. Ckay?"

M chael nodded.

"A Jeep will be waiting for you at Kahului airport. Your hotel room s been
paid for. There is five thousand dollars in there, but an account has been
opened for you at the Daiwo bank in Kahul ui should you need nore."

M chael hefted the packet. "You said something about a passport and a Japanese
visa," he said.

Jonas grunted. "l haven't been reading your tea leaves, if that's what you
think. |1 just like to have all the bases covered."

"Well," Mchael said, "if | do get to Japan, 1'll do a little poking around
about Yamanoto and his business associates. I've still got a lot of friends

over there."”

Jonas held up his hands. "Don't do nme any favors, Mchael. Please. You're
goi ng to have your hands full just tracking down your father's nurderer and
Audrey's abductor. Your father's area of expertise, the Yakuza turf, is your
territory now. Get used to it, and stick toit. Al right?"

M chael had returned to studying the death poemhis father had witten. "Maybe
| spoke too soon,"” he said. "Maybe this is a riddle—a kind of test ny father
is giving ne." He closed his eyes. Sonething flashed through his m nd



somet hi ng Audrey had caused himto renmenber that night of remniniscence. "There
i s sonething. Wien Audrey and | were younger, we were caught in a snowstorm"

Falling snow "I built a shelter out of the snow. Audrey wanted to run, but I
stopped her. | pulled her into the shelter, and we huddl ed together until Dad
found us. Afterward, he said that shelter saved our |ives."

"Sure," Jonas said. "I remenber himtelling ne how he brought you home. He was
proud of you, son." He shrugged. "But | don't see what that's got to do with
this poem"

"That's just it." Falling snow. "I can't quite explain— Egrets call to their
mates. M chael's head snapped up. "That's it! It must bel"

"What ?"

"Egrets don't call to their mates," Mchael said excitedly. "They call to
their famlies."

"Yes?" Jonas still didn't see it.

| called and called, Mke, Audrey said. | thought Dad would hear nme all the
way back at the | odge. Do you renenber? M chael renenbered.

He stabbed at the letter. "This is only half of it!" he said. "Watever is in
here, whatever clue's been left for me, it's only part of the nmessage Dad |eft
ne."

Jonas spread his hands. "Were in God's nane is the other hal f?"

"Audrey has it."

"What ?" Jonas al nost | eaped out of his chair. "Wat the hell are you talking
about ?"

"Don't you see, Uncle Samy? We're the egrets, Audrey and |I. Calling to each
ot her."

"l don't understand."

"She told ne Dad sent her a postcard.”

"Li sten, son, ny people were over the house fromtop to bottom There was
not hi ng of a recent nature fromyour father."

M chael stared at Jonas. "Then she's got it on her," he said. "Jonas, don't
you see? This could be why Audrey was ki dnapped now. To get the information ny
father sent her."

Jonas sai d not hi ng.

M chael |ooked down at the letter fromhis father, wondered if sonmeone el se
had read it. "Uncle Sanmmy?"

"We're | ooking at an awful lot of ifs. But it is possible,” Jonas admitted
finally.

"Who coul d have intercepted this letter?" M chael asked.

Jonas shook his head. "Any nunmber of people. But really, we don't know if

anybody did."
"Dammi t!" M chael said. "Gve ne a better explanation.™
Jonas stared bl eakly at Mchael. "I understand your frustration, son. And

right nowl'min the dark as to why your sister was kidnapped." He drummed his
fingertips against the desk top. "For now, we had better assume the worst. The
fact is, Audrey is in the gravest danger. W al so have to assune that there is
a very strict time limt. If whoever kidnapped her knows she's got information

that Philip passed on to her in some manner." He | ooked at Mchael. "O
course, the corollary of that assunption is that they'll conme after you next."
"We've got to save her," Mchael said. "Besides, | know I'll never understand

t he nessage ny father left until we do."

Jonas turned to stare out the wi ndow. The sun was com ng down, sendi ng deep
gold shafts slanting into the office. At last he said, "Follow your instincts,
son. Right now they seemto be our best—eur only—effense.”

M chael rose.

"One nmore thing," Jonas said. "Don't underestimate this |chinmada character—er
any of the Yakuza you're likely to neet. They're tough, and they have no
conpuncti ons about taking a human life. Watch your back fromthe nonment you
get off the plane. |Ichinada's people nonitor everyone's com ngs and goi ngs.
"By the way, you'll find a Beretta in the gl ove conpartnent of the Jeep."

"No gun," M chael said.



"M chael, you can't drive around there unarned."
"CGet me a katana, then. A good one."

"I can't promise it'll be as good as the one your father gave you."
"That woul d be inpossible,” Mchael said. "Just do the best you can."
Jonas hesitated, then nodded. "It'Il be waiting for you." He gave M chael a

quick smle, stood up. He stuck out his hand and, as Mchael took it, said,
"Good | uck, son. Codspeed."

"I can see you."

Wat er | appi ng.

"I"'mthe only one who can."

Lappi ng at pilings.

Masashi smling into the gloom at the shadows. "I'mthe only one who knows
who you are." He gestured. "Zero."

At their backs, the Sunmida River pulsed with the vehicles of constant

conmer ce. Ancient pilings creaked; rats squeaked, running |ike acrobats al ong
hawsers.

"My Zero." He | aughed. A passing boat sprayed brilliant shards of l|ights
through the pilings, into their intinate neeting ground. It seened to
illuminate the cruel cast to Masashi's expression. In a nonment the gl oom
returned, and Masashi felt the nmovenent. He drew the tanto, the Japanese
dagger, fromits hidden scabbard at his waist.

He could see Zero noving, and flicked the tip of his weapon in that direction
Before he could react to his error, he felt a blow numbing his left hand, so
that the tanto dropped to the rotting tinbers at his feet.

The razor-sharp bl ade of a katana glinted.

"WIl you kill ne now?" Masashi asked. "Well, all right, get on with it. Do
you i magine that | amafraid of you?"

Then the katana was coming for his throat. Masashi, stand- j ing his ground,
cl apped hi s hands together. The bl ade was caught between his palnms. For a
nmonent they struggl ed, each one trying to west away the other's grip. Even
t hough Zero had the advantage, the bl ade stayed between Masashi's powerf ul
hands.

Masashi spat. "Fear is for others to feel, Zero. You know what w |l happen
shoul d you hurt me—er try to foil me in any way. |'ve made that quite clear
haven't |?"

Masashi rel axed, let go of the blade. In a nonent, Zero had handed it over. It
was coercion, not strength or strategy, that decided this contest. Masash
hel d the katana up so that it was hit by one of the shafts of moving light. In
this manner, the sword appeared as if it were piercing the darkness. The

wor ked silver and gold on its guard sparkled like a burst of stars in their
encl osed worl d.

Prince Yamato Takeru's | egendary bl ade, synbol of the Jiban, soul of Japan.
"You brought it back," Msashi said.

Zero turned away so as not to witness the expression of sheer avarice on
Masashi's face. "You left ne no other choice.”

Masashi tore his gaze away fromthe shining sword. He nodded. "Yes, that's
true. The calls come regularly. M chiko keeps you inforned. She talks to the

child every day. 'I amalive and well,' the tiny voice says, or sonething to

that effect. So M chi ko knows. The child is perfectly fine. So |ong as you do
everything | say. That is our arrangement, yes? And it will remain so until |
have no nore use for you—until | have nothing else to fear from M chi ko."

Masashi nodded. "There is a lesson to be |learned fromthis, dear Zero. Power
is so epheneral, so fleeting. Mchiko was al ways feared in Yakuza circles,

al nrost as nmuch as ny father was. Just as you are feared."

"I amfeared," Zero said, "because Wataro Taki used ne to keep the other
Yakuza famlies in line."

"My father used you to strike fear into the hearts of his enenies. He used you
to paralyze them It is only right that |, who have inherited nmy father's

pl ace in the Taki-gum, should have inherited your skills as well."

"How t he Taki-gum has changed since Wataro's death!" Zero said. "You are



destroying the fam |y—everything your father built—through your overriding
anbition and greed."

"My father was living in the past," Msashi said. "H s time had gone; he was
too stubborn to see that. Hi s death was a merciful blessing for all of us."
"I't was neither merciful nor a blessing," Zero said evenly. "Your father died
in great pain. Hs death benefited only those filled with an evil venality.
You and Kozo Shiina. It is Shiina, your father's eneny for decades, who wll
have the last |augh. The Taki-gumi wll soon be riven by greed and blind
avarice. The lieutenants cannot hel p aping their oyabun. They will fight with
one anot her over power and territory, just as you and your brothers have
fought. They will make the famly vulnerable to the other famlies, who were
held in check by the force of Wataro's will."

"A fanciful —and totally inaccurate—+eading of the future." Msashi shrugged.

"But in the event that there is a grain of truth to what you say, | always
have you, Zero. \Wosoever defies my will shall be destroyed.™

"That is what happened to Hiroshi, isn't it?" Zero said. "I had no hand in
H roshi's hei nous death, but I'Il bet you did. Was it Ude, your executioner

who murdered poor Hiroshi? Hroshi was the el dest son, he was Wataro's choice
to succeed him to beconme the new oyabun of the Taki-gum . Hi roshi was too
strong for you to throw out, as you did your other brother Joji. H roshi was
strong of will and popul ar anbng the lieutenants. Hi roshi woul d have
controlled the future of the Taki-gum had he lived. He woul d have continued
the famly in the manner Wataro had wanted. Therefore H roshi had to be
elimnated. "

"My brother is dead," Masashi said quickly. "What matter the method of his
demi se?"

"It is where the bloodstains dry that concerns ne."

"That is quite amusing," Msashi said, not in the |east bit anused,

"consi dering what you do for a living."

"I do nothing for a living," Zero said enigmatically. "Because | amnot alive.
Not now. Not since your ascension. Not since you took fromne that which is
nost precious.”

The shadowed figure turned partially away from Masashi. "Once," Zero
continued, "I was an extension of the will of Wataro Taki. Wataro was a great
man. He used the Yakuza as no one el se had. Yes, he nmade enornous profits from
illegal activities. But he never preyed on the weak and the hel pl ess as ot her
oyabun do as a matter of course. And he gave back nmuch of his profits to the
needy in comrunities throughout Tokyo. He believed in the common man, and he
did all in his considerable power to help those people.

"That was why he refused your request for the Taki-gum to get involved in
drugs. Drugs are a destroyer of life. Wataro loved life too much."

"I amtired of hearing what a great man ny father was," Masashi said. "He is
dead, and | am oyabun now. | will show everyone who so reveres the god Wataro
Taki what the true neaning of greatness is. He turned his back on the enornous
profits the drug trade—and only the drug trade—aould bring in. Now I am naking
these profits a reality. Soon the Taki-gum wll be wealthy beyond the

i magi ni ngs of even the god ny father, Wataro Taki

"I ampreparing to lead all of Japan into a new era, so that every human bei ng
on earth will at last turn his face toward the Land of the Ri sing Sun."
"You're mad," Zero said. "You are but the head of a crimnal famly."

"You insignificant insect!" Msashi sneered. "How little you know of the vast
reserves of wealth and influence | am even now anassi ng!"

"You'll bring ultimte destruction to the one thing that nmeant nore than
anything else to your father: the Taki-gum ."
"Shut your nmouth!" Masashi snarled. "I'll tell you when to talk, just as |

tell you where and when to go. Wiy was | unable to contact you | ast week?"

"l was unavail able."

"That is not in our understanding!" Masashi shouted. "You are to be avail able
to me day and night. At all times. Wwere were you?"

"I was . . . unwell."



"I see that you have made a recovery." Msashi glared in Zero's direction

thinking. "Well, no matter," he said in a calnmer tone. "It has cone to ny
attention that Mchael Doss is on his way to Hawaii. Maui, to be exact."
"Why woul d that be of any concern to us?" Zero asked.

"We intercepted a letter Philip Doss sent to his son," Msashi said. "It was
very touching, a kind of passing of the torch. Qur good karma. | let the

| etter go because what could be better than to have Philip Doss's son brought
into this. You have returned the katana to us, but the Katei docunent is stil
m ssing. Though Philip Doss is dead, |I'mbetting his son will lead us to the
docunent. It is the very heart of the Jiban, detailing its entire strategy, as
wel |l as the networks of its power throughout the Japanese busi ness,
bureaucratic and governnental sectors.”

A barge hooted, and for a nmoment their coffinlike conpartnent was flooded wth
bars of probing light. Zero noved further into the shadows. Wen the sound of
t he engi nes had faded sufficiently, Masashi resunmed. "So M chael Doss is your
quarry. | don't want you involved in anything else until this matter is
resolved. It will not be long now. No nmore than the space of two weeks at the
out side. My schedul e is both demandi ng and unyi el di ng. "

Zero was silent.

"Wl ?" Masashi said.

"I will do as you ask."

Masashi snmiled at last. "OF course you will."

Fat Boy Ichimada felt oppressively hot. It was like the jungle here. O like
Japan in August. The trees stifled all air coming in off the ocean. These w ld
nount ai ns of Kahakul oa, within which he had chosen to work, had their
drawbacks. But these very drawbacks, Fat Boy |chimada rem nded hinsel f, were
part of the reason his solitude was rarely breached.

On breathl ess days such as this, it was inportant to rem nd hinmsel f of every
positive aspect of his work. Like the little house he had built for hinmself in
Hana, on the other side of the island, hidden away from everything and
everyone. Wen the pressures of his world becanme overpowering, he took his
heli copter and flew to Hana. Hi s hideout. Few people knew about the house.
Wataro Taki, |chinmada's oyabun, had known about it. But WAataro was dead. Now
only the two Hawaiians who Fat Boy had hired to find the Katei document knew
of its existence, since Fat Boy had | ost patience with checking up on the
house hinself. He certainly did not want anyone in his clan to know of its
wher eabout s.

It had not been Fat Boy Ichinmada's idea to come to Hawaii. Qthers far nore

i nexperi enced than he woul d perhaps have seen it otherw se, thinking

t hensel ves fortunate to have a job—+o be in a position to beconme top man in

t he | sl ands.

But | chi nada knew better. Being top man in what he considered to be the
asshol e of the universe was no honor

Not that |chi mada had anything against Hawaii. After all, he had been here for
seven years. But in the Yakuza, anywhere but Japan was nowhere. Japan was
where the real power resided, no matter what anyone back hone assured him
Once Fat Boy |chi mada had been a favored lieutenant in the Taki-guni. Wataro
Taki had seen his bravery and his |loyalty and had rewarded him Then Masash
began to gain in promnence. Masashi had seen to it that anyone with a nodi cum
of power within the Taki-gum was swept aside. Except in Ichimda's case it
had not been so easy. Masashi had trunped up charges agai nst Fat Boy. They
were totally false, but evidence that Masashi had obviously planted had been
found in Ichinmada' s house.

Fat Boy Ichimada was mssing the little finger fromhis right hand. It stil
resi ded, he suspected, in a jar of formal dehyde in the Taki mansion. Fat Boy

I chi mada had taken a knife, and to atone for a sin he had not conmtted, a sin
created by Masashi, he had sliced off the finger

He had been sitting across the table fromWtaro Taki at the time. In Tokyo,
seven years ago. Bowi ng, he had wapped the finger in a white cloth and passed
it across the table. Bowi ng, Wataro Taki had accepted the gift.



Bei ng bani shed from Japan to Hawaii was the other part of his atonenent.
Nowadays, Fat Boy |chi nada thought, the new Yakuza asked for a shot of
Novocai n before they put knife to their flesh. But Ichimda was fromthe old
school . Honor and girt, the burden hardest to bear, were his watchwords. It
was giri, after all, that had led himto cut off his finger. He had done what
Wat aro Taki, his oyabun, had asked of him Now that Masashi was oyabun of the
Taki -gum , Ichimada no | onger felt any obligation to his boss. Quite the
opposite, in fact. H s heart burned for revenge, and the years had not cool ed
that ardor.

Ther ef ore, when Masashi Taki had signal ed |Ichimada that an Anerican naned
Philip Doss was on Maui, that Doss was carrying something that bel onged to
Masashi, that Masashi wanted it back and that |chinmada was to use any and al
means to get it, Fat Boy had nade his own plans; he had hastened to conply.

But for his own ends, not Masashi's.

Masashi had made it clear to himthat the Katei document was inval uable.

| chi mada had no idea what the docunent contained. But he was certain that if
he shoul d become its possessor, he could buy his way off of Hawaii, buy his
way back to Japan. Masashi was so deternmined to get the Katei docunment back
that Fat Boy was convinced that Masashi would give Fat Boy his own subfamly
to run, as thanks for its safe return

That had been Fat Boy Ichimada's plan. Hence the use of the two Hawaii ans.
They were supposed to bring Philip Doss and the Katei document to Ichimada.

I nstead, Philip Doss had crashed and burned. But not before he had phoned

| chimada. "I know who you are," Philip Doss had said. "And | know where your
loyalties lie. | know you will do the right thing. You and | both | oved Wataro
Taki, didn't we? If you are still loyal to the old ways, you will find ny son
Ask himif he renenbers the shintai. | have left a key in his name—M chael
Doss—with the concierge at the Hyatt in Kaanapali. Wth it, he will be able to
open a nunmbered | ocker at the airport.™

"What ?" Fat Boy had said, stunned to be hearing fromthe very man who was his
quarry. "What are you tal king about?" But there was only dead air on the other
end of the line.

Ever since the call, Fat Boy |chi mada had wondered what was in the airport

| ocker. In the neantine, Masashi had phoned himto expect Ude. The news had
put Fat Boy into a panic, and he had sent the two Hawaiians to pick up the key
and bring himthe contents of the |ocker. Wat was in there? The Kat ei
docunent ? And what was the significance of the shintai?

At the same tinme, he had driven out to the airport to pick up Ude. Ude, who
had come, was hot on Philip Doss's trail. And with him an icy fist clanmping
Fat Boy Ichimada's heart. Fat Boy was certain that Ude had not come just to
retrieve the Katei docunent. Masashi had plenty of other people he could have
sent to do that. Ude was Masashi's executioner. That planted the suspicion in
Fat Boy's mind: Had his two Hawaiians tal ked? He had been a fool to trust
them But he had had no alternative. If he was to have any chance of escaping
this paradisiacal prison, he had to nake a grab for the Katei docunent. As
soon as he was free of Ude, he would have to find the Hawaiians and punish

t hem

For now, though, he would have to deal with Ude. The problem as Fat Boy

| chimada saw it, was not so much how to retain possession of the Katei

docunent he had sent the two Hawaiians in search of but howto stay alive long
enough to nake use of it.

Ude was a nenber of the new breed. In Tokyo, no doubt, he would hang out at
the Wave or the Axis in Roppongi, eat at Aux Six Arbres, dress in Issey Myaki
outfits. Try to make it with the gaijin blondes busy gobbling hamburgers and
trench fries.

Like all of his ilk, Fat Boy thought, |ooking at himnow, Ude wore his desires
on his face. Like a \Wsterner

Fat Boy Ichimada told hinself that he was not scared of Ude. Wiy should he be?
Ude used drugs, and that nmade one carel ess. The key, Fat Boy knew, was not to
make any precipitous noves. That was what Ude would try to nmake hi m do.



Now Ude and Fat Boy were down in the |lower |ea of Fat Boy |chinada's property;
it abutted on acreage that had been a cattle ranch for decades. Horses, cows
and flies abounded, and not nuch el se. Ude wal ked down along the cliffs and
then back into the cow pastures. Fat Boy huffed beside him always a pace or
two behind, hurrying to catch up. Fat Boy liked Ude to think of himas a
rather stupid fat man. The | ess sharp Ude believed he needed to be around Fat
Boy, the better.

Ude strolled through the grazing herd. Their enornous brown eyes regarded him
wi th bovi ne sommol ence, while their tails switched at the horseflies. Ude's
gaze, however, was not on the spectacul ar scenery or the bucolic inhabitants.
He wat ched where he was wal ki ng.

He passed over those pies, steaming and glistening |ike oatneal. These were
too newy excreted. Those cracked and grayed from age, half | eached into the
grass, he passed up as well. Wat he was searching for were cowpies crusted
over but still gravid with nutrients—the fertile mound of creation for the
mushroom Not any nushroom The nushroom The one that, when Ude ate it, would
pai nt the sky orange and red and turn the universe inside out.

Mushroons were the object of Ude's pilgrinmge onto the lea in Fat Boy
Ichimada's field: slender white stalks with buttonlike heads, slightly
browni sh, growing in small clunps

When he found what he was | ooking for, he knelt and, using a penknife, clipped
t he mushroons. Fastidiously, he circuntised the septic bottons. Then he popped
theminto his nouth and, rising, chewed reflectively.

In a noment, he felt the first changes begi nning. He could discern the bl ood
punpi ng through his veins and arteries. A pulsing in his |lower belly, a
geisha's delicate fingers plucking the strings of a sami sen. Tine extruded

t hrough the Third Eye.

He began to hum as he wal ked. "Sayonara No Ccean," a pop tune fromnore than a
year ago that had stayed with him The notes, as they runbled out of him
twirled in the air like clouds of breath on a frigid norning. Spent, the

vi brations dying one by one, they burst like a line of crystal goblets
striking a tile floor

The sunlight covered him sone viscous substance that stuck to himin tender

gl obul es, heating his flesh. He nodded his head, slipped off his black polo
shirt.

Bl ue, green and bl ack doubl e phoeni xes rose am d a bed of crimson flame. Wngs
spread wide, their |ong, powerful necks twi ned as they stared into each
other's faces. Below the pyre that had spawned them a thick serpent curled
and slid through rock and foliage. Its fanged jaws opened wide, its jeweled
eye omiscient, its forked tongue eternally questing.

Naked to the waist, Ude's irezum —the traditional Yakuza tattoos—ippled and
danced in concert with his rmuscul ature. Miscles invariably made hi mthink of
Masashi Taki. Masashi was a hut about fitness. Oten, he and Ude woul d work
out together, hour after hour, until even Ude's superbly toned body ached. It
was at those times that Masashi frightened Ude. Ude, who was frightened of no
one.

Ude woul d stand, exhausted, watching Masashi continue his strenuous workout,
sweat streami ng off his glistening hide, and Ude would find hinself thinking,
He is not human. He has nore stami na than a dozen nen.

Fi nal ly, when Masashi was finished, they would nove to the dojo mats, there to
take up longswords so that the oyabun could practice his kendo. It was all Ude
could do to keep up with him At every turn, it seemed, Masashi gained in
strength. He was indefatigable.

In the lea, the ocean's froth streamed fromthe corners of Ude's nouth. Ude

| aughed as he saw anot her deluge of froth. Finally, he recognized the bubbles
as words. He was talking to Fat Boy | chi nada.

"Consider," Ude realized he was saying, "that the Katei docunent is
everything."

"I know only what Masashi has ordered ne to do," Fat Boy | chi mada sai d.
"Philip Doss was here," Ude went on, ignoring him "Philip Doss stole the



Kat ei document. He fled here with sonmeone's assistance, neh?, since he had
dropped out of sight in Japan. He eluded me in Japan. Then here on Maui he is
nmysteriously killed. Not by me. Not by anyone who works for Masashi Taki. Then
by whom | chi nada? You know everythi ng and everyone. Here." He showed Fat Boy
| chi mada t he photo of

M chael Doss. "Have you seen hin? This is Philip Doss's son, Mchael. Has he
been here?"

"The son is not on Maui," Fat Boy |chimada said, thinking how rmuch the son
resenbl ed the father.

"No? Are you sure? Maybe Doss gave his son the Katei document for

saf ekeepi ng. "

"This man hasn't been on the Islands.”

Ude, his black pupils unnaturally dilated, |aughed cruelly. "Perhaps it's just
that you can't handle a situation like this anynore." He gave Fat Boy | chi mada
a nasty smle. "lnconpetence—that is why you were sent here, isn't it?"
"You're here for a day," Fat Boy I|chimada said, "and you think you know

everything." But he was stung. He did not |ike being rem nded of why he had

been sent away from Japan.

"Seven years," Ude said nockingly. "If |I had been here for seven years, 1'd

have built a clan that would have nade the ol d boys in Japan blanch. | would

even have thought of keeping a plum such as the Katei docunent for myself."
H's grin was so broad it was a leer. "But you're too stupid ever to have

t hought of that, aren't you, |chimada?"

Fat Boy Ichimada said nothing. He knew Ude was trying to bait himinto making
an adm ssion of guilt. Masashi could suspect fromthe Hawaiians' information
what he was pl anning. But without proof, he could do nothing. For now, face
protected |Ichimada. Masashi needed a reason to renmove himfromhis position in
Hawai i . That was why Ude was here: to get that reason. Masashi knew t hat was
going to be difficult, so he sent Ude to bait Fat Boy. If Ude's insults proved
sufficient for Fat Boy to strike back, then Ude could kill himwth inmpunity.
None of Ichimada's family on the Islands would protest. Therefore, Fat Boy
resolved to remain calm

"I don't blane you for not tal king about it,"” Ude went on. "I certainly

woul dn't. You see, the difference between us is that | would have nade the
best of being an exile. 1'd be out fromunder the thunb of Tokyo. This is the
| and of plenty. The United States. They don't know what we're about. Rich
virgin territory. Ripe for the picking. A man can make his reputation here, as
wel | as amassing a fortune! Yah!"

Ude's face turned to stone. "You knew Philip Doss in the old days, neh?"

"W both knew Wataro Taki," Fat Boy I|chimada said, thinking, That's why
Masashi sent Ude to put pressure on me. He's suspicious that Philip tried to

contact me. | nust be very careful

For Ude, the world was swimmng in color. It was alight with glimerings of an
astoundi ng nature. "I want the Katei document," Ude said, concentrating
"Masashi Taki ordered you to get it. If you don't hand it over to ne, | mnust
assune that you are holding out on ne."

| chi mada had an answer for that. "I amloyal to the Taki-gum . Masashi need
have no fear about that. As to the whereabouts of the Katei docunment, | am
working on that right now | have been at it fromthe nonent Philip Doss was
killed. He was not carrying the docunment when he burned. | am checking all the

pl aces he stayed or visited on the island.” Fat Boy felt the naddening tickle
of aline of sweat as it rolled down the side of his tenple. Ude peered at it
with the intense interest a | apidopterist devotes to an exotic butterfly.
"You?" Ude said, exam ning the droplet of sweat. "You are handling this

per sonal | y?"

"OfF course," Fat Boy said, trying to keep one nental step ahead, wondering now
i f Ude knew about the two Hawaiians at all. Had Ude's bl uster been just a ruse
after all? "I would not trust this delicate a matter to anyone else."

"You have a reputation for never getting your own pudgy fingers dirty." Ude
threw his head back and | aughed. "I saw your finger, by the way. It was in a



bottle filled with brown liquid."

"Gri," Fat Boy said, struggling to keep hinself calm "But that is a concept
Japanese |i ke you no | onger understand, neh?"
Ude's eyes were suddenly fierce. "I have been given total autonony to settle

this matter in any way | choose." He sneered. "Unl ess you deliver the Katei
docunent to ne within forty-eight hours, Ichinmada, you will die."

Fat Boy Ichimada stared at Ude as if he were nad.

"l advise you to do whatever you have to." Ude cocked his head, making an
exaggerated show of listening. "Do you hear that? It's the sound of your life
runni ng out."

Fat Boy Ichimada |istened to the insane |aughter and ground his teeth in

i mpotent fury.

A Bas was alight wth gol d-and-green neon.

"It's like being in a fishbow ," Joji Taki said.

"The night has a thousand eyes," Shozo said, recalling a line froman old
American film "And every one of themis here.”

The ni ghtclub was decorated in a style that could only be described as

m ni malist chic. Down a steep flight of steps froma street awash with people,
gl ossy gray-and-bl ack tables and chairs were scattered about a floor that
seened to shimer with tiny lights. Astoundingly, there seemed to be no |ess
of a crowd here than on the fl oors above. The nightclub was on several |evels,
connected by acrylic stairs in which had been enbedded neon tubes, twi sting
like futuristic serpents.

The walls were a series of thick sheafs, acoustically arranged, covered in a
woven material that was neither gray nor brown but that borrowed from both
hues. They rose in separated tiers toward a ceiling filled with a firmnment of
metal scaffolding lit by a series of spotlight clusters, all of which were in
constant novement. The result was not unlike being inside a stomach in the
process of digestion.

The intimation of anatomy was well founded. The girls who roaned the narrow

ai sl es between tables flashed their semni -nakedness in the same systematic
manner that sides of beef are hung in a slaughter-house.

That this kind of mechanical sexuality appealed to so nany mal es had ceased to
amaze Joji years ago. It might be a truismof nodern |ife that mechanica
sexuality was better than no sexuality at all

He thought briefly of Kiko, waiting with the patience of Buddha for his
return. Then, having allowed hinself this mnute treat, he turned his ful
attention toward the neeting at hand.

Masashi had entered A Bas. He stood in the doorway, his head surveying the
scene by increnents. This was Msashi's way. Wen he wal ked into the interior
of any place, he would stand just inside the doorway. He would not fully enter
until he had a clear picture of the area in his mnd

He was dressed in a black pin-stripe suit, pearl-gray shirt and a
white-on-white-patterned silk tie. He wore gold cufflinks and a plain gold
band on his ring finger.

The man he had brought with himwas unfamliar to Joji, an ol der Yakuza wth
cl ever eyes.

Masashi spotted Joji and Shozo and nade his way slowy toward them H s man,
quite deliberately Joji was sure, remai ned where he was beside the door. This
was by way of an adnonition to Joji. A silent reprinmand that Masashi wanted
this nmeeting to be solely between principals.

The two men bowed to each other, performed the ritual greeting. Joji dismssed
Shozo. Drinks were ordered.

On the small stage, a young nal e Japanese in sungl asses was singing a current
pop song to a prerecorded accompani nent bl asted out of a phal anx of speakers
suspended fromthe ceiling. Light junped and sparked. The reflections off his
snoked | enses were dazzling.

"I admre punctuality," Masashi said, "above all other virtues. A punctual man
is areliable man."

The waitress returned, delivering the drinks. Fromall sides Japanese nen,



sui ted and sungl assed |i ke the singer, ogled every exposed inch of her

"I asked for this neeting because since you | eft the Taki-gum ," Msashi went
on, "it occurred to ne that perhaps | had been unfair to you."

Masashi took a long swallow of his Suntory scotch. Having been recogni zed as
Yakuza, Masashi and Joji had been served stiff drinks rather than the norma
wat er ed- down bar dri nks.

"I wish," Masashi said, "to mnimze whatever mi sunderstanding there nay be
between us. My wish is for the Taki-gum to maintain its position of

preem nence. \Watever is required for that to take place, | amwlling to do."
"I appreciate your candor," Joji said, relaxing. "I, too, would wel cone an
equitable solution to our differences. There is no earthly reason for there to
be tension between us."

"Good," Masashi said. "There is much noney to be made—for all of us." He
lifted his gl ass.

"Ch yes," Joji said. "Bad blood is for nen w thout honor. Men who belong to
anot her, lesser, world than ours, neh?" He |aughed, imrensely relieved, as he
clinked his glass agai nst Masashi's.

"W are a rare breed, Joji-san," Msashi said expansively. "Qur father was a
sinmpl e orange farner. He was castel ess, an outsider whom soci ety neither
wanted nor could tolerate. Yet here we are. W own nore, nmake nore, contro
nore, than ninety percent of the popul ation of Japan. We regularly neet with
t he heads of the | argest business concerns, with the top vice-m nisters—even,
on occasion, w th governnent officials.

"But what good is any of this? W are all of us squeezed into centineters of
space. In Anerica, the poorest menber of the middle class may buy a noderately
priced house on an acre of land. An acre, Joji-san! Can you inagine such a

t hi ng? How many dwel I ings would we put on an acre of |and here? How nany

fam lies would occupy that space? | tell you it no longer matters how nmuch
noney one has in Japan. We are all hunbled by our own | ack of space. W I|ive
like insects, continually clinbing over one another."

The anger in Masashi's rising voice intrigued Joji because it had an odd
element to it. Joji had been listening hard, not only to what Masashi was
saying but to how he was saying it. The bitterness was unm stakable, a
corrosive core that went beyond phil osophy. That masochistic undercurrent of
self-hatred. If so, it fit the nmenories Joji had of their chil dhood. Masash
had been the baby of the Taki brothers. He had al ways been the nost difficult,
the nobst headstrong; the willful one, the contrary one. It was entirely
concei vabl e that Msashi, having been coddl ed by Wataro Taki, grew up
resenting that very attention

"Do you really hate our country so rmuch?" Joji said. "I cannot believe what |
am hearing. It is the place that has given us life, the place that nurtured
us."

"Drivel," Masashi said contenptuously. "Well what else can | expect fromny
mouse of a brother? Your timdity was al ways your worst fault. You cannot see
that the only way for Japan to be great in this new atonic age is to expand
its boundaries."”

"The greatness of Japan,"” Joji said, "is in our hearts, where the spirits of
our ancestors dwell. It is in our mnds, where the nmenories of our history
remain eternal ."

"Japan has rebuilt itself from ashes," Msashi said. "But it has gone as far
as it can. Nowit is up to men with vision to take it farther." He downed his
drink. "l speak only the truth,"” he said. "And the truth is often not what a
man wants to hear."

"Do you want the truth?" Joji said. He spread his hands. "Look at these
suckers, ny brother. Here is where you find your new recruits, neh? They cone
here to be voyeurs. They stare the night away. Then they go home and
masturbate.” He made a sound deep in his throat, as if he were going to spit.
"There is nothing real in |ooking beneath the skirt of a woman who | eaves her
underwear off for a living."

The waitress removed their glasses, placed fresh ones on the table. The



sungl assed singer was crooni ng.

"Listen to that insipid garbage,” Joji said. "It's what your new recruits
listen to for hours on end. Do they care about haiku, the poetry of their own
great heritage? No. They have lost touch with the past, with all that makes
Japan great.

" '"We sit and stare for hours/At the snoke in each other's eyes,' " he

m m cked the sungl assed singer. "lIt's meaningl ess. Like the manufactured
violence in the novies, where audiences root out |loud for nore and nore
mutilation. Like the manufactured grotesqueries of television news shows. The
vi ol ence they bring us is as contrived in its way as that in films. Wy?
Because all of it is meant to manipul ate us. The viewer is titillated but
never made to feel any real enotion, such as outrage or disgust. The

el ectronic world has no place for such realities. Sinply because its business
is fantasy."

Joji was aware that he was tal king too much, that his brother was staring at
him but it seenmed he could not stop hinmself. He felt the anger |ike a knot
inside hinself; it was as if he had becone infected by his brother's rage.
"The new breed of Yakuza you are bringing into the Taki-gum is wthout honor
wi thout a sense of tradition," he continued heatedly. "And this is why. They
were raised on electronic junk food. They were mani pul ated since birth. It's
mother's mlk to them Consequently, all they know is how to nmanipul ate. Each
ot her. Thensel ves. "

Joji gestured. "Look at their pleasures. They require bonbardment for any
reaction to surface. Their spirits are decayed and callused. Extrem smis the
banner they hold high. Because the extrene is the only thing that has
sufficient power to nove them All the rest falls on deaf ears and sightless

eyes. "

"Extrem sm" Masashi said, "is often m sunderstood." He |eaned forward. "Today
it is extrem smand only extrem smthat will wench Japan fromthe hands of
the Westerners—the itekil If you were not so soft-bellied, you would see this

truth as | do. If only our father had understood. The only good he did was use
t he Taki-gum as a weapon agai nst the Russians.”

"How can you speak this way about our revered father?" Joji said.

"I say what has to be said. | amthe only one with enough courage to do so. As
usual . "

Masashi has not changed, Joji thought wearily. Al the elation he had felt at
t he begi nning of the neeting washed out of him Joji realized that he was on a
fool's errand. Masashi had not changed one iota. He was still contenptuous of
the old traditions. It was Masashi who had argued at clan neetings that the
Yakuza were mred in the past, that their code of honor—though once useful —was
now nmore of a detriment. "W are nearing the year two thousand," Joji recalled
Masashi saying. "If the Yakuza is to have any chance at all of surviving the
new century, then it nust look to expand its base of operations.

"We are wholly local, as we have been for centuries. W have done nothing to
better ourselves. W are, essentially, where we were in the days of our

gr andf at hers.

"The world is rapidly passing us by. In order to remain strong, we nust seek
new hori zons. The Yakuza rmust do what our governnent has done. Conpete on a

gl obal scale."

But goi ng gl obal would take an enornous outlay of capital. And there was only
one way to fund such expansion in an ongoi ng manner. Drug running. Wataro Tak
had vetoed any such involvenent. And that had been the end of it. O so
everyone had believed.

Then Wataro had nmade his retirenent announcenent. And Masashi had made his
nmove. Into the twentieth century. The age of thernonucl ear ni ghtnmare and

el ectroni c di ssemination

Profit w thout honor was a |life better left to corporate businessnen, Joji
firmy believed. Honor was what set the Yakuza apart. It was what made them
special, it was their link to the greatness of the past. The splendor of the
samurai . Masashi woul d, no doubt, sneer at such a conparison. But this kind of



continuity was the only protection against the di sconnection ranpant in
society. That was the difference between them

He was wong. It was not the mutilation served up daily on TV and filns that
had crippled the spirits of the new breed. It was the electronic nedia's

mur der of the past. According to the postnodern credo, the past was as

di sposabl e as | ast week's fashion trend. It had been made irrel evant.
"Learning is difficult enough for the young and i nexperienced," Joji said. "It
is inmpossible for your new Yakuza recruits to unlearn this explosion of
fallout fromthe atonic age. What's bred in the bone," he added, quoting
Shozo.

"What's that?"

"An American aphorism" Joji said. "But it is apt for us in this instance. You
are resigned to the necessity of enploying the young and i nexperienced, for
whom | earning is inmpossible. Garbage is their nother's mlk."

"Are you questioning nmy nmethods? Agai n?" Masashi said. "The problemis

uni versal anmong us. Only the solutions differ."

"And what is yours?" Joji asked

"An alliance," Msashi said. "Between the Yakuza, the bureaucracy and the
gover nment . "

Joji laughed. Surely his brother was drunk on Suntory. "Wo has been filling
your head with such nonsense?" he cried. "The Yakuza are outcasts. They are
beyond society at |large. W are who we are because essentially we are msfits.
We cannot survive in the highly stratified society of Japan ot herw se."
"Perhaps that was true once," Masashi said. "But no nore. Now the Yakuza will
join the mainstreamof society."

"I nmpossible!™ Joji could not believe what he was hearing. "W are outlaws. W
will always be viewed as undesirable by the ruling powers. You cannot change
what is."

"I can change it," Masashi said. "And | am | amtaking the Taki-gum out of
t he shadows. For one thing, | am planning to make public the heroic deeds
performed by the Taki-guni over the years in defense of Japan; our history of
wor k agai nst the Russian KGB should be a matter of public record. | am
steppi ng up our involvenent in Yamanoto Heavy |Industries' businesses. Nobuo
Yamanoto and | are planning several new ventures in which Taki-gum nenbers
will participate more fully. The clan will soon be as great and legitimte a
force in Japan as any business congl onerate you can nane."

"Listen to yoursel f," Joji said. "The businessmen and bureaucrats w th whom
you seek an alliance will spit on you. They woul d sooner conmt seppuku than
grant Yakuza entry into their strata of society. Your self-delusion would be a
source of hunmor were it not so sad."

"Enough! " Masashi shouted. Heads turned as he was heard even above the
electrified nusic.

Joji persisted. "Don't you see that the very presence of your new breed of
recruits spells utter disaster for the future of the Yakuza? They are

ungover nabl e because they are rootless. Wthout a heritage, they cannot be

conmitted to anything. Certainly not to a Yakuza oyabun. They will not submnit
to discipline, because the only thing they believe in is anarchy. You are an
out -and-out fool, unfit to be oyabun of the Taki-gum, if you believe

ot herw se. "

Masashi | eaned across the table, grabbed Joji by his shirt-front. d asses
crashed to the floor. Two bouncers noved in the table's general direction but
wer e stopped by Shozo and Masashi's pockmarked soldier. "Listen! You rmay be ny
brother, but | don't have to tolerate this kind of discourtesy!

I am oyabun of the Taki-gum. | took pity on you and was going to offer you a
post back inside the clan for the sake of appearances.

"There will never be a chance of that now. You're Iike our father. You' ve got
your head back a hundred years. | want no part of you. Do you hear ne? Get out

of ny sight, weakling!"

Ude found the two Hawaiians drinking beer at a |local place in Wiluku. They



were not difficult to find. Ude had put a tap on Fat Boy Ichimada's private
line before they had had their little chat down in the lea. Ude had fri ghtened
himso badly, it had not taken Fat Boy long to get on the phone. The tap Ude
had used was a TN-5000, one of the new generation that Fujitsu had desi gned.
Using an ROM microchip, it stored the conputer tones comng into and goi ng out
of the phone base to which it was attached. That gave Ude the phone nunber Fat
Boy had di al ed. Ude was hooked into everyone and everything on the Islands; it
had taken Ude only a short tine to get the nane and address that went with the
phone number.

Ude sat down at a table near the front door. Took a chair at a ninety-degree
angle fromthem so he could keep an eye on them wi thout having to face them
directly. He had pulled up just as they were getting into their van. He had
foll owed them here.

Ude ordered a club soda. He never touched al cohol or tobacco. Saving hinsel f
for the mushroom He sniled. These Hawaiians, he thought, rel axing now, have
got the life. They'll never ampbunt to anything, but they sure are happy.

While he waited, he had plenty of tine to think about Fat Boy |chimada. In
many ways the oyabun rem nded Ude of his own father. Knowit-alls who coul dn't
see a foot in front of their face. They were the center of everything; they
hel d the past in their hands.

Fah! Ude thought now The past is nmeaningless. It is baggage that saddl es you
with its usel ess weight all through your fife. Ude had no such conpuncti ons.
He saw only the future, brightly lit, overheated, eternally beckoning. The
future was what set his juices running. Ude would do anything he was told in
order to have a piece of it.

Now he had to find out what these Hawaiians were up to. He did not believe a
thing Fat Boy Ichimada had told him he could not afford to. Fear had its
advant ages, as Masashi

Taki was ever pleased to enunerate. But it also nmade liars out of even the
nost honest of nen. Mdre often than not, you were told just what you wanted to
hear. Wi ch was why Ude had come to the source.

Eventual ly, the two Hawaiians got bored with drinking beer. It took thema
very long time. Their capacity for liquid astounded even Ude, who had been

wi th many prodigious drinkers in his tine.

There was no problemfollowing them Al they had on their mnd was girls.
They picked up a couple of locals in another hangout, which was obviously
famliar to them Ude waited outside. There was no need to get out of his car
because he had a cl ear view of the place through the open door

The four of them emerged and got into the Hawaiians' van. Ude took off after
them They had a place in Kahului near enough to the airport so that the
runble of the jets' engines was a permanent fixture of the nei ghborhood.

He was going to wait until they were alone. But then he thought, Wat the
hell. Fat Boy |chi mada had pissed himoff, holding out on him when Ude had
expressly warned himnot to. The quicker this was done, the quicker Fat Boy

I chi mada woul d get wind of it. Ude dearly w shed he could be with the oyabun
when that happened, inpossible though that would be. Ude | aughed, thinking of
Fat Boy's expression. Sonetimnmes, he knew, the dream was better than the
reality.

Take now, for instance. Ude sitting in his car, the engine off but the engine
of his m nd chuggi ng al ong. Feedi ng i mages of the death and destruction in

whi ch he woul d participate nonments from now.

I mpmges of a surreal quality. Sometines he would see the two Hawaiians. Looking
into their eyes at the nmonment of their deaths. Watching for the transition. To
see the spark go out.

In reality he never did, of course. It was inpossible, no matter how
concentrated one's mind was. That instant renmai ned el usive, save in the inmages
of Ude's brain.

In those i mages he woul d reach out and grasp the spark as it lifted free of
the body, a blister excised. Open his nouth and swallow it. Wuld this inpart
to hima power sublinme?



In anot her image, instead of the two Hawaiians in the shabby house, Ude saw
his father. It was his father's body beneath his. Hs father's face that he
wat ched for the junp of the spark. It was his father he was going to kill.

Ude got out of the car. Crossed the street and went toward

t he house. The grounds were a ness. Grass that hadn't been cut; shrubs that
had needed pruning three years ago were now as wild as a lion's nane. Ude felt
a surge of revulsion at human bei ngs who coul d be so unconscious of their

sur roundi ngs.

Ude's own home outside Tokyo was fastidious in every respect. Especially the
grounds, which to Ude were sacred. To plant, he felt, was to take on a holy
trust. Gardens were a matter of considerable conplexity. They required elan in
designing, skill in planting, care in maintenance.

That was anot her thing, Ude thought as he picked the | ock, of which ny father
was i gnhorant.

He entered the sem dark house. Hearing noises, he paused in the hallway.

Li stened to the grunts and groans, as if he were nearing the ape cage at the
zoo. He could hear a box spring squeaking rhythmcally.

He produced four |engths of cowhide rope. He preferred cowhi de because it was
suppl e yet strong. He noved forward.

It took himjust over a mnute to ascertain that the two Hawaii ans had noved
fromseparate quarters into one bedroom The door was open. It was easy to

| ook inside.

One of the Hawaiians had the bed. He was on top of his girl, hunping away at
br eakneck speed. The other Hawaiian was |ying on his back on the floor. H's
girl knelt over him She was rising and falling, her hands on his chest. His
eyes were cl osed.

Ude was wearing |ightweight crepe-soled shoes that he had had made for himin
Tokyo. They made no sound as he crept into the roomand silently shut the door
behi nd hi m

Five people in the room and he was the only one perfectly still. Fromthis
stillness he erupted into notion without warning.

At the bed, he grabbed the Hawaiian's wists, tw sting them backward. Wth a
flourish he could only have | earned watching Hol |l ywood westerns, Ude whi pped a
| ength of cowhi de around the Hawaiian's crossed wists. The knot he nmade was
slip-proof. In fact, the nore the Hawaiian struggled, the tighter it got.

In al nost the sane notion, he turned to the couple on the rug. He kicked out.
The steel toe of his shoe caught the girl in the throat. She coughed, gagged,
sank all the way down on the supine Hawaiian's penis.

Ude pushed her violently aside as the Hawaiian's eyes flew open. They were
still filled with her, his reflexes dulled by lust. Ude punched him hard j ust
bel ow the rib cage and, as he began to doubl e over, pushed himonto his
stomach. Used the second | ength of cowhide to lash his wists together

Heard soneone scranbling behind him turned, |lashed out with his right |eg.
Caught the first girl as she was attenpting to dash for the door. Connected

wi th her hip, heard her heavy grunt, turned away from her before she had
fallen to the floor.

By this time, the Hawaiian on the bed had gotten to his feet.

"Who the hell are you?" he shouted. Fear lent a shrill note to his voice.

Wth a leg strike, Ude crashed himto the floor. He used the respite to tie up
the girls. When he was finished, he contenplated the two Hawaiians withing.
The one Ude had hit in the rib cage used both |egs, striking Ude on his thigh
Ude grunted, swung forward and down, jamring the toe of his shoe into the side
of the Hawaiian's neck. That was unfortunate. It broke the man's neck, and by
the tine Ude knelt down beside him took his head in his hands and stared into
his face, there was nothing to see.

"You've killed him" the second Hawaiian screanmed. The girls began to whi nper.
"The sane thing will happen to you," Ude said, "unless you tell ne."

"Tell you what?" the Hawaiian said.

"What Fat Boy | chinada sent you to do."

"Who's Fat Boy | chi mada?"



Ude used the edge of his hand. It was a neat, clean calculated blowto the
heart, which terrified the Hawaiian. H s face went white; he gasped. Hi s eyes
wat ered. Ude waited.

"Answer," he said.

"A hearse!" The Hawaiian's eyes were squeezed shut. He was panting. "The woman
was driving a hearsel!™

"A what ?"

"At the airport in Kahului!" the Hawaiian screaned. "A hearse drove up to take
charge of a coffin flowm in fromthe nmainland!"

"Where on the mai nl and?"

"New York, Washington. I'mnot sure."

"Why were you at the airport?"

"Because of the red cord."

"What red cord?”

"Untie ne," the Hawaiian said, "and I'lI|l show you." He rubbed his wists when
Ude untied the rawhide. Ude went with himto a chest of drawers. The Hawaii an
opened one, rummaged through hi s underwear.

"Here it is." He produced a short strand of braided cord of a red so deep it
was al nost bl ack.

Ude took the cord. "Were did you get this?"

"At the airport. A locker. Ichinada told us to pick up the key. At a hotel
Under the name M chael Doss."

Doss! Philip Doss's son! Ude could smell the truth. "That's when you saw t he
hear se?"

"Yeah. | was waiting for nmy brother. He went to take a leak. | noticed the
worman right away because she knew about Fat Boy's men. The ones he uses to
noni t or everyone who cones in and goes out of the airport. She avoided them"
"Then what happened?" Ude asked.

"Are you going to kill me?"

Ude smled. "Not if you tell ne what | want to know. "

The man swal | owed, nodded. "I went over to the hearse while she was signing
the papers to get the casket through, and that's when | sawit. There was a
hand-drawn map on the front seat. | leaned in. It showed the way to Hana.

There was a circle drawn around a spot in Hana. It was Fat Boy's house. The
one he uses nmaybe once or twi ce a year, when he wants to get away from

busi ness and the famly."

A casket being brought to Fat Boy's house? Ude thought. Wat was goi ng on?
"I'sn't Hana on the other side of the island? Very renote, very wild. \Were
exactly is this house?" The Hawaiian told him

Ude thought it was tine to take the hard edge of f. "What has Fat Boy got

goi ng?"

"Ch, he doesn't know about this."

"How do you know t hat?" Ude asked

"Because he's gotten lazy. He said he used to take care of the house hinself.
Now he has us doing it. We were there not nore than a couple of weeks ago,
getting rid of the roaches. They come in fromthe nountains. But there was no
electricity on, no water. Nothing. He was not expecting anyone."

Even nore interesting, Ude thought. He considered. "Did you tell Fat Boy any
of what you saw at the airport?"

"You nmean with the woman? Not yet." Tears were streami ng fromthe Hawaiian's
eyes. "My brother said no. Fat Boy | ocked himoutside—with the dogs, you know?
The Dober-mans. Ever since then, ny brother hates Fat Boy. 'W take his
nmoney,' ny brother says. That's all."' "

"Who was the driver?" Ude asked. "The woman?"

"I don't know," the man said. "Please! |I've told you everything. Let ne go!"
"Al'l right," Ude said gently.

He crashed the edge of his hand into the Hawaiian's throat, then knelt down
besi de him For a nonment their eyes |ocked. The cricoid cartil age had
ruptured. The Hawaiian began to suffocate.

Ude continued to stare into his face even though the Hawaiian's eyes, opened



wi de, were darting wildly here and there as if they were seeking escape from
the inevitable.

Wth a kind of devotion, Ude's hands covered the Hawaiian's face. Now Ude
spoke in Japanese, as if to his dead father. "You left your wife. You |left
your son. There was no tinme to make you pay for the suffering you caused those
who once | oved you.

Thunbs curling into claws. "Those."

Lifting away fromthe already graying flesh. "Wwho."

Li gaments rai sed as tension cane into them "Once."

Movi ng over the trenbling eyelids. "Loved."

Thunbs pl ungi ng downward in concert with a scream

The nurderer's or the nurdered' s?

"You. "

Ude, his forehead pressed against the Hawaiian's, was weepi ng.

"Fat her."

Two hours later, Ude was in Hana. There were no roaches left in the house, but
t here was sonething alive.

O rather, soneone.

Li ke a stone skipped across a | ake, M chael was wi nging his way across the
Pacific. The continental United States was behind him but Uncle Sanmmy's words
woul d not |et him be.

M chael's mind was wrapped around the enigma that was Philip Doss.

Up swam a nenory. Philip Doss conming to Japan. To Tsuyo's school for M chael's
graduat i on.

M chael saw his father enter the dojo, carrying a long, thin package w apped
in multicolored Japanese paper. Philip had cone just in tine. Mchael was
called to the center of the tatami mats. He, like all the other students, was
garbed in padded suit and a nask with a nmetal grill over the face. This served
as protection agai nst the bokken, the wooden swords the students used.
"Tendo," Tsuyo said, "is the Way of heaven. It is the Way of truth. It is how

we here live our lives. Tendo gives us our understanding... of the world
around us... and of ourselves. If we do not grasp tendo, then we understand
not hi ng. "

Tsuyo noved to where M chael stood, handed hima bok-ken. He returned to his
pl ace at the edge of the mats.

"Under st andi ng nothing, we are evil and will eventually slip into evil ways,
whet her or not we nmean to. This is sinply because in turning away fromtendo,
we have lost the ability to recognize the face of evil."

Two students, also arnmed with bokken, approached M chael from opposite sides.
They attacked in tandemas if acting on an unspoken cue.

But M chael was already in notion. This was what Tsuyo called the Zen chance.
He cl ashed his bokken against that of the first opponent, applying pressure in
order to force the two weapons down and away from him

At that instant he di sengaged and, drifting to his left, brought his wooden
sword in against the fists of the second student. |mediately, M chael
attacked again and again, beating down the hastily erected defenses of the
surprised pupil, until the bokken flew from his hands.

The first student had recovered sufficiently to race at M chael's back

M chael twi sted, narrowy missing a blowto his spine. He engaged, sword

agai nst sword.

As he did so, Tsuyo signed for a third armed student to attack. Tsuyo was
standi ng, watching the action with a practiced eye. H s hands grasped his
steel katana. There was no expression on his face.

M chael felt the strike fromhis opponent all the way up his spine. He knew
this boy well. He was an attacker. He was stronger than M chael, but perhaps
not as determn ned.

The student held his bokken before him made a rush at Mchael. M chael held
his sword end downward and slightly to his left. He let his opponent's bl ade
conme at him mnoving at the last instant so that the student's monmentum took
hi m past M chael. M chael pivoted, slashing the boy across the back. The



student fell flat, his weapon rolling away from hi m

Now the third student was al nost upon M chael. As M chael turned, he saw that
there was no defense, no offense he could offer. He was defeated. And he
renenbered the Zen saying "Beat the grass, surprise the snake." He threw down
hi s sword.

For an instant, the third student did not understand the gesture, and he
stopped. In that nonent of indecision, Mchael struck, using the edges of his
hands in atem, percussive blows, on the student's nerve meridians. The
student col | apsed.

Now Tsuyo strode to face Mchael. He was in the ken-tai position, the nmaster's
battle stance. What could this nmean? Another test? The assenbl ed students held
their breath.

Tsuyo attacked, and there was no time for thought. The steel blade whistled

t hrough the air toward the weaponl ess M chael

Who reached out, capturing the katana's bl ade between the pal ns of his hands.

For the first tine, Tsuyo snmiled as he said, "It is always thus. Tendo, the
Way of heaven, shows us the nature of evil. It shows us not only howto
confront evil, but when."

Afterward, Philip spent the afternoon with his son. It was the first week of
spring. In Yoshino, where Tsuyo's school was |located, the hillsides were thick
with cherry trees bursting into bloom As they wal ked the country paths,
tender white petals drifted about their faces |ike w ndbl own snow.

"I came,"” Philip said, "not only to be at your graduation, but also to give
you this." He handed over the w apped package.

M chael opened it. The ancient katana glinted gold and silver in the sunlight.
"It's beautiful,"” Mchael said, stunned.

"Yes. Isn't it," Philip said. "This was the sword nade for Prince Yamato
Takeru. It is very old, Mke. Very precious. There is a great responsibility
in owing it. You have becone its guardian, therefore you nmust take care of it
every day of your life."

M chael began to withdraw it fromits el aborate scabbard.

"It's as sharp now as it was on the day it was forged," Philip said. "Be

careful. Use it to fight evil, only if you have to."
M chael | ooked up, a sudden intuition flooding him "Is that why you sent ne
here, Dad? So | will be able to recognize evil?"

"Possibly,"” Philip Doss said thoughtfully. "But these days evil is adept at
wrapping itself in many disguises."

"But | have tendo," M chael said. "The Way nmekes me strong. | have passed al
of Tsuyo's tests today."

Philip | ooked at his son, smling sadly. "If those were the nmost difficult
tests you will face," he said, "lI'd be content."” He ruffled Mchael's hair.
"Still, 1'"ve done the best | can."

He turned, bringing them around so that they were headed back toward the dojo.
"Now you know that first you must recognize evil. Then you must conbat it.

Finally, you nmust guard agai nst becom ng evil yourself."

"It's not that hard, Dad. | did it today. | stopped Tsuyo's attack w thout
attacking himnyself. | knew that he had no evil intent."

"Yes, Mkey, you did. And |I'm proud of you. But know ng these things for
certain gets harder the ol der you grow "

Audrey . . . Ch God! Poor Audrey! M chael thought now. He buried his face in
his hands. H's cheeks were wet with tears. He had not been able to recognize
the evil that had cone for Audrey. The magnificent katana that his father had
entrusted to himcould not save her. And in any case, now it was gone, too.
Where was Audrey now? WAs she alive?

"Fat her," M chael whispered, "I swear on your grave that I'Il find Audrey. |
swear to you that 1'Il find whoever took her. I'Il find whoever took the

kat ana you gave ne."

The shining bosomof the Pacific was flat and steely bel ow the patches of
thick cumulus. It seenmed infinitely peaceful, an entire world unto itself. At
this moment it seemed to M chael to be inpossible—and unfair—for there to be



teeming civilization plunked down in the mddle of it.

First you rnust recognize evil.

"Tendo. The Way of heaven is the path of righteousness.” Tsuyo's voice echoed
in his ear. "The Way of heaven is truth. Those who deviate fromthe Way have
al ready enbraced evil."

Then you nust conbat it.

"Your father sent you to ne for one purpose,” Tsuyo said on the first day they
met. "To learn the Way. He wi shes you to have the opportunity that he never
could. Here in Japan, there is a chance that you may learn. But first you nust
shed everything else in your life. If this seens distasteful to you, even
harsh, so be it. The Way is difficult. The Way—ot |, not you—will decide

whet her you are suited for this study."

Finally, you must guard agai nst becom ng evil yourself.

"The Way of heaven abhors weapons," Tsuyo said. "However, just as a gardener
must rid his garden of weeds and vermn in order for the flowers he tends to
grow, so there cones a tinme when the Way of heaven calls for elimnating
destructive evil. The evil of one nust be expunged so that ten thousand may
live in peace and harnony. This, too, is the Wiy of heaven

"Now you may think that the Way is everything. Yet defeat is possible even
after you have cone this far. Even a master of the discipline, a sensei such
as nyself, may know defeat. In that dread place where the Way cannot tread,
where the Way i s powerl ess.

"I'n zero."

M chael swall owed now, clearing his ears. Wth a bunp, the plane was down. The
j et engi nes screani ng beyond the Perspex wi ndows until the brakes took hold.
He | ooked out the wi ndow at pal mfronds rippling and, beyond, the sapphire
jewel of the Pacific Ccean.

Maui .

M chael was already in the air when Jonas entered the offices of General Sam
Hadl ey. Hadley, in his eighties, had been retired fromthe Arny for sone
years. But by special conmission, he had retained his strategic advisory
capacity to the president. It was not to the general's assistant that Jonas
went, however, but to Lillian's.

The young major was a severe-faced man. He ran Lillian's section with a fierce
conpetitiveness. He showed a serious |ack of a sense of hunor, but Lillian
said that he could be forgiven that fault.

The maj or asked if Jonas would |ike coffee, Jonas assented, and it was brought
into Lillian's office nmonents after Jonas hinsel f had gone in.

Lillian had asked about Audrey as soon as Jonas arrived. But there was no
news, nothing he could tell her that m ght give her some sol ace. She was
control | ed enough not to stay on the subject, and for this Jonas was grateful
Now t hat he had sent M chael off following Philip's trail, he was
unconfortable in Lillian's presence. He knew that she would not take it well
when she found out what he had had a hand in doing.

"I"'mglad you could come," she said, trying to snile

"It seened inportant when you called,” Jonas said.

They sat in the end of her office that was nore |ike her home, away fromthe
desk. There were no file cabinets, no credenza. But half her desk was taken up
wi th a phal anx of phones that at a nonent's notice could connect her with
every area of the government, fromthe Wite House to the Pentagon to just

about anyone on Capitol HlIl. General Hadley's lines of power ran | ong and
deep into the fertile soil, not only of Washington, but also of the major
capitals of the world.

Over coffee, Jonas took a long hard |ook at Lillian. She wore a bl ack dress.

She had abandoned all jewelry save her plain gold weddi ng band and a pair of
di anond stud earrings Philip had given her for their tenth weddi ng

anni versary.

"The vault is no place for jewelry, Lillian," Jonas observed.

"My nenories are there," she said tonelessly. "My jewelry is no nore beautiful
than those." She stared at her left hand. "Wat | choose to wear now | do so



out of necessity.'’
[ uxury.

"Philip is dead," he said gently.

Lillian cl osed her eyes. "Do you suppose that his death has caused himto

di sappear? As if he never existed?"

"Certainly | didn't mean to inply that."

She stared at him "Whatever Philip was, whatever Philip did, cannot be
altered by his death."

She | ooked very pale. The lack of sunshine on her flesh had turned her skin
translucent. It seemed to Jonas that she was as beautiful now as she had been
when he had first nmet her. She had | ost none of her luster; she was stil
desirabl e.

But not to Jonas. He wondered how long it would be before the unattached nen
in Lillian's circle would come nosing around. Her job as her father's

assi stant brought her into contact with the nost high level diplomatic
personnel from around the world.

Al of themwould want a piece of Lillian now Jonas smled inwardly at that.
He had kept his personal aninpsity toward her carefully in check all these
years. But now, in the ultinmate noment that her grief created, he could allow
it to conme up, he could turn it over and over like a precious artifact.

It had al ways been a question of the life he shared with Philip or the life
Philip had shared with Lillian. It seened to Jonas that Lillian had never
understood the nen's need for secrecy. She had wanted to be a part of
everything that had been Philip. And when she couldn't, she had bl amed Jonas
for it. And because of her anger, he supposed, she had driven a wedge between
Philip and hinsel f.

It occurred to Jonas, sadly, inexorably, that his friendship with Philip never
had been the same after Lillian's appearance.

And still, knowing this, after all this time, he could not hate her. She had

| oved Philip. And out of his own love for Philip, Jonas had rmade her part of
his adopted famly

It was difficult to believe that he was sitting across fromher and that
Philip would not at any noment wal k through the door. Lillian and Philip. Mich
to his dismay, Jonas discovered that he could not think about the one without
t hi nki ng of the other.

"The consequences of Philip's life," Lillian was saying now,
outl ast the consequences of his death."

Too bad she knows not hing of either, Jonas thought. Or is it? In this case,
maybe not. That |ast bl ow would no doubt crush her entirely. Inmpulsively, he
reached out, put his hand over hers. Her marriage band di sappeared beneath his
palm "OF course they will," Jonas said. "Philip was responsible for great

t hi ngs. Who should know that better than the two of us?"

"I'd prefer that you didn't patronize nme," Lillian said. "You're well aware
that for years | knew nothing about what Philip did. That was somnething that

As if there were no longer a place in her life for personal

will surely

was al ways between the two of you. | never liked that, but | came to accept

it. Eventually."

Lillian smled. "But don't concern yourself, Jonas. The secrets you and Philip
kept are in no danger fromne."

He frowned. It had al ways anmazed him the transformation of Lillian Hadl ey

Doss from USO singer to a nmover within diplomatic and nmilitary circles. She
seened out of place in this office of power, attended to by the stern-faced
maj or, every inch the strict disciplinarian that Lillian's father still was.
Was the incongruity of it, he asked hinsel f, because of her beauty? Because
she was a woman? "Wat do you mean?" he asked.

Per haps she heard the uneasiness in his voice. She kept her smile. "I work
here, for ny father, renmenber, Jonas? General Hadley is still your boss as
well as mine. He runs all the bureaucratic interference for BITE. He's had the
ear of every president since Truman, and with good reason. He's the finest
mlitary strategist this country's seen since the turn of the century.
"There are no secrets anynore, Jonas. Not fromne, at least. | have gotten a



measure of satisfaction fromthat. It was always you and Philip. | was al ways
left out."

"That was business, Lil."

"It still is, Jonas." Her smile wdened. "Only now, secrets are ny
stock-in-trade too." She put down her cup. "That's why | asked you to cone as
soon as you could." She held out a red-bound folder. It was stanped top secret
and eyes

only. Across one comer were the double black stripes that cautioned that the
mat eri al contained inside could not be duplicated or taken out of the office
of origination.

"What is it?" Jonas said as he took the folder fromher. But there was already
a sinking feeling in his stomach.

"Read it," Lillian said. She poured herself nore coffee as Jonas flipped open
the file. She took out her Equal, enptied two packets into the black coffee.
Wth a silver spoon she stirred it around and around.

"Jesus!" Jonas said. "Jesus Christ Almghty!" He | ooked up. "Lillian—=

"If s true, Jonas," Lillian said. "That's the two-year report ny father's been
doing on BITE. "

"I knew not hi ng about this!" Jonas said.

"Neither did I. Until now " She stared at him "Is it true, Jonas? Wat the
report says? About the intelligence | eaks? The breakdown of networks over the
past six years?"

"Certain ones, yes," Jonas said. "But that's the nature of the gane, Lil." He
hit the folder with the back of his hand. "But this! Christ, your old nman
wants to shut us down!"

"Permanently," Lillian said."That's the recomendati on of the report. And it's
the recomendation ny father will make to the president when they neet next
nont h. "

"Your father has seen the report, then?"

Lillian shook her head. "Not yet. He's schedul ed back from Pol and next week

sometine. Right now, because of negotiations, his itinerary's a bit vague."
Jonas sat back, took a deep breath. "Wy are you showing this to ne, Lil?"
She si pped her coffee, silent.

He cocked his head. "What is it you' ve been trying to prove all these years in
conpeting with Philip and ne? That you're our equal ? Because you're not, you
know. "

"Contrary to the male's mistaken way of thinking," she said, "women do not
want to be nen."

"No?" His tone was skeptical. "Then what is it they do want, since equality
isn't in the cards?"

She contenplated himfor a time before answering. "Just a neasure of respect,
Jonas. That isn't so nuch to ask, is it?"

"Respect . "

"Yes." Lillian's glance took in the red file on his lap. "No one el se could
have gotten that, Jonas. Let al one got you a peek at it."

"What is it you want in return?"

She shrugged. "Nothing. We're famly, aren't we, in a way?"

Wien she was finished with her coffee, she held out her hand. "I'Il have to
take that."

Jonas gave her the damming report.

"Do you know where your secrets are goi ng?" she asked.

"To the Russians,"” he said. "But that's about all we've been able to find

out."

"Well," she said, "you'd better find out who's selling you out before ny
father returns. He reads this report and BITE will be chopped up, shipped out
in so many pieces you'll never recognize it again."

The major cane in, delivered a sheaf of reports to Lillian's desk. He |eft

wi t hout a word. \When they were al one again, she said, "Were has M chael
gone?"

The question he had dreaded. "Away."



Lillian's back stiffened. "He's ny son, and you know where he is."

"Do | ?"

"He came to say goodbye. He wouldn't tell me where he was going or why. But
can guess. You've swallowed himup," she said. "Just as you swallowed Philip
up. "

"l don't understand that,’
al ways did."

"Wthout you," Lillian said, "he would have found sonething else."

"Li ke what?" Jonas was openly contenptuous. "Conputer programing?"
"Perhaps. In any case, he would be alive now"

"Don't blame me for Philip's death. | have enough responsibilities to bear."
"Il just bet you do," Lillian said.

"What does that mean?" he said slowy and carefully.

Jonas said. "Philip did what he wanted to do. He

"You have M chael ," Lillian said. "You are the only person he could turn to."
She was trenbling with anger. "If you turn himinto another Philip, | swear to
you, Jonas, | wll nmake you pay."

"Cal myoursel f," Jonas said, alarnmed. "I've done nothing of the sort." He told

her about what had taken place in his office. About Philip's "will," Mchael's
i nduction into the world of espionage, where M chael had gone. He had not
wanted to tell her any of it, of course, knowi ng how she felt about his role
in Philip's career, knowi ng how vul nerabl e she was now, after her husband's
deat h. But he had had no choice. She had told himas nuch when she had al | oned
himto see her father's Eyes Only report on BITE. He was grateful to her for

t hat .

Now he wat ched for any signs of a breakdown. He knew that his sending her son
out on the same path that had gotten her husband killed was a ganble. But it
was a ganble dictated by desperate times. Besides, he told hinself, it was
what Philip seemed to have want ed

Try telling Lillian that. He did.

"Lil," he said after he was finished, "are you all right?"

Lillian was very pale. He could see her teeth beneath her parted Iips. They
seened to be chattering. She held her el bows in against her body. Now he could
see that she was rocking gently back and forth.

"I't's happened." Her voice was a feathery whisper, but it chilled himjust the
same. "My worst nightrmare has come true. Ch Jonas, | ook what you've done!" Her
voi ce suddenly rose in volune to a kind of pain-filled wail. "You stole ny
husband from ne. Because of you, we don't know whether Audrey is alive or

dead. Now you've put my son in the same deadly jeopardy! My God! My dear CGod!"

Audrey awoke with a start into darkness.

She was swi mm ng through a dream a diver, down in the depths too |ong,
reachi ng upward toward the watery sunlight high above her. Even while the coo
qui et of the ocean tried its best to hold on to her

The ocean of sl eep.

She had been dream ng that she was bound to a chair.

Wists and ankles were blue and bloated fromthe cruel bite of wire flex. She
had troubl e breathi ng because wire was w apped around her torso, over and
under her breasts. Her back was arched; there was tension in every nuscle.
The darkness was |ike velvet, thick, soft and inpenetrable.

It began to nmove. To swirl, to shift, to coalesce. And as it did so, Audrey
felt a fear crawing inside her, naking her breath come fast and hot, making
her mouth dry and her arnpits wet.

Dear God, she thought in her dream Make it go away. Not knowi ng what it was.
The darkness possessed shape now, though she could not say just what that
shape was. The darkness pulsed with life, and it was draw ng cl oser to her.
In her mind, an echo: There is no escape.

She had al ways been certain that she would Iive forever

At her age, fifty years was forever. Now she knew that she was going to die.
Her teeth chattered, her mnd jabbered. Sonme el enental aninmal inside herself
was trying hysterically to get out, to escape the doomed nortal coil in which



it was trapped.

The darkness was upon Audrey now. She could feel its steeping heat on her
thighs, could feel its warmbreath on her |ips. The presence was unm stakably
mal e, and she felt another kind of heat. Her own sudden arousal terrified her
even nore.

Then the darkness began to penetrate her, and she began to die ..

Awakening with a start into darkness.

She shuddered, still partially inside her dream She wanted to w pe the sweat
from her forehead, could not.

She found herself bound to a chair.

M chael thought: If Paris is a city of dusty browns, greens and bl ues, then
Maui is an island of pastels: turquoise, pinks and | avenders. \WWat surprised
himwas that it was a place where the color unber was inpossible to inagine.
As opposed to Japan, where, anong the sl opes of Yoshino, where Tsuyo had
taught himabout life, unmber was the dom nant col or

He did not think that another spot on the globe could affect himas deeply as
did Paris and Yoshino. In Paris, his work matured. In Yoshino, it had begun
And this is the essence of what rerai ned: that one enployed strategy in every
aspect of one's life. There was strategy in putting brush to canvas, in
weavi ng cloth or planting a garden. Wen conflict arose—as it invariably

di d—ene automatically sought a strategy first. Using a weapon was the strategy
of last resort, which was why he had refused Jonas's offer of a gun

It was early afternoon. The sun, still high in the sky, caused golden light to
cascade across the enornous expanses of the sugarcane fields. To his right,

t he West Maui Munt ai ns rose, haloed by misty cloud. H s gui debook, read
during the long flight, told himthat within that shadowed crevasse lay |ao
Val | ey, home of the ancient Hawaiian gods.

M chael picked up his rental Jeep. As he stowed his luggage in back, he felt
for and found the canvas satchel containing the katana that Uncle Sanmry had
prom sed woul d be there

In accordance with the strategy M chael had worked out on the plane, he
stopped in Kahului to nake a number of' purchases, the first of which was a
cheap bl ack satchel. An hour later, he was driving onto Honoapiilani H ghway.
He was near Maal aea Bay, headi ng south. Very soon, he knew, the highway woul d
swi ng around what the locals called the Beautiful Wnman's Chin and begin
beadi ng northwest. Maui, seen fromthe air, had the aspect of the bust of a
woman. Sout heast, where the enornous dormant vol cano Mount Ha-| eakal a rose two
mles into the air, was the upper torso. Kahului, where M chael had just

| anded, was one side of her neck, Mal aea Bay, the other side. \Wiere M chael
was headed, Kapalua and, ultimtely, Kahakuloa, forned the woman's head.

The hi ghway ended up past Kapal ua. A vast twenty-five hundred-acre pineapple
pl antati on surrounded a secluded resort with a pair of remarkable golf

courses. As Mchael turned left at the end of the highway, he saw evi dence of
these golf courses in the superbly mani cured greens, the rippleless sand
traps, curved |like perfect wounds under a plastic surgeon's scal pel

It was difficult to imagine that barely a mile ahead, the road-what there was
of it—wound treacherously across the spine of another in the chain of volcanic
nount ai ns that dom nated northwest Maui.

Past Fl em ng Beach Park, the road narrowed considerably. There was no sign of
human habi tation, no manicured and terraced lawns, no tile-roofed villas
clinmbing anmid fragrant sprays of bougainvill ea.

Instead, thick, tangly foliage overgrew the margi ns of the road. Massive

out croppi ngs of rock, ocher and steely-blue, pushed their way toward the
center of the road.

When t he pavenent gave out altogether, what remained was a heavily rutted dirt
track no nore than a vehicle's width wi de. Middy and slippery, it wound
vertiginously close to the parapet edge of the cliff face. At places there was
close to a quarter of a mle drop to the churning ocean bel ow.

Now t he road had barely enough roomfor two cars to pass side by side. On one



side was the sheer face of the cliff rising upward, on the other, an equally
sheer drop downward to the sea.

M chael had put the Jeep into four-wheel drive. Al about himthe twitterings
of birds could be heard, behind which he could just perceive, now and again as
he jarred around this hairpin bend or that, the nusical tinkling of a
waterfall.

G inpses of rolling neadows strai ght out of Scotland where brindled cows |ay
or stood in stultified poses as if they had not noved in centuries.

This was a | andscape for which M chael was unprepared. No gui debook, no
travel ogue, no picture postcard, ever depicted this facet of the Islands.
Wthout enerald pal mtrees, sapphire |Iagoons, black sand beaches. I|nstead,
gathering slowy a quality of |ight—-heavy, rich as cream clear as
crystal —+i ke no other in the world.

He was rem nded of Provence, in the south of France, and its unique light. It
was as if the | eaves of the plane trees acted Iike a time machine, altering
the sunlight filtering through them The remarkable result patinaed each

i ndi genous hue so that it appeared just as it had for centuries.

Here, too, the illunmination was unique, but in a wholly different way. The
sunlight lent the |andscape a | ambent quality. G eens became so translucent
foliage seened to float in mdair; yellows had a narvel ous i ncandescence, as
if exploding with energy. Mysterious blues were by turns iridescent in shadow,
[ustrous in sunlight.

In these two disparate terrains Mchael felt he could discern the active hand
of God. For surely the power to move the human spirit so was solely the

provi nce of a divine presence.

It was all he could do to keep control of the Jeep. The oncom ng Jeep
careeni ng around a snaking hairpin turn, had already slamed into him A
Shockwave tore up his spine.

Metal tore into netal even as M chael ran the off-side wheels of his Jeep up
the rock-strewn slope. The concussion alnost flipped his vehicle over.

He was aware of the other Jeep slew ng around as a result of chewi ng up the
headl i ght and fender on his side of his Jeep. Then begi nning a sl ow swi ng as
its wheels fought for purchase al ong the dangerous outer edge of the roadway.
The driver was furiously applying the brakes in the correct on-and-off
pattern, but this was only good for a road that was there. Abruptly, this one
had gi ven way to open space.

M chael's Jeep was already in neutral. He slamed on the energency brake,
scranbl ed over a door that had been jamred shut in the collision. The other
vehi cl e was overhanging the cliff face, the drive in the rear wheels seeking
to grip the road. But there was no tarmac, only sprays of nuddy rock
undermining its position. The Jeep teetered closer and closer to plunging the
fatal distance to the rocky scree bel ow.

M chael | eaped from one vehicle to another. At the rear end of the other Jeep
he whi pped his upper body forward, dragging the other driver back toward him
Heard the grinding of the transmi ssion, felt the Jeep slew badly as it
continued its skid toward oblivion. Wth a heave, he threw the other driver
clear of the Jeep, then sprang off it hinself.

The [ oss of weight on its rear end sent the vehicle toppling off the cliff.
One instant it was there, howing as if in frustration. The next, the enpty
air was singing in its place.

Sound, echoing, seemingly a long time after

It was only then that M chael got a good |ook at the other driver. Saw that
she was a woman, and a beautiful one at that.

She was Japanese. She had that golden skin that is very rare and highly prized
in Asia. Her eyes were Oriental: |ong and al nond-shaped. Her hair had a bl uish
| uster when the sun caught it. It was thick and straight. It was woven in a
wi de braid that swng to the snmall of her back.

She had a wide nouth with sensual |ips that seened perpetually curved in the
suggestion of a snile, a long neck and rather square shoul ders over which

cl ot hes draped just as one saw them nodel ed in posters fifty feet high



"Are you all right?" Mchael finally said, helping the woman to her feet. In
the process he was able to determine that she was well nuscl ed.

"Yes," she said, brushing herself off. Her jeans were old, M chael noticed,
faded al nmost all the way to white. They had no desi gner name on the pocket. "I
guess |'mnot used to these roads."

"What roads?" M chael said, and they | aughed, nore fromrelief than from
anyt hi ng funny.

"Eliane Shinjo." She extended her hand.

"M chael Doss." He took her hand. Wth his other one, he plucked tw gs and

| eaf shreds fromher hair. Later he remenbered thinking, she's not only the
nost conposed woman |'ve ever met, but also the npbst unsel fconscious.

"Thank you," she said. "I've never been involved in a collision before. This
one coul d have been ny last."

"Qur last," Mchael said.

She | ooked away fromhimfor the first time since he had pulled her off the
ground. There was a cooling sensation, as if her eyes radiated heat. "I guess
the Jeep's totaled," she said.

"We' || be lucky if mine still works." He was reluctant to

move. "I'msorry if | hurt you. | had to get you out of that Jeep."

Her head swung around; he felt the heat return. "You didn't hurt ne." Then she
smled. "At least | don't feel anything resenbling pain."

"We both nearly went over with it."

"Was it that close? Really?" Her expression returned to enigmatic. He wondered
whet her she might be excited by the thought. The proximty to death often did
that to people. Especially one's own death. Either it gave one a new
perspective on the value of life, or it provided the intense thrill that only
defying the inevitable could bring.

"The road was so eroded, there was no purchase left for it. You were already
over the edge when | got to you."

El i ane watched him He w shed he could tell what she was thinking.

"You're very strong," she said. "I didn't feel a thing. It's as if nothing at
al | happened. "

"Except your Jeep is scattered all over the base of the cliff."

"It's only a piece of netal," she pointed out.

There was an absurd kind of logic to what she said. Except that her statenent
precl uded any recognition of the concept of action and reaction. It was as if
consequences did not exist for her

M chael went over to where his vehicle stood. It was at an acute angle, the
right side canted upward. "Okay," he said, clinbing behind the wheel, "let's
see where this goes."

He took the energency brake off and put the Jeep in gear. It runbled and
rocked and al nost toppled onto its side before he maneuvered it back onto the
dirt road.

"dinmb in," he said

El i ane came warily around the front, stepped up on the running board. He took
of f, and she swung in just in tine.

"Where were you headed?" she asked. Even now she did not pull her hair out of

her eyes.
"Just sightseeing. You?"
She imredi ately regretted havi ng spoken as she did. "I was on ny way to

Kapal ua to play sonme tennis."

"Sorry," he said. "We're going in the opposite direction." He seenmed whol ly
concentrated on the road.

"No problem" Eliane said easily. "How far are you goi ng?"

"Civilization," he said. He beat at the horn as they went around a hairpin
turn. "We've got to get you hone. That is, unless you want to hike."

She | aughed. "No. I'ma bit of an athlete, but |I have ny limts."

"Wi ch hotel ?"

"I"ve got a house in lao Valley," she said. "Do you know how to get to the
val | ey?"



"I make a right up here instead of going straight into Ka-hului, right?"
"Yes."

Eliane was startled by the effect he was having on her. She knew there was no
rati onal explanation. This disturbed her. The irrational, Eliane believed, was
what mani pul ated events. Like currents in a stream unseen but felt, the
forces of the universe worked to a purpose. Wre these forces trying to tel

her —war n her ?—ef sonet hi ng?

If so, what?

"Since you're not a tourist, you ought to knowif the courts are good at

Kapal ua. "

"What ?"

"The tennis courts,"” Mchael said. Solitary houses, a cenetery. They were
nearing civilization

"Ch." She had to reorient her mnd. "Yes. They're very good." A gas station, a
church, a phone booth. And just like that, she had the answer. "Wuld you nind
stopping just up there? |I've got to nake a call."

"Sure."

"My tennis partner will wonder what happened to ne," she inprovised.

In the phone booth, she dialed her own nunber, carried on a nythica
conversation over the ringing at the other end.

"He's okay," she said, clinbing back into the Jeep. "Just a little worried."
"Your steady partner?" M chael asked.

"My boyfriend," she said easily.

"Doesn't he work?" M chael asked. "It's the mddle of the work day."

El i ane | aughed. "He doesn't have what you would call normal hours. He works
for the biggest kahuna in the islands.” She turned to |l ook at him "Do you
know what that neans?"

M chael shook his head.

"It's Hawaiian. Oiginally, it neant a kind of witch doctor. A shanan who was
in touch with the ancient spirits and gods of Hawaii."

"And now?"

She shrugged. "Mddern tinmes. Like npbst old words, it's often m sused. So much
so that many of the younger Ha-waiians have forgotten its true neani ng. Today
kahuna nmeans big shot. A powerful person."

"Li ke your boyfriend s boss."

El i ane could hear the curiosity in his voice. She | ooked at the nmountains

| oomi ng out through the nmist and thunder-heads before them

"What's this kahuna's nanme?"

"It wouldn't mean anything to you.'
strai ght ahead."

They drove into the valley. Thickly foliated ridges snaked away fromthe

wi ndi ng road on either side.

"Make a right here," she said.

When he pull ed up outside the house, Eliane got out. She turned to him "Wuld
you like a bite to eat? O a drink, at |east?"

"l don't think so."

That smile again. "But you must." She extended her armto him "You' ve saved
my life. Good joss for me; maybe bad joss for you."

"Why bad?"

She | aughed. "Because now you are obligated to protect ne for the rest of ny
life." Was there a nocki ng undertone to her expression? "There is a Japanese
word for it. Do you knowit? Gri."

"Yes," M chael said, taking her hand, wanting now very nuch to conme inside, to
spend nore time with her. Because giri was a Yakuza term Fat Boy Ichimada is
t he head Yakuza here, he thought. If this wonan is hooked into the Yakuza

t hrough her boyfriend, | can use that. Enploying strategy again. Tsuyo woul d
have been proud of him "It means the burden too great to bear."

"Yes and no," Eliane said, |eading himtoward the house. "Sone say that giri
is the burden too great to bear alone.”

She gestured. "Turn here. Yes. Now



When Fat Boy |chinada got to the front door of the shabby house in Wiluku in
which the two Hawaiians resided, he felt his blood turn cold. He had called
the Hawaiians on his private line in his office; he had come al one. No one
within his famly knew that he was enpl oying the two Hawaiians. Which was, of
course, the point.

He stood breathing in the snells, listening to the sounds of the old

nei ghbor hood. He could snell poi stewing. A brief burst of children arguing
cane to himfromdown the block, the blast of a TV set, Jack Lord's voice
sayi ng, "Book 'em Dano. Murder One ..." A door slammed, breaking off the
sound.

Fat Boy's hand hanging in midair, not nore than two i nches fromthe doorknob
Staring down at the dusty floorboards. And the dark stain that had crept out
from beneath the door.

The stain glistened as if it were newly applied lacquer. Only Fat Boy | chi mada
knew that it wasn't |acquer. He glanced around, then, grunting, he squatted
down, put his finger into the center of the stain. Brought the tip up, rubbed
the substance. It turned fromdark brown to dark red. But Fat Boy had al ready
known that it would, in his heart.

He rose, took out a handkerchief and used it when he tw sted the doorknob. No
prints. The door was unl ocked.

Fat Boy drew a snub-nosed revolver with his free hand, then pushed the door
all the way open so that it banged hard against the wall of the Hawaiians
apartnent.

He crossed the threshold, went silently through the house. In one bedroom he
saw the girls first. He ignored them stepping over their pale forms. He was
careful not to touch or disturb anything or anyone. O anything that used to
be anyone. He marked the grotesque distortions of the corpses and thought, The
man's a nonster.

Fat Boy left after having found out the only two things worth knowing in
there. One: The two Hawaiians were dead. Two: \Watever they had retrieved from
the airport |ocker was not in the apartnent.

Across the street in his parked car, in approximtely the same spot that Ude
had sat several hours before, Fat Boy went carefully over his options. There
was no doubt in his mind that Ude had gotten to the Hawaiians. That mneant t hat
Ude was now i n possessi on of whatever Philip Doss had hidden in the | ocker

No matter what it was—the Katei document, the shintai or sonething el se

al t oget her—+he consequences were dire for Fat Boy. Ude now knew that Fat Boy
had held out on him He night not yet know what Fat Boy had been up to, but
knowi ng Ude, that would not matter much. Ude had said that Masashi Taki had
given himfull control over the situation here, and Fat Boy believed him
There was now no doubt in Fat Boy Ichinmada's mind that in order to survive, he
was going to have to kill Ude. Philip Doss had entrusted Fat Boy with vita

i nformati on. Fat Boy now knew what he had suspected all along: that he should
have kept that information solely to hinself. He was just now realizing the
enormty of his error. Sending the Hawaiians to get the key and open the

| ocker had been a grievous tactical mstake. But the presence of Ude had so
unnerved Fat Boy that he had pani cked.

He closed his eyes. It was as if the carnage in that grubby little house
across the street was tattooed to the inside of his eyelids. He felt abruptly
sick to his stomach

He renenbered all his years with Wataro Taki. He renenbered when he had gone
to see his oyabun to seek his forgiveness. Wataro Taki woul d have been within
his rights to ask Fat Boy to commt seppuku. But instead, he had asked only
for Fat Boy's little finger.

Wat aro Taki was not |ike the oyabun of other Yakuza clans, who lived only to
amass wealth, to bleed their countrynen dry. Wataro Taki had a vision for the
future of Japan. And he had nade Fat Boy a part of that future.

Now t he vi sion was gone, lying six feet beneath the earth with Wataro Taki's
corporeal remains. But Fat Boy Ichi-mada's nmentor still lived, if only in Fat
Boy's nenory. What was it that Philip Doss had said over the phone on the day



he had been killed? | know where your loyalties lie. You and | both | oved
Wataro Taki, didn't we? And: | know you will do the right thing.

Now is the tine, Fat Boy thought, to repay Wataro Taki for all the kindnesses
he showed ne

Fat Boy would have to rectify matters. He had already received a call fromhis
airport spotters that Mchael Doss had arrived on Maui. Fat Boy knew that he
woul d have to find Philip Doss's son and give himall the information he had
concerning the shintai

Ask my son if he renenmbers the shintai, Philip Doss had said.

And then Fat Boy |chimada sai d, "Buddha!" out |oud. Because suddenly he knew
how Ude had found out about the two Hawaiians. Ude had tapped Fat Boy's phone
lines. That neant he also knew that M chael Doss was on the island. And Fat
Boy had had to tell the two Hawaiians that the key was under the nane of

M chael Doss. Wich nmeant that Ude al so knew that the contents of the | ocker
were nmeant for Philip's son

Fat Boy started his car, pulled out into the street. Nowit's going to be a
race, he thought. And the finish line is M chael Doss.

It was raining.

Her face on the wall: a shadow, larger than life.

M chael was staring at Eliane.

"I came here," she said, "because | was tired of cities. Cars, apartnments,

of fices. They were exhausting ne."

The last thing he wanted was to be attracted to this woman. He found that he
had to keep rem nding hinself that he was here to discover her link to the
Hawai i an Yakuza. If her boyfriend was in Fat Boy Ichimada' s clan, he m ght
provi de a nonaggressive way into the oyabun's conpound.

"I was becoming ill all the time," Eliane was saying. " 'Your resistance is
down,' ny doctor said. 'Your adrenal glands are depleted,' my chiropractor
said. The city was polluting ne."

"Which city?"

"It doesn't matter," she said. "They're identical. At least their pernicious
ef fects on human beings are.™

It was easy for himto show nothing on the surface. As he noved with her

t hrough the roonms of the house, he made all the appropriate noises. The pl ace
was undeni ably spectacular, even in the rain, nestled as it was between two
vol cani ¢ nmount ai ns.

"Here | can renew nyself. In the home of gods beyond tine."

The rain, cascading down the eneral d-and-sapphire nountains. It was
extraordinary. Akin to being sited in the valley between a pair of the giant
earth dragons the Chinese believed crisscrossed all terrain. In such a
setting, her overt nysticismwas contagious.

"Can you feel them M chael? Can you feel their power? The energy of these
nount ai ns?"

The odd thing was that he coul d.

The rain drumred agai nst the skylight in Eliane's bedroom What was difficult
was to danmp down on his inner feelings. He stood in this space and was

rem nded—despite his best efforts—ef his atelier on the Avenue El ysee Recl us.
O the night when Za canme to stay.

"You're so quiet.” Turning to him "I'mtalking too nuch." She | aughed. This,
too, she did unsel fconsci ously.

"No," he said. "I'menjoying it. It's difficult to speak in the face of these
nount ai ns. "

"Yes. | felt the same way when | first came here. They're awesone without

being intimdating."

At first it was inpossible for himto fathomthe Iink his mnd had forged
between Za and Eliane. He found that he did not want to | eave this place that
El i ane had nade into her hone. Some people can live in a house for years

wi t hout ever giving any sign that it had been theirs. Just the opposite seened
to be true for Eliane. She told himthat she had been here | ess than a nonth,



but al ready she had managed to make this house hers. It smelled like her, felt
like her. Her presence suffused the roomnms |ike perfune.

"Time seens to slow down here. You know, M chael, the Hawaiians claimthat
their hero, Maui, clinbed to the top of Munt Hal eakal a, reached up and
grabbed the sun, slowing its progress across the sky so that his island hone
woul d be sun-drenched forever. Sitting here, it's possible to believe that
story."

"Even in the rain?"

It was when they were sitting on the lanai, drinking iced tea, that he felt
the blow on his heart. He renenbered the nonment his eyes had opened that night
with Za. They had just made | ove. The rain was running down the skylight
panes, reflecting onto their tw ned bodi es.

"Ch yes," Eliane said. "Especially in the rain. See there?" She pointed. The
magni fi cent rainbow, its colors so vibrant they nade the eyes ache, arched
across nountaintops still obscured by swirling cloud. "It neans that the sun
is out even while it is raining."

Back then, he had | ooked at Za's face for the first tine in many minutes. Her
eyes were closed, her face in absolute respose. Perhaps she had been asl eep
There was not a line to be seen. Not the hint of a crease. Because her face
was W t hout expression, it was possible to see all the way inside her

"Here," Eliane said, "rain has the power of dranma."

"I'n Japan as well."

Eliane did not turn her head. "In Japan," she said, "rain is beautiful
stately, perfect in the angle at which it strikes the ground or the water. In
Hawaii, it is wild, full of energy and light. Free of all constraints.”

Lyi ng next to Za, he had di scovered that what he had fallen in | ove with was
not Za at all. She was aligned with no ideology, no person, no philosophy. It
was as if her spirit were conmposed of clear crystal. It shone. It refracted
light into varying colors depending on the nature of the light and the angle
at which it was struck.

But at its core, it possessed no color of its own.

Then Za had opened her eyes and, filled with love, had said, "I want to stay.
Not just tonight. Not until tonorrow | want to be with you forever."

It wasn't just that he had seen her as nore than human, this nodel of his
mnd s ideal. He realized with a painful lurch that he had nistaken the
crystal of her spirit for the purity of Seyoko's soul. It saddened—and
frightened—hi mthat he should still be searching for what had al ready been
denied him Seyoko was |ong dead, but he could not give her up. The nenory of
her was insufficient to sustain him

Thus, when M chael closed the door behind Za the next nmorning, it was for the
last tinme. She was gone. Her immge on his canvases renai ned. But that was all
It was wholly his doing, his inadequacy. In her pain he had briefly found a
weapon to use against hinself. Her tears had awakened himto the agony of
unassuageabl e 1 ongi ng he woul d carry around forever

"Did you live in Japan?" he asked.

"For many years, yes." Eliane said. "After a while, Tokyo's furious energy
only made ne want to sleep.”

It's not that she rem nds me of Za, he thought now, his heart beating faster
She rem nds me of Seyoko.

"Don't you miss it?" Mchael said thickly. "Japan."

"I bel ong nowhere," Eliane said. "I have no ties, no affiliations. Like
cities, ties to people, to causes, exhaust me. The crosscurrents of
responsibility are |Iike shackles. Have you ever read Gulliver's Travel s'? That
is how alliances make nme feel. Like Qulliver bound to the ground in Lilliput.
| amcontent to be."

Now cane Eliane. Her nysticismdrew him Her unconditional surrender to the
forces of nature spoke to himon the nost profound | evel. Because she was
whol Iy uncivilized in an elemental way, she was unaffected by any of the

man- made restraints that so disturbed him

M chael would not understand this until nuch later, but his attraction to her



mrrored his father's affinity to the clandestine life afforded by the Seventh
Servi ce, and then by BITE.

It was apart fromthe rest of the world, yes. It reinforced his sense that he
was soneone special, yes. But nore than anything else, it represented the
ultimate freedom

For Philip the ability to do anything, to be anybody, to choose fromthis
bewi | dering multiplicity, was sonething that he had worked on all of his adult
l[ife. In his owm nmind, it had been his ultimte achi evenent.

For Mchael, it had cone nore naturally. His training in Yoshino had taught
himto enbrace life—+o appreciate its unending diversity. Possessing the
freedomto choose was essential to his nature.

"The sun," Eliane-said. "Ch | ook! Here cone the noun-taintops!"

M chael had forgotten why he was here. Transfixed by nature, he watched with
an artist's eye as the white snoke, the bannered remmants of the rain, tore
itself to shreds al ong the snaki ng peaks. Like the unseen fingers of a
prestidigitator, the wind plucked the riven fragnents away. ol den sunli ght
streamed down upon the nountai nsides, revealing treelines, sparkling, slender
cascades of water. Birds, trilling sweetly, streamed by overhead.

He had to get up, he knew. OQtherw se, the pull would never allow himto | eave.
But just as he was about to nmove, Eliane turned toward him The sunli ght
transformed her hair into spun copper. In an instant he saw a painting, the
pose perfect, her expression cutting through the masks that all people wore.
Masks that tenporarily turned off animation, spirit, life.

"You can't |eave now, " she said.

And he knew t hat she was right.

M chi ko went through the sane ritual every norning.

It began an hour before the call was scheduled to cone in. Bathed and dressed,
she woul d go out into the garden. There was al ways someone at her side, always
a man, always big, always with a gun hidden under his jacket. Someone loyal to
her stepbrother Masashi. He would hold a parasol above her head. On cl ear days
it protected her fromthe sun, on stormy days it kept the rain off her face.
She woul d wal k slowy down the stone path until she reached the large, flat
rock fromwhich three separate paths diverged. Taking the right-hand one, she
woul d listen for the woodfinch that made its nest in the cherry tree that grew
besi de the high stone wall. In the spring, she liked to sit within the bower
of the tree and listen to the frantic cheeping of the woodfinch's hungry

chi cks.

Just past the cherry tree, near the far wall of the garden, was the weat hered
wooden shrine she had transported here and erected to Megam Kitsune, the

f ox-goddess. Wth the help of her conpanion, she would kneel, light joss
sticks, bow her head in prayer

Al ways, she prayed for two things. One, that the call would cone. Two, that
her granddaughter was still alive. Al ways, when she returned from her prayers,
her hands and feet were as cold as ice.

She woul d sit in her house, the tel ephone beside her, and shiver as if with

t he ague. She refused anything to eat, though her cook would beg her to take
even a nout hful of food. She refused tea. Nothing would pass her lips, not
even water, until she heard the shrill briing! of the phone and, snatching the
receiver off its cradle, would wait with fluttering heartbeat for the sound of
her granddaughter's little voice.

"Granny?"

M chi ko woul d cl ose her eyes, weeping silent tears. Her granddaughter was
alive for another day.

"Granny?" Like the voice of a wood sprite in her ear.

"Yes, darling girl."

"How are you, Ganny?" The sweet voice Mchiko knew so well at the other end
of a phone line, emanating from—where? If only M chi ko knew where Masashi was
hol di ng her.

"I amfine, little one. And you? Do you have enough to eat? Are you getting



enough sl eep?”

"I am bored, Granny. | want to come hone. | want—=

And the |line would go dead, every tine.

Despite herself, Mchiko screaned at the dead line: "Little one! Little onel"
Weeping bitter tears.

Masashi had left instructions to disconnect in the mddle of the child's
sentence. It brought home with an irrational finality the scope of his contro
over the situation. In this instance, he was god: the bringer of life, and of
deat h.

Three times a week, Masashi Taki spent nornings at the warehouse at Takashi ba
Pier. Alnost precisely in the center of the western bank of Tokyo Harbor
Takashi ba was a high-density enclave within a high-density city. Here,
shi pl oads of produce, hardware, software, drygoods, were continually being

of fl oaded for consignnment to thousands of conpani es throughput the country. At
the sane tinme, goods of all kinds were being transshipped to virtually every
nation in the world. The result was a maze of interweaving consignments that

di zzi ed even the efficient Japanese Custons machi ne.

The Takashi ba warehouse was a joint venture between the Takis and the
Yamanot 0os. | ncreasingly, the activities there were taking precedence over al

ot her Taki-gum clan activities. Which was, Msashi thought, just as it should
be.

The nmen with whom he net were always the sanme: paizo, the big soldier who
Masashi had put in charge of training the new recruits; Kaeru, the small,
heavily tattooed adviser left over fromWataro Taki's regi me; and Kozo Shiina.
After the initial period in the |ate 1940s when Masashi's father had conme to
power, Wataro Taki had outl awed such vicious strong-armtactics as Masashi now
routi nely enpl oyed. Wataro had been content to allow the threat of violence to
speak for himand instill loyalty in those who made his profits. Masashi was
not so benevolently inclined. Besides, be had sonething to prove. Mich as he
disliked to admit it to hinself, Wataro Taki had made an indelible mark on the
hi story and devel opment of the Yakuza. It was incunbent on his successor to
reach for new heights, to surpass the achi evenents of the past generation
Masashi |iked to have his nmeetings in the workout room he had had built onto a
section of the wooden catwal k that ran a dizzying forty-five feet above the
under ground warren beneath the warehouse. This basenment was | arge enough to
contain |laboratories filled with Yamanoto Heavy | ndustries' nost sophisticated
equi prent, storeroons, as well as workroonms as large as entire factories.

The wor kout room was dom nated by gl eami ng Nautilus nmachi nes backed up agai nst
packed earthen walls that had been part of the foundations of buildings dating
back al nost four hundred years, to the tinme of the Tokugawa shogunate.

Masashi |iked to neet the nen bare-chested. Sweat ran in thick runnels over
his hairless chest. Miscles bul ged as he worked on one machi ne after another
He spoke whil e he pushed his magnificent body to its limts. He was never
short of breath, and he never ceased his activity no matter how |l ong the
nmeeting went on.

"Dai zo," he said when they were all gathered, "your report."

"The boys are coming around,"” the big man said. "They are a wild pack of dogs,
as you can well imagine. They came to us as dope snokers, hopheads, notorcycle
riders.” He |laughed shortly. "They called thenselves outlaws. But they were
just a bunch of punks. They | acked discipline. Huh! They had never heard the
word. "

"Al'l fighting machi nes nust have discipline," Kozo Shiina said. He | ooked
neither at Daizo or at Kaeru. Rather, his gaze was fixed on the play of
Masashi's ropy nuscles as his mind remenbered when his own body had been as
strong and elastic. "The arm es of even the crudest of history's mlitary
conmanders possessed di sci pline. A war cannot be won otherw se."

"The recruits will be disciplined," Misashi said easily. "Daizo will see to
it. They are |like sheep, these rough boys, neh, Daizo? They have no
self-image, so they ook to a | eader to give them what they thensel ves
cannot." He clinbed off one nachine, nounted another. "Were is their |eader



now, Daizo?"

The big man grinned. "Hangi ng upside down in the center of their sleeping
quarters.”

"I's he dead?" Kozo Shiina inquired in rmuch the same voice he used to ask his
fishnonger if his catch was fresh

"The place is beginning to stink,"” Daizo said, and |aughed. "They asked when
was going to cut himdown. | told theml| was letting himcure. | told them
when I"mready to feed himto them 1'll cut himdown."

"Al ready the new ones fear Daizo nore than they ever did the man who was their
| eader,” Kaeru said. He was an older nan, taciturn, seem ngly w thout any ego
at all. He was a nmaster strategist. It was he who designed the nethod by which
t he nmount ai ns of hardware were being transshi pped fromtheir diverse points of
origin, passing through Custons unseal ed and arriving day by day in this

war ehouse. "Already | can see enotions behind their eyes. | see the coal escing
of an arny."

Kozo Shiina nodded. He, too, appreciated Kaeru's mnd. In the bald nan he

per haps recogni zed a kindred spirit. Shiina was not one to underestimate the
val ue of human t hought.

"It is space that we desperately need," Shiina said. "Qur forefathers knew
that when they went to war with China. In this land of plenty, we have no
space to nove. We are like ants mlling about a single hill, black with our
bodi es. Already we craw all over one another and think nothing of it. W have
become inured to this horror of a future that is already upon us.

"The war and its imedi ate aftermath have shown us that this nation can be
nmobi | i zed. That it can, indeed, work mracles. And it can do so again, if

gi ven the opportunity.

"This is our goal. Now we do not have far to go, and we are relying on your
expertise, Daizo, in turning this rabble into an efficient arny."

"They will be ready," Daizo said.

"What about the hardware?" Shiina asked Kaeru

"As you know," the bald man said, "our recent dealings in the drug traffic had
all owed us to use the same conpl ex networks to smuggl e hardware into Japan

The real danger was Custons. |If any of those packages were discovered, the
resulting furor would make it extremely difficult for us to continue
assenbly. "

"More than that,"” Shiina said, "the arnmy would be swarming all over the docks
| ooking for related itens."

"Correct," Kaeru said. "Therefore, after setting up the drug networks, | set
about taking care of Custons. There are many avenues of persuasion open to ne.
| merely chose the nobst advant ageous ones."

"The coerced officials,” Shiina said. "Wat do they know?"

"The magi c word," Kaeru said. "Opium They have no i dea what those packages
really contain."

"And Nobuo Yamanoto," Shiina said, staring at Masashi. "Is he living up to his
end of the bargain?"

"The Yamanotos and the Takis have been friends for years." Masashi used a word
for friend that connoted that kind of lifetine association that is rare
out si de of Japan. "You | eave Nobuo to ne."

"Wthout himwe cannot nove," Shiina rem nded Masashi

"l said | eave Nobuo to ne."

"Good," Shiina said. "Al'l is going according to schedule. Wthin ten days, we

will be ready. Japan's new era will begin."

The nmen bowed cerenonially. Then Daizo | ooked at his watch. "I nust get back
to the men." He took Kaeru with him |eaving Masashi and Shiina al one.

"I'f I had a son," Kozo Shiina said, still gazing at Masashi's muscul ature, "he

woul d | ook just like you."

"You," Masashi said. The place stank of sweat. Hi s bl ack-gl oved hands gri pped
t he gl eami ng chrone of the weighted bars. He grunted as he fl exed, pushed the
wei ghts up their track. He let out a breath as he eased them down. H s nuscles
easily held one hundred pounds off the stack. "You are ny father's eneny."



"I was," Shiina corrected. "Your father is dead."

"I amthe heir to his legacy," Msashi said. He licked at the sweat coating
his lips. "I amoyabun of the Taki-gum . | amwhat Wataro Taki |eft behind."
Kozo Shiina watched bi mwi thout nmoving. Being in such close proximty to
Masashi recall ed the physical power of his own youthful body. Time was his
only enemy now. But he had known that | ong ago.

Masashi let the weights all the way down, clinmbed off the Nautilus saddle. He
took a towel off the rack on the wall, w ped hinmself down as he noved. When he
was standing in front of Shiina, he pushed the towel into the old man's face.
"Here," he said, "drink that in. Remenber what | have that you no | onger do."
Masashi threw the towel away. "You're old, Shiina. And you' re weak. You need
me to be your arms and your legs. Wthout ne you're just a helpless old nman
filled with dreams of glory. Wthout nme your dreans won't cone true." He bent
over the seated man. "l urge you to renmenber that the next tinme you think
about taking over ny neetings. These are nmy nen. They are |loyal to me. Perhaps
you have forgotten that you are here on ny sufferance.”

"I make my contribution,"” Shiina said calmMy. "As does everyone el se."

"Just make sure," Masashi said, "that you don't overstep the boundaries of
that contribution.”

Qut si de, on the docks, Kozo Shiina stepped into the interior of his waiting
car. He could still smell Masashi's sweat on his face. The agony and shame of
his own body's inadequaci es were never nore apparent to him

Wth a small grunt, he settled hinself in the back seat, signed for his driver
to go. Wen they were back in the main hub of the city, Shiina began to give
directions to the driver.

In the Shinjuku district, he said, "Pull over here and wait. |'m expecting
soneone. "

The driver got out of the car, stood on the crowded sidewal k. Kozo Shiina

gl anced at his wist watch. It would be a while before he could get to

somepl ace where he could wash off Masashi's sweat. The rage that he had

del i berately suppressed at the warehouse now energed. Shiina's hands cl osed
into fists. Masashi's arrogance was sonetines difficult to take, even for one
so disciplined as Kozo Shiina. In his youth, Shiina had never tolerated any
formof insult. He recalled a time at coll ege when he had been taunted by an
uppercl ass man. He had been rash, then. He had gone after the mat immedi ately
and had been thrown into the mud outside the classroons for his efforts.

But that had not been the end of it. Shiina had bided his tine. He had
considered many alternatives. In the end, he had chosen the nost el egant—and
therefore the sweetest—one. Near the end of the term when that

uppercl assman, along with the nost prom sing seniors, was scheduled to take
the all-day exam nation that woul d dictate whether or not he would be
considered for a position at the nost prestigious bureaucratic mnistry,
Shiina had crept into the upperclass-man's room and had reset his alarmclock
The bey was three hours late for the exam and was thus disqualified. Even his
weal thy father's pleas for leniency fell on deaf ears. H's son's career was
rui ned.

Now Shiina saw the nan energe fromthe building and head toward the car, and
his fingers relaxed. He smiled to hinself. Al at once, Msashi's crudeness
was forgotten; the sweetness of el egant revenge suffused his mnd like a rare
per f ure.

As instructed, the driver had the rear door open as the man approached. He
ducked his head inside, sat down beside Shiina. A nmonent later, the car was
headi ng out into the noonday traffic.

"As | said when | received your call,"” Shiina said to the man beside him "I
amentirely at your disposal." He smiled easily. "W will go to a teahouse
know. Very private and confortable. There we will drink tea and eat rice
cakes. And you will tell me how | can be of service to you."

"That's very kind of you, Shiina-san,"” the man said. "I'mcertain that | can
outline an arrangenent that will suit both of our desires.” He shifted in his
seat, and a shaft of sunlight illum nated his face.



It was Joji Taki

At 8:22 a.m, Lillian was picking up a public phone on M Street in Georgetown.
She dialed a | ocal nunber, waited for the clicking, then the conputer tone.
She di al ed an overseas number she had committed to nmenory.

After the third ring, a voice with a distinct Parisian accent answered.

Lillian identified herself, but not by nane.

"I must speak with him" Lillian said in fluent French. |, "He is not here,"
the mal e voice on the other end of the . line said diffidently.

B "Then contact him" Lillian snapped. She glanced at the ; pay phone, read
off its nunber. "I will be here for the next ten minutes,"” she said. "Have him
call me." "I will see what | can do, nad—=

She sl anmed down the phone. She i medi ately picked up the receiver, but
surreptitiously kept the engage | ever down. She pretended to talk while she
wat ched the w ndow shoppers strolling by.

Whil e she waited, she attenpted to keep her thoughts calm Bui all she could
thi nk of was M chael heading into the mdst of terrible danger. She was just
barely able to hold herself together as it was, what with Philip's death and
Audrey's abduction. Now this. It was too nmuch to bear. She closed her lids
tight against the tears burning her eyes.

Wthin nine mnutes of her call, the phone rang. Startled, Lillian junped,
heart pounding. She lifted the engage |ever
"Allo?" Still in French

"Bonj our, madane," the cultured voice said. Unlike the first voice, this was
not that of a native Frenchman. "How are you?"

"Terrified,” Lillian admitted.

"This is to be expected," the voice said. "You' re not having second thoughts,
are you?"

"I amthinking of the danger," Lillian said. "At last."

"It neans that you are alive," the voice said. "Revel in the acuity of
sensati on danger brings."

"What time is it where you are? | can never get it straight."

"Just after four in the afternoon. \Wy?"

"You will soon go hone to your wife," she said. "I want to picture that right
now. It is inmportant, sonetimes, to summon up unpl easant feelings."

"Nothing will happen, Lillian."

"Nothing will happen to you. How easy it is fromyour vantage point."

"From ny vantage point," the voice said, "nothing is easy. | want you to
remenber that."

Lillian watched the traffic slide by as if it were a television show She was
al ready di stancing herself fromthe humdrumof life.

"When will you have it?" the voice said in her ear

"Tormorrow ni ght." Why was her heart hamering so? "But it will still be a long

way fromyou." Was it because she knew how dangerous this man could be? Not to
her, of course. But to others.

"You will take care of that," the voice said softly. "I have conplete
confidence in you. And as for your famly, | have assured you that | had
nothing to do with your husband' s murder."

"Have you heard any word about Audrey?"

"I"'mafraid not. Her abduction is still as nysterious as Philip's death."

For an instant, he sounded |ike Jonas. But then these two nen had so nuch in
common. Lillian put her forehead against the phone box. "I'mtired," she said.
"I"'mso tired."

"It is alnost the end now," the voice said. "In three days we will neet, and
it will be all over. Forever."

"And what about ny children?"

"I will do all in nmy considerable power to keep them safe fromharm Like God,
extending H's arnms around them"

"Shall | put all nmy faith in you, then?"

He | aughed easily. "Wy," he said, "I thought you knew. You al ready have."

"Do you want to go to bed with ne?" M chael asked.



El i ane | aughed. "Possibly. Yes." They were in the kitchen, where she was
preparing dinner. "\Wat nakes you ask?"

"I wondered why you invited me here."

"Because | wanted to," she said sinply and directly. This was sonething she
did so well. She went across to the refrigerator, got out sone greens.

"What about your boyfriend?"

"What about hinP" She tore off a sheaf of |ettuce |eaves.

"He's Yakuza," M chael said.

She turned, stopping what she was doing. "How do you know that? | didn't tel
you. "

"Sure you did. You nentioned giri, a Yakuza term O is giri sonething from
your other life in the big city?"

"What do you know about the Yakuza?" Eliane said, resum ng her cutting.

M chael got up. "Enough that |I'd be nervous if your boyfriend wal ked through
t he door right now. "

Eliane smled. "After the way you saved ne this afternoon, | wouldn't imagine
anyt hi ng woul d nake you nervous."

"@Quns make me nervous," Mchael said, taking a bite of raw vegetable.

El i ane watched himwhile he ate. "The papers are full of Yakuza. But where did
you |l earn about giri T

"I studied in Japan for several years," Mchael said. "My father sent ne
there. He served in the Anerican armed services in Tokyo just after World \War
Two. "

El i ane | ooked down at the vegetabl es she was chopping. "What did you study in

Japan?"
"I learned how to paint," he said.
"But that's not all," she said. "I saw the katana in the back of your Jeep. Do

you know how to use it?"

"I learned many things in Japan,
pai nt."

"I's that what you do for a living? Paint?"

"Partly. It's what nmakes me the happiest. But | also have to earn a living."
He told her about the fine-arts printing business he had created.

he said. "But the nost inportant was how to

She smled as she resumed her chopping. "It nmust be wonderful to be able to
take a brush in your hand and create sonething." She |aughed. "I envy you.
Bl ank anythings terrify ne. Bl ank pages, blank canvases. | always have the

urge to paint themsolid black."

"I'f you do that," M chael said, "they di sappear.”

"They lose their threatening quality that way, don't they." She pushed the
pil e of chopped shallots aside, began on the nushroons. "Their anarchy is
control | ed—er at |east contained."

" Anar chy?"

"Yes. Don't you ever find a blank canvas intinidating? | mean, there are so
many directions in which you can go. It's bew | dering."

"Unl ess,"” M chael said, "you know what you're going to paint before you ever
get to the canvas."

El i ane frowned. "Do you al ways know what you're going to do before you do it?
Isn't that boring?"

"Have you al ready answered your own question?" He smiled. "I know how |I'm
going to begin. After that..." He shrugged.

She appeared to be considering something. "How well do you know t he Yakuza?
know you said you lived in Japan for a while. Did you ever neet any Yakuza?"
"Not that | know of. But perhaps they're not so different from other people
met in Japan."

"Ch they're different, all right," Eliane said. "Yakuza are a breed apart.
Japanese soci ety considers themoutcasts, and they revel in the role created
for them The word Yakuza is conposed of ideographs for three nunbers. Added
up, it is a losing nunber in ganbling. Yakuza think of thenselves as dooned.
Fated to be heroes within their own tightly knit cosnos."

"Fromwhat | know of them" M chael said, "they're too dangerous to be so



romantic."

She nodded. "They're very dangerous." She put down her cleaver, turned on one
of the stove's gas burners, on which she had put a pot. "Maybe | shoul dn't
tell you this, but"—she gave hima fleeting smle—=you are bound to protect
me forever, right?" \When M chael said nothing, she went on. "The truth is, ny
boyfriend nakes ne nervous. You're right. He's Yakuza. For a while it was a
ki ck dating him you know? No, | suppose you don't."

"He's a big shot,” Mchael said. "A kahuna hinself. Sure | know. " He took
anot her slice of vegetable. "Wat happened?"

"He's a boor," she said. "Likes to throw his weight around, get into fights. |
can't stand it."

M chael shrugged. "Tell him"

El i ane laughed. "I did. So what? It doesn't matter. He's deaf to those things.
He does what he wants. He's used to the power. | can't stop it."
"Sure you can," Mchael said. "If you try."

"Quns make me nervous, too," she said, then, "OM" She dropped the pot of

scal ding water, sucked at her hand. "Dam!"

M chael took her hand, turned it over. It was red where the pot handl e and
then the water had burned it. The skin was raw. "You have any disinfectant?"
El i ane shook her head. "No bandages, either." She sucked at the burn again.
"Don't worry, I'Il live."

M chael | ooked at her. "Is that what your boyfriend did," he asked, returning
to the subject, "wave a gun in your face?"

"Eventual ly," she said. She picked up the cleaver again, wincing a little as
she tightened her grip on the haft. "He hit ne first."

"Jesus." M chael was thinking of Audrey and Hans. Thi nking of what he had done
to the German.

"He's very . . . physical."

Ri ght there he should have said, You got yourself into this, get yourself out.
But he didn't do the smart thing. Why? Because what if this boyfriend worked
for Fat Boy Ichimada? Playing the jeal ous | over would buy M chael a |ot of
time inside the compound if he was discovered. That time could be critical to
getting out again. Sure, Mchael thought. That's all it is. A child s game of
strategy to get inside the bad nman's castle.

"Who does he work for, your boyfriend?" M chael asked.

"What are you going to do?"

"I'f you can't get satisfaction fromthe hired help,"” he said, "go straight to
the top."

El i ane | aughed. "That's pretty funny."

"I wasn't joking."

"I don't believe you."

"Try me. \Who does your boyfriend work for?"

"A guy naned Fat Boy Ichimda. He's the head Yakuza kahuna in the Islands.”
"Where does Ichimada Iive?" M chael asked. Know ng already.

"Just past where we ran into each other this norning. |In Kahakul oa, renmenber?"
"I have to go," Mchael said, walking to the door

"Where are you goi ng?" She w ped her hands on the cotton apron. "Dinner's

al nost ready."

"You said | had an obligation to take care of you."

She came around from behind the kitchen pass-through. "Are you serious?"

M chael |ooked at her. "Wren't you?"

"Ch come on." She laughed, trying to make a joke of it. "Besides, there are
guns there. Lots of guns. Ichinmada doesn't |ike uninvited guests."

M chael wal ked to the door. "That's okay," he said. "I'll avoid them"

"Just why in the hell are you doing this?"

"I told you."

"And | don't believe you for a minute. For one thing, we just nmet. For

anot her, why woul d you be doing this now, when you could go tonorrow during

t he day, |ike any normal human bei ng?"

"I'n the daylight," Mchael said, "lIchimada will see nme com ng."



"You' re not going for ne,
yoursel f."

"Maybe." He shrugged. "So what?"

"Wy lie to ne? Wiy this nonsense about this obligation to take care of ne?"
"It's not nonsense," he said.

"You're half serious." She shook her head in confusion. "I don't understand
you. "

"Don't try so hard to understand ne,’
even to nyself."

When she saw that he was about to | eave, she took off her apron. "Ckay then,
we'll go together."

"Not a chance.”

She put on a jacket, shook her hair out. "Just how do you intend to get into

| chi mada's conmpound in the dark?"

"Il get in," he said.

"I's that so? Do you know about the dogs, the trip wires, the spotlights?" She
scrutini zed his face. "Besides, you don't even know ny boyfriend s name or
what he | ooks like."

M chael saw the bind she had put himin. He did not want to take anyone with
hi mwhen he infiltrated Fat Boy I|chimada's conpound, but now he had no choi ce.
This woman knew that he had h'ed to her, that he had an ulterior notive for
getting into Fat Boy Ichimda's conpound. If he left her behind, she could
very well call her boyfriend the nmonent Mchael left. Mchael had no desire to
have Ichimada's nmen waiting for himwhen he arrived at the conpound in
Kaha- kul oa.

"Al'l right," he said, opening the door. "Come on. But keep your nouth shut,
and do what | tell you, okay?"

"Sure, boss." Eliane grinned. "Anything you say."

"Does your hand hurt?"

"Not rmuch,"” she said.

But he had seen it as she clinbed into the Jeep. He pulled off the highway at
the main light in Lahaina. She directed himto a pharmacy, where he purchased
bandages, burn salve, a roll of surgical tape and a snmall spray can of

Bacti ne.

Back at the Jeep, he sprayed her burned hand, pocketed the can. Then he
applied the salve, wapping the bandages over the burn, fixing it in place
with the tape.

"How s that feel?"

"Better," she said. "Thanks."

They set out again, still heading northwest. On their right were the West Maui
Mountains, as crenellated as a castle's bulwark. To the left, the Pacific was
it by noonlight that painted a shimrering brushstroke across its cal m bosom
Bl ack crosshatching delineated the nasts, spars and rigging of fishing vessels
at anchor in the harbor. Further out, it was possible to see a cruise liner
lying to. Bright strings of lights beribboned its deck and, once, a gust of

wi nd brought the sound of a band to their ears.

"I think you need a new boyfriend," M chael said.

"I didn't need himto begin with," she said.

They were zooni ng past Kaanapali, the large resort area, filled with hotels,
condos, restaurants and the only novie theater for mles.

Ten mnutes later, they were into the golf courses of Ka-palua, heading down
toward the ocean when the hi ghway ended. Rolling past the small general store.
Turning right onto the old road. Soon they would be at the extrene
northernnost part of Maui. Swi nging around to head back south. To Kahakul oa.
The moonlight that, before, had illuninated Eliane's face now dappl ed the
road. The inconstant |ight obliged himto reduce speed. H s shoul ders were
hunched with the concentration required to negotiate a road that he knew at
any norment woul d becone a deeply rutted dirt track

The Pacific crashed agai nst the sawtoothed rocks five hundred yards bel ow
them They had | eft Flem ng Beach behind them and were now begi nning the

she said. "You want sonething fromlchimada for

he said. "I'm sonething of an eni gna



torturous navigation along the Honokohau cliffs.

M chael turned off the Jeep's headlights, slowed considerably. He was obliged
to drive without headlights to ensure that Fat Boy I|chimada's guards woul d not
see their approach.

The hills of Kahakul oa.

Not a quarter of a nile farther on, Eliane's Jeep had gone over the cliff.

M chael passed a closed gate. A nonment later he pulled into a rocky waysi de
carved into the edge of the cliff. There were many of these roadsides
scattered al ong a road whose snaking turns were inpossible for two cars to
negoti ate at once.

M chael turned off the engine.

"Ckay," he said. "You' ve gone far enough. Wat's your boyfriend s nane?"
"Bluto."

"And yours is Aive Oyl. Eliane, what's his nane?"

"If I tell you, you'll |eave ne here."

"That's the idea."

"I want to go with you," she said.

"\Why 2"

"It was me that he hit, renmenber? Can't you understand that | can be of sone
hel p?"

"That's why |I'm asking you to give me your boyfriend s nane."

She shook her bead. "You didn't cone here to get Fat Boy |chimada to keep ny
boyfriend away fromne."

"You didn't conme here for that reason either, did you?"

She peered into the shadows that shrouded his face. "I guess neither of us
trusts the other." She shrugged. "That's natural, | guess. | don't know you; I
don't trust what | don't know "

This is crazy, he thought. | can't involve a civilian. It never occurred to
hi mthat yesterday he hinself had been a civilian. "Stay here, Eliane. | mean
it."

He grabbed the satchel and the katana, got out of the Jeep. He went up to the
gate. Producing a pair of wire cutters fromthe satchel, he went to work. Wen
the hol e was | arge enough, he went through bent over

On the other side, in the Jeep, Eliane sat still. Between them the torn
barbed wire seened to glow in the noonlight. The crickets droned, and ni ght

bi rds swooped, unseen, above their heads.

"M chael ," she whispered, "take ne with you."
He started up the slope, paralleling the dirt track
"M chael ," she said, turning the key in the ignition, "don't |eave nme." The

Jeep' s headl i ghts cane on
"Jesus!" he said. "Are you nuts? Turn those off, Eliane!l"

' Take mne!™
"Eliane, for Christ's sake, everyone will see—=
"Take me with you! | can help. Do you know about the boar traps?"

M chael paused. He didn't. There was nothing about boar traps in the BITE file
on | chi mada' s conpound.

She saw his expression. "I didn't think so. They were put in last week. | know
where they are.”

M chael stared up at the stars, weighing the options. Was she telling the
truth? "All right," he said at |ast.

Sonmewhere far ahead, a dog began to bark

Fat Boy Ichimada, heading into the conpound in his helicopter, saw the lights
down by the nmain gate. |chimada had been searching for Mchael Doss all day.
Tired of the car, he had spent the afternoon in the copter. Away fromthe
dusty roads. And froma possible tail from Ude. |chinmda was tired and

di sgusted that M chael Doss seened to have dropped from sight as surely as a
stone thrown into the Pacific.

The pilot, a Yakuza soldier naned Wailea Charlie, said, "Want nme to radio the
conmpound to |l et the dogs | oose? You' re not expecting conpany, are you?"

"Not yet." Fat Boy |chi nada was al ready | ooking through his infrared night



gl asses. He could see the woman in the Jeep. And then, as the headlights
flicked off, he followed her as she scranbled off the road. Through an
expertly cut hole in the fence, where she joined another figure. A man.

"Cet me down there,"” Ichinmada said. "One sweep."

Wai |l ea Charlie banked the helicopter, and Fat Boy Ichimda felt his stonmach
trying to reach his feet. He concentrated, keeping the image of the man in his
bi nocul ars. The resol ution was superb, but the man was turning away. |chi mada
gave instructions to Wailea Charlie, and the copter banked further.

Now Fat Boy |chinmada got a clear ook at the man's face, and his pul se junped.
Buddha, he thought as he recogni zed the face. Even wi thout having seen the
phot o Ude had showed him I chi mada woul d have known that face. It could have
been Philip Doss's face twenty years ago.

"Forget the dogs." Gave Wiilea Charlie orders to set the copter down on the

| andi ng pad beside the ranbling house that sat in the center of the conpound,
thinking of the irony of it. Al day he had been searching for Philip Doss's
son, and now the nan was coming right to Fat Boy Ichimada's front door

The race has been run, Fat Boy Ichi mada thought as the dust whirled up al
around them the copter settling onto its pad, and |I've cone in first.

But when he had wal ked, doubl ed over, from beneath the dianeter of the stil
whopp- whopp-whoppi ng rotors, he saw that soneone had rel eased the Dobermans
fromtheir screened-in runs. The pitch of their barking told himthat they had
al ready caught the intruders' scent.

Fat Boy I|chi mada began to run

They were still far fromthe house when M chael heard the Dobermans' vyel ping.
He had already identified the sound of a helicopter

"They know we're here," he said, taking her arm and beginning to run

"Not that way," she said, pulling himoff to the left. "It's thick with
traps."” Holding on to him "Careful right here." Guiding himaround a

nasty-1 ooki ng contraption. A well-canoufl aged boar trap

Now M chael was glad that he had taken her with him He reached into his
satchel, threw several small cotton bags to their right, then he pulled them
left.

"What were those?" Eliane asked.

At | east she isn't out of breath, M chael thought as they charged up a | ong
rise. She's not the liability | had feared she'd be. Into a copse of trees,
where he held themin the dense shadows for a nonment. "Dried blood," he said.
"Gardeners use it to keep pests like rabbits away fromtheir flowers.
Hopeful ly, the blood will confuse the dogs."

"Not for long, it won't," Eliane said.

"I don't need very long. Come on." M chael took her by the hand. Crouching,

t hey noved on across the |ush heath. He could make out the lights of Fat Boy

| chi mada' s house through the swayi ng branches of the trees. He did not
approach their illumnation directly, but rather began to circle to the left,
away fromthe bayi ng Dober mans.

The | ayout of the conpound was a live thing in Mchael's brain. He had spent
nost of the plane ride nmenorizing everything Uncle Samry had gi ven hi m about
Fat Boy I|chimada. He knew now t hat he woul d need every scrap of information in
the BITE file.

The trip wires were not difficult to negotiate once he had |ocated them He
was careful to keep Eliane directly behind him so that there was no chance
she woul d bl under into one while he was working on di sengagi ng anot her.

They noved on, circling nearer the house now. But it had taken | onger than he
had anticipated to put the trip wires out of comm ssion. The baying of the
Dober mans changed pitch, and he knew they had found the bags of dried bl ood.
Frustrated, they had begun to pick up a new scent.

M chael pushed Eliane onward, ignoring the spotlights. H s plan had called for
himto take themout; there wasn't tine. Qut fromthe inky shadows of the
trees, across a lush lawn, urging her onward.

Real i zed his mistake too late. The spotlights coming on all at once, spangling
the night, eating up the darkness in great, awful swatches. The dogs wth



si ght now, bounding out of the still-black woods and onto the | awn, where

M chael and Eliane were sil houetted agai nst the white clapboard of Fat Boy

| chi mada' s house

M chael thinking, There are three Dobermans. They're full-grown males, Uncle
Sanmy had said. They've been attack-trained, son. Do you know what that mneans?
Once they are given the specific command, nothing can stop them short of
death. They'll go right for your throat and do their best to rip it out.

"What the hell is going on?" Fat Boy |chi mada bel |l owed. "Who set the dogs

| oose?"

At that noment, the spotlights came on. Buddha, Fat Boy thought, with all that
illumination Mchael Doss doesn't have a chance. The dogs will tear himto

shr eds.

He saw one of the Dobermans' trainers, began to yell at him

"Save your breath," a voice said. "He's through taking orders fromyou."

Fat Boy whirl ed, saw Ude step out of the darkness of the eaves.

"They all are.”

"This is ny house!" Ichimda screaned. "These are ny nen!"
"Not anynore." Ude was grinning. He was enjoying this inmrensely. "I told you
Masashi gave nme conplete control over this situation. | am oyabun here. | give

the orders from now on."

Fat Boy Ichimada took a step toward Ude, checked as Ude swung up the Mack-io.
It was a conpact automatic machi ne pistol

"I wouldn't do that,"” Ude warned. "I'm not about to let you within arm s

l ength of ne. | know what those hands can do."

"Let's negotiate," Fat Boy |chinmada said. "W can work a deal ."

"Yeah? What do you have that | don't have al ready?"

"Money. "

Ude | aughed. "Soneone's com ng, |chinmada. Maybe you'll tell me who it is."

"I don't know. A local kid, probably."

Ude scowl ed. "I've had enough of your lies." He gestured. "Get in the house."
"How are you going to take care of nme and the intruder?"

Ude grunted. "I1'Il let sonmeone el se take care of you." He made a nmovenent with

t he Mack-10, and Fat Boy Ichimada turned. He saw Wailea Charlie ainng a
pistol at him

The pilot gave himan apologetic smle. "Sorry, boss," he said. "But when
Tokyo talks, | gotta listen."

"Take himinto the house,"” Ude said to Wiilea Charlie.

He was already turning his attention back to the sound of the dogs.

M chael had sent Eliane off in an acute diagonal away fromthe arc-1lit

peri meter of the house while he headed into the Iight. The dogs were cl osing
in on him there was not nuch he could do about that.

Passi ng the shadows of a tall tree, he turned and heaved his small satchel up
into the | ower branches. Then he drew the katana Uncle Sammy had given him It
was ol d, well made. Though the wapped | eather grip was shiny and worn, the

bl ade had marvel ous heft and bal ance, both of which were crucial

They came out of the shadows in a pack, as they had been trained to do.

M chael faced them sideways. His right hip was toward them He held his katana
in the prescribed two-handed grip. His left elbowwas lifted. H s weight was
on his right leg and hip.

Two dogs | eaped at him They hit the light at once. Comi ng at different
angles, they were illumnated oddly, so that they seened two hal ves of one
nonst rous creature.

Itto ryodan. Splitting an opponent in two with one bl ow

M chael erupted into notion. He was tracking the arcs of their |eaps. Now his
kat ana swept up, and in that prelimnary notion, the blade—so razor sharp that
it di sappeared when | ooked at head on-slamed into the rib cage of the first
of the Dobermans.

M chael was still moving, his left shoulder twi sting away fromthe hurtling
thing. H s downward stri ke—+the second hal f of the wheel maneuver—swept through
the torso of the second aninal.



M chael whirled. The third Dobernman was crouched just outside the reach of his
sword. It grow ed, bared its teeth. Its nuscles were spasm ng conti nuously
beneath its gl ossy black fur

When it took off, the talons on its back feet scored deep furrows in the
ground. Instead of springing, it tore to Mchael's left. As he pivoted away
fromit, it |eaped. Using usen saten, M chael ducked. Lifting his blade at the
same time, slashing left. Sliced the Doberman open along its left side.

The creature crashed to the ground at Mchael's feet, lying on its side and
panting as its eyes gl azed.

M chael |owered the katana. Took a deep breath. Then the sword was flying from
hi s hands.

He hit the ground on top of the dying dog. Tried to turn, felt a great weight
on him the gnashing teeth. Pain as nails raked him Wat? The first dog!
Sonehow it had gathered the remai nder of its strength and had attacked agai n.
He had pinioned its forepaws, but its rear |egs began to work on him There
was nothing in Mchael's arsenal to deal with the animal fury of the Doberman
at close quarters. He was |osing his hold.

He saw his sword Iying out of reach. He was using all his rmuscle just to keep
the frantically snapping jaws fromhis throat. Meanwhile, the powerful hind

| egs were doing their best to rip open his belly.

The feral eyes glowing yellow in the senidarkness, the animl stench of the
dog, the stench of blood. Both instinct and pain told himthat he could not
hol d on nuch | onger.

Already the jaws were closing in on his face. It was becom ng increasingly
difficult to turn aside the furious attack.

There was a chance, but it meant having to free one of his hands. And using
only one to fend off the thing's head. Had to try it. Now

Freed his left hand, the right going to work on the Dob-erman's nmuzzle to keep
it at bay. But the jaws were snapping taster now It was as if the anim

could sense that its own end was near. The know edge increased its frenzy, and
now it had gotten through, the jaws opening, the teeth, dripping saliva,
blurring inward toward M chael's unprotected throat.

The fingers of his left hand closing around cool, curving metal. Bringing it
up, spraying the Bactine antiseptic directly into the eyes, nose and nouth of
t he dog.

The Dobernman how ed and jerked away. M chael was up, lunging for his

| ongsword. The dog, blinded, was on himimediately. He fell, twisted his
torso as he did so. Slashed down, severing the dog's spinal colum.

He threw the corpse aside and rose. People com ng

Stood with knees bent. Held his katana over his right shoulder so that it
stretched out and back, as one might carry a parasol to defeat the rays of the
| ate afternoon sun

Two nmen armed with M 16 assault rifles plunged out of the shadows from which

t he Dober mans had energed nmonents before. M chael stepped forward, slashed
down once, then, pivoting, struck horizontally. The nmen joined the dogs.

For sonme monents he stood still as stone, listening. Wien he was certain that
there was not hing hostile in the i mredi ate environnment, he picked up his
scabbard, slid the katana hone.

Sticking it through his belt, he clinbed the tall tree and retrieved his

sat chel .

He dropped to the ground, then headed toward the house.

Ude was within the perinmeter of the spotlights' illumnation when he heard the
Dober mans cease to bark. He waited for precisely a mnute and a half. \Wen he
heard nothing | ouder than a nmoth's fluttering, he spoke softly into his

wal ki e-t al ki e.

There was no response to his repeated callings.

Ude ordered everyone inside—there were five, not counting Fat Boy I|chi mada—+to
armthenselves with M16's. Wai-tea Charlie was already arned. Ude told them
to shoot to wound, though none of them knew who it was they were supposed to



aim at.

He instructed Wailea Charlie and Fat Boy Ichimda to follow himout to the
[iving room

"What do they want?" Wailea Charlie asked.

"Shut up," Ude said. "Just make sure Ichimada here stays in one place, and
keep himaway fromthe weapons." He was checking the | oad when the front

wi ndow bal | ooned inward. A rain of glass flew at them

The Yakuza opened fire with their Mi6's, conpletely shredding the inconing
obj ect .

The nonent the bolt was off, M chael dropped the conpact hunting crossbow and
was sprinting around to the east side of the house. Pried open a window to a
bedr oom and cl i mbed t hr ough

He hoped the vinyl float he had shot through the front wi ndow by tying it to

t he crossbow bolt had provided hi m enough tine.

The bedroom was enpty. Drew his katana, opened the door cautiously. Caught the
stink of cordite funmes. In the darkness, there was nore shooting. Maybe, he

t hought, they'll kill each other off.

Turned left down the hall. Fat Boy Ichinmada's master suite was next. Burst

t hrough the door, the longsword held in front of him Ran through the bedroom
and attached bath. Enpty. It was inperative that he nake a sweep through the
roonms in order to determ ne who was | eft and where they were. A bathroom also
desert ed.

Now he came to a fork. To his left lay the office, to the right, the kitchen
and, beyond, the living room The kitchen was the obvious place to go now
since the lack of large windows rmade it a probability for defensive tactics.
He stood to one side of the swinging door, lifted his blade until its very tip
made contact. Then he pushed i nward, opening the door

Two Yakuza, one firing imredi ately.

But M chael had conme in rolled in a ball. He cane out of it, sw ping sideways
with the blade. Cut through one man. He screamed as the other whirled.

M chael chopped down, i medi ately sl ashed again, and the nan col |l apsed.

Up and running along the hall as machine-gun fire erupted through the
kitchen's other door. Another Yakuza in the dining area, his Mi6 hamering
away as the door into the kitchen disintegrated.

M chael took himdown with one powerful slash. Dodged back as nore fire spewed
out. Retreating down the hallway, drawing themafter him

When he heard them coming, he turned and ran to the spot where the hallway
branched. Went five steps in the direction of the kitchen, dug into his
pocket, pulled out a lighter and a hal f-dozen | ong-fuse firecrackers.

Headed down the opposite fork, toward Fat Boy Ichima-da' s office.

When Ude saw the slashed remants of the vinyl float, he sent two men into the
ki tchen, another to the other side where the hallway began off the dining
area. He kept the rest of themwhere they were.

But within mnutes, he was obliged to alter his tactics. For one thing, three
of his nen were down. For another, they had all gotten their first glinpse of
one of the intruders.

Ude i nmedi ately ordered the three remai ni ng Yakuza down the hallway. As they
began to nove, he began to follow them not reluctantly but cautiously.

The firing of the weapons was deafening. Ude could see the three nen advanci ng
at an even pace. But when they reached the fork in the hallway, sonething
happened. The men hurl ed thensel ves down toward the kitchen. Wat were they up
to? Ude shouted to them but they could not hear him

Then he saw the blur of a shadow pass across the open space at the head of the
hal | way. The glint of polished steel. A katana! Slashing forward and down.
"Ah!" Ude breathed. "M chael Doss." He spent a precious nmonent assessing the
situation, then he went back down the hall. He snelled a trap, and he had no
intention of walking into it hinself.

When he returned, it was with Wailea Charlie. Wth a massive push, Ude sent
Wil ea Charlie stunbling forward.

Onto the point of sonething sharp, shiny and seemingly endless. It went al



the way through Wailea Charlie while he screanmed. Then dizzi ness suppl ant ed

t he agoni zi ng pain, and he fell forward.

M chael withdrew the bl ade and retreated down the hall. He kicked open the
door and went into the last remaining room The office. It contained an ornate
desk, an oversize chair and, behind that, an open w ndow onto the nowfloodlit
conpound. Banana-leaf prints were on the walls.

Where was Fat Boy | chi mada?

M chael whirled, and stopped dead.

Ude was filling the doorway. "Put down the katana," Ude said, leveling the
Mack-10 in Mchael's direction. He had been set to pull the trigger and not

let go until the intruder was in ribbons. "M chael Doss." He advanced into the

room "I think that's good. For ne." He began to |augh

"I"'mgoing to kill you, of course," he said, watching Mchael carefully as he
prepared to lay the katana at his feet. Shook his head. "No. Slide it onto the
desk, hilt first. | don't want it near you." He nodded when M chael had

conplied. "That's much better." He grinned, waving the Mack-10; he loved the
power the machi ne pistol gave him "You have nuch to tell ne before | get

around to the pleasure of killing you." The smle seenmed plastered on his
face. "I think I will enjoy the prelude even nore."

"Who are you?" M chael asked.

Ude raised his eyebrows. "I ama menber of the Taki-gum . Have you heard of ny

oyabun, Masashi Taki ? O course you have." Keeping the Mack-io trained on

M chael, he brought out the I ength of red cord the Hawaiian had given him
"Look famliar? This was neant for you. Your father left it here on Maui. Now
you're going to tell me what it neans and where the Katei docunent is hidden."
"What are you tal king about?" M chael was genuinely baffled.

But Ude was shaking his head. "No, no. You have it wong. | ask the
guestions."

"But | don't—=

"This red cord." Dangling it. "Wat is it?"

It does seemfaniliar, Mchael thought. \Where have | seen it before? "You
killed ny father," Mchael said. "Do you think I'mgoing to tell you
anyt hi ng?"

"Eventually you will," Ude said. "I have no doubt of it." Beginning to squeeze
the trigger of the Mack- 10.

"You're not going to kill anyone."

Ude whirl ed.

Fat Boy Ichimada was in the doorway, a pistol seem ng alnost lost in his great
hand.

The two men shot at once. Fat Boy |chinada's heavy frane spurted bl ood as it
tunmbl ed backward into the hallway.

Ude's Mack-10 was still firing when M chael lunged for his katana. Ude snashed
the bottom of the machine pistol onto Mchael's wist.

Pain ran up Mchael's armand he grunted, slipping to his knees.

Ude clucked his tongue. "No," he said. "It's not going to be nearly that
easy." He shoved the Mack-10 into Mchael's face before retreating to a safe
di stance. When he saw the bl ood begin to streamfrom M chael's nose, he

| aughed. "You're going to tell me what | want to know." He hefted the weapon.
"I have a lot of tine now-all the tine in the world. There is no one around to

di sturb us—er to hear your screams of pain. Which will surely conme when |
shoot off one foot. An hour later, I'lIl shoot off the other. Then I'll begin
on your hands. Thi nk about that. Going through life wi thout hands or feet.
It'll be a challenge at the very |east, neh?"

"Co to hell," Mchael said.

Ude shrugged and | aughed. "More fun for nme." He ained the Mack-io at Mchael's
right foot.

A sound was already formng in the room All in a split second, Ude hesitated,
began to turn toward the w ndow.

M chael saw the blur, could not believe his eyes.

El i ane had clinbed in through the wi ndow. Now she w el ded M chael's sword as



only a master could. The edge of the blade slashed into the Mack-io, and it
spun out of Ude's grip. Blood spurted.

But Eliane was already into her second strike and Ude, scranbling desperately,
just missed being decapitated. He slamred into the corner of the desk, grunted
heavily, then threw hinmself headlong into the hallway.

M chael grabbed the Mack-io, hurtled after Ude. He had to | eap over Fat Boy

| chi mada's body. He could see the shadow of Ude's form di sappearing around a
turning, and by the tine he reached the front door, there was no sign of him
Behind him he could hear Eliane calling his name. He returned to the office.
He found her kneeling over |chinmada. She had turned himover, seened to be
talking to him A railing sound came fromhis open mouth. His gaze went from
El i ane to M chael

"You are Philip Doss's son," he said with sonme difficulty. "Truly?"

M chael knelt down beside Eliane. He nodded. "I am M chael Doss."

"Your father called ne ... on the day he died." Fat Boy |chi mada began to
cough. He sighed, and his eyes fluttered closed for a noment. "He and | knew
each other ... in the old days. Wen Wataro Taki was oyabun. Before the madman

Masashi wested power fromhis brothers."

| chi mada was panting. It was becomng difficult to ook at him "He knew that
I was still loyal to his old friend Wataro Taki. He asked nme to find you. He
wanted me to ask you if you renenbered the shintai."

M chael recalling his father's death poem In falling snow Egrets call to
their mates/Li ke splendid synbol s/of shintai on earth.

"What el se did he say?" M chael asked. "Wo nurdered hinP"

"I ... don't know. " Fat Boy Ichimada was gasping, as if his lungs had
forgotten how to work. "It wasn't Masashi."

"Then, who?" M chael asked urgently. "Wo el se woul d have wanted ny father
dead?"

"Find Ude." Ichimada's eyes were already fixed on sonething only he could see.
"Ude found what your father wanted you to have."

M chael | eaned closer. |chinada sounded |ike a grandfather clock in need of
repair. "The Katei document," he whispered. "What is it?"

"Your father stole it from Masashi." Perhaps |chimada could no | onger hear
anyone but himself. "Masashi will do anything to get it back. Sent Ude here."
"Wio i s Ude?"

"Ude shot ne," Fat Boy Ichimada said. "Did | get hin®"

"He was bl eeding,” Mchael said. There wasn't nuch tinme left. "Ichinmda, what
is the Katei docunent?"

The big man's gaze noved back from M chael to Eliane. "Ask her," he said. "She
knows. "

"What ?"

Fat Boy Ichimada smiled at something that only he could see. A glinpse,

per haps, of the world beyond? "Faith," he said, "and duty. Now I know their
nmeani ng. They are one and the sane." Then all the breath-what |ife was

| ef t—went out of him

M chael closed the Yakuza's eyelids. He felt tired; he felt as if he could
sleep for a week. But there was so much to think about, so many questions to
answer .

He | ooked at Eliane. Who is she? he wondered. Another question to which he
must get the answer. But not now. They had to get out of here first, get sone
first aid and then get sone sl eep

El i ane rose, handed himthe katana in cerenonial fashion

M chael, taking it, realized that he had never thanked her for saving his
life. He wiped the blood fromhis face. "How s your hand?" he asked.

"It probably hurts as rmuch as your nose," she said.

"It didn't seemto hurt your grip any."

She gave hima little smle. "You re wel cone.”

Then, together, they began the slow, painful walk back to civilization



SPRI NG 1947

TOKYO

The truth was that Lillian Hadl ey Doss hated her father. She had joined the
USO troupe that had brought her to Japan sol ely because of General Hadley's
unrel enting badgeri ng.

Wiile it was true that she loved the attention |avished on her while she was
onstage, it was also true that she hated every noment she spent away from
hone. She m ssed her friends, she m ssed knowi ng what the |atest trends were.
She no | onger had any idea what was in fashion or whether any of the American
sl ang phrases she used were now out of style. She had a recurring nightnare
that she was home talking to a circle of her closest friends and they were al

| aughi ng at her.

She hated her father for sham ng her into coming to a place she despi sed. But
she hated himeven nore for what she saw as his role in her brothers' deaths.
It was Sam Hadl ey who had instilled in his sons their sense of duty to their
country. Duty! Was it their duty to die? Wiere was the sense in that? But,
Lillian knew, there was no sense left in the world. The war had seen to that.
W were such a close famly, Lillian thought. She renenbered their |aughter at
Easter time, and how she waited through the | ong sunmer for her brothers to
cone hone frommlitary acadeny at Thanksgi vi ng.

At Christmas, they trinmmed the tree together, placed brightly wapped presents
beneath it, drank their nother's egg nog and sang carols. Was that corny?
Lillian did not think so. Ever since she could renmenber, she had waited al
year for that tradition. Werever the peripatetic Hadl eys happened to be,
their holidays were i mutable. They provided unwavering confort in a world
filled with mlitary precision. They were the famly's own ponp and
circunstance. After a tineg,

t hese oases cane—at least in Lillian's nmind—+to stand for the fanmly itself.
Now, with her brothers dead, that was all gone, swept away by the tides of the
stupid, stupid war. Now there was no stability, no confort, nothing to | ook
forward to. There were only Sam Hadl ey' s endl ess, intol erable dinnertine

| ectures on the theories of war.

"Deat h," Ceneral Hadl ey said over dinner one night several weeks before
Lillian was to neet Philip for the first tine, "is a necessary—and quite
benefi ci al -byproduct of war. In a way, it is akin to natural selection; the
survival of the fittest. War is a shaking out, a condition that did—-and
certainly shoul d—eccur periodically throughout history. Like the great flood
in biblical times, war cleanses the earth, nmakes it ready for a new
begi nni ng. "

Lillian could not take it anynore. "No, you're wong," she said, for the first
time raising her voice in anger to her father. "War is vile. It's nothing nore
than oblivion for the dead and despair for the survivors. You sound just like
our mnister. Both of you talk about monunmental —terrible—events that are a
matter of life and death as if they were—well, children's exercises!"

She was shaki ng. She was aware that both her parents were staring at her

dunbf oundedl y. What had gotten into their fun-loving, cheerful little girl?

t hey rmust be wondering. "Don't you realize what your war—your precious agent
of natural selection-has done? It's killed your two sons! Daddy, according to
you, that means Jason and Billy weren't fit to live, to carry on the race—er
what ever idiocy it is you believel™

Lillian saw Philip as her way out, her knight in shining arnor. The St. GCeorge
who would, if not slay her particular dragon, then take her out of its

ki ngdom |f he was a soldier, like her father, it was only the profession they
shared. Their personalities and their tenperanments could not have been nore
different. Besides, there was a sadness about Philip that Lillian felt rather
t han understood, and this drew her as surely as a magnet will find the North
Pol e.

It was this sadness which, Lillian imrediately felt, could give her a purpose,
if only she could discover its source and sonehow replace it. In this way, she
told herself that Philip needed her fully as nmuch as she needed him It was



not a nonstrous deception. But marriages based on |lies—+n any age—annot | ong
flourish. They can only dissolve. O survive in a kind of rusting isolation
Li ke reluctant explorers who prefer to roamainiessly in a desert that is
famliar to themrather than strike out for unknown territory, Philip and
Lillian inhabited the cooling corpse of their nmarriage w thout know ng that
anyt hing m ght be ami ss. Except that Philip had found M chi ko. And where did
that |eave Lillian?

On a sunny, blowy day a week after they first met, Philip and M chiko were in
his car. He had invited her to a picnic. O course, although spring was com ng
it was still too cold to dine outside, but the heated interior of the car
woul d do nicely.

Hal fway there, M chiko put a hand on his arm "There is a place | wish to take
you before lunch," she said. She gave hima series of directions. The streets
were crowded, and it was slow going until they were clear of the city's hub

At length, Mchiko directed himto pull over and park. They were in the

Dei enchofu area, a section of the city Philip was unfamliar with. It was
filled with enormous villas, all built in the traditional Japanese style. Lush
gardens, ancient cryptoneria trees, stone-and-banmboo walls |ined both sides of
the street.

"Where are we?" Philip asked as Mchiko led himup a stone pathway toward a
massi ve mansion, so heavily foliaged on the outside that it was conpletely

hi dden fromthe street.

"Please,"” Mchiko said, taking off her shoes in the en-tranceway. She

i ndi cated that he should do the sane.

The slate floor gave way to pale green tatam mats. The scent of new nmown hay
they gave off perneated the house. Behind himwere a pair of massive kyok
wood doors, set in slabs and ribbed with wought-iron bars. Thick, rough-hewn
wooden beans crisscrossed the ceiling in an intricate pattern. The place had
an ancient, alnost feudal air about it, giving the inpression that it had
materi alized whole fromout of the seventeenth century.

At the end of the hall, a line of sliding doors barred their way. The doors
center panels were nmade of enbroidered silk depicting circular w nged

phoeni xes in reds, oranges, golds and yel |l ows.

M chi ko knelt in front of the sliding doors and opened them She indicated
that Philip should enter

As was the customwhen conming into tatam roonms (for these were invariably the
formal areas of a Japanese house), Philip went across the threshold on his
knees.

"Wl comre, M. Doss."

The sight of the man sitting across from hi msnapped Philip's head up

"What —=2"

"You are surprised," Zen Godo said. "That is as it should be, don't you

t hi nk?"

Philip tried to still the hamrering of his heart. This is the nman | have been
ordered to term nate, he thought.

He was a lean man, with a long, wolflike head, extraordinary eyes that held
one's attention |like magnets. Hi s hair was brush-cut, dark and thick. An

i npeccably mani cured noustache that was already col ored salt-and-pepper |ent
himthe air of a pirate. "My daughter M chi ko," Zen Godo said. "You have

al ready net."

Philip turned to stare at Mchiko. "You're his daughter?" He could not
recogni ze his own voice

"I know who you are, M. Doss," Zen Godo said. "I know that you are
responsi ble for the death of ny friends. Arisawa Yamanoto and Shi geo
Nakaj i ma."

The nanes detonated in the air |ike bonbs.

M chi ko said nothing. She stood with her hands behind her back, as dermure as a
schoolgirl. Philip felt trapped, betrayed.

"You cannot keep ne here," he said, beginning to rise. "I ama nenber of the



Aneri can—

He felt a weight against his neck, saw that M chi ko was hol ding a katana, a
Japanese longsword, with its wicked edge at his flesh

"Mchiko will not hesitate to use it, M. Doss," Zen Godo said. "She is a
sensei, a master, of kenjutsu. Are you famliar with this word?"

"Yes," Philip said. He was staring at the shining I ength of the steel bl ade,

at M chi ko's unwavering gaze. "Kenjutsu is the art of swordsmanship." He had
no doubt that Zen Godo was telling the truth about M chiko's skill.

"Believe ne, | wish you no harm" Zen Godo went on. "But please keep in mnd
that Mchiko will not hesitate to protect ne fromharm"

Philip sat back down. He did not see that he had any choice. "You say that I
killed your friends and busi ness associ ates, yet you want nme to believe that
you wi sh me no harm | don't think I can believe that."

"As an answer, allow nme to relate a story fromthe past, since all we learn in
life emanates fromthere." Zen Godo was wearing a formal kinmono. It was of

bl ack silk, with a glossy black wave pattern woven throughout. An enbroi dered
snowy egret flew over each breast. Their eyes and the tips of their beaks were
a bright crinson. "My father taught ne that | nust destroy ny enemes before
they destroy nme," Zen Godo began. "He was an utterly ruthless man. He was
honorabl e in every way. But he never failed to use the advantage of
circunmstance to his own ends. And there cane a time when ny father's

rut hl essness caught up with him Through his endl ess deal i ngs, he had nade
many enenies, and now they were too nunerous for himto destroy themall

"My father was a devout Shintoist. He believed fervently in animsm He used
to point out trees, sections of brooks and | akes, escarpnents of wooded
hillsides shinrering in the dusk, and swear to nme that spirits dwelled in

t hose places. Now it happened that there was a spirit who my father said |ived
within the shadows of the rafters of our house. This spirit was possessed of a
remarkably evil tenper save where it canme to ny father. It was ny father who
gave this spirit succor when no one el se woul d—er so ny fattier said.

"It was to this spirit that ny father went. 'My enemies surround ne,' he told
it. 'You counseled nme to destroy nmy enemes before they destroy ne. | cannot
now. What am| to do?

"The shadows above his head stirred as if a gentle wind was blowing. In a
monent, a gruff voice said, 'You nmust find an ally who can aid you.'

" 'l have tried," nmy father said. 'But none have the fortitude to stand with
ne.'

" "Then you nust | ook el sewhere,’ the spirit said.

" 'l have searched everywhere.'

" '"Not everywhere,' the spirit said. Tor allies may some-tinmes be found in the
nost unexpected pl aces.'

" 'But | have no allies left with stomach for such a battle as this. | have
only enenies.'

" "Then,' the spirit said, '"it is anong your enem es that you rnust discover an
ally.' "

Zen Godo smiled. "My current circumnmstances, M. Doss, mrror those of ny
father in a nost unconfortable manner. | too am surrounded by enenmi es who w sh
to see me destroyed. They are numerous, exceptionally well organized. And they
are quite powerful."

"Why should | believe any of this?" Philip asked reasonably. "You are a

per suasi ve speaker, but after all, these are words only. And | have a sword at
nmy throat."

Zen Godo gave an al nost inperceptible nod, and Philip felt the pressure lifted
fromhis neck. In a nonent, Mchiko had reversed the katana. She placed the
hilt in his hands.

Then, to his astonishnment, Philip saw Zen Godo bend all the way forward unti
his face touched the reed mat at his feet.

"Here is your chance, Doss-san," Zen Godo said fromthis position. "One swi ng
of the katana on the back of ny neck will sever the spinal cord conpletely.
Your task will be acconplished, and you will not have had to think on your



own. You will nerely have had to follow orders."

Philip glanced at M chi ko. She stood unnoving. Her face was white and rigid.
She glared at himfromout of eyes filled with ice and fire.

But he needed to know what they both meant by this, and he rose on one knee so
that he was above the prostrate man. He lifted the katana so that the bl ade
was directly over Zen Godo's exposed neck. He took a deep breath, brought the
bl ade swi ftly down.

Zen Codo did not nove, and neither did M chiko.

Philip stopped the bl ade inches short of the flesh. He exhal ed deeply, took
several breaths before resuming his fornmer position opposite Zen Godo on the
nat s.

There was a profound silence. Philip imgined that he could hear notes of dust
falling. In tine, Zen Godo brought his head off the floor. He stared at

Philip. There was no expression on his face.

Philip saw his opportunity and seized it. "These enenies you are tal king
about," he said. "Are they known as the Jiban?' Now was the tinme to see

whet her he was right, whether he and Jonas were being duped into term nating

t he wrong peopl e.

Zen Godo watched himw th gl ossy ebon eyes. "Yes. But | would be nost pleased
if you were to tell me how you cane to know that nane."

"Only if you tell me who, or what, the Jiban is,"” Philip said.

Zen Godo nodded. "An equitable exchange of information. My father always told
me that that was an excellent method of beginning a relationship built on
mutual trust."

Philip handed over the letter he had taken from Shigeo Nakajima's corpse. Zen
Godo read it through, then passed it on to M chiko. He | ooked up. "Wat does
this letter tell you, M. Doss?"

Philip shook his head. "First tell ne about the Jiban."

"Ji ban, as you m ght already know, means a |local political machine," Zen Godo
said. "That was nmeant as a rather ironic coment. The Jiban is a closely knit
clique of high-level bureaucratic ninisters who have banded together under the
| eadership of a man named Kozo Shiina. Shiina is a particularly odious

i ndi vidual. He was a nmass nurderer during the war. Ch yes, there were many of
them | suppose. But Shiina was by far the nost hideous of the |Iot. He enjoyed
hi s work—the business of war seduced him then enslaved him

"I't was Shiina who first pushed for Japan's military expansion into Manchuri a.
It was Shiina who hel ped whip up popul ar support for the aggressive stance
needed for inperialism He had—and still has—a great deal of influence within
both the political and the industrial spheres.

"Since the war's end, Shiina has seen to it that he and his cronies have cl ean
sl ates. The Americans cannot touch him He has so cleverly rewitten the
dossiers, they aren't even aware of his role in the war. Now, ironically, he
and his ministers are advisers to the Anericans. Ha! He gulls the Americans
into confiding their policies to him He agrees to help inplenent these
policies, and then he and his mnisters go about secretively underm ning those
very directives."

"What does this Shiina have agai nst you?" Philip asked.

"Yamanot o- san, Nakajima-san and | were against the war fromthe very

begi nning. | joined Tokko in order to fight communi sm which |I cannot abide.
We fought against Shiina, and he has never forgiven us. Now, after the war
ended as we predicted it would, we see the opportunity America's help can
afford us. We believe that Japan can energe stronger, nore self-reliant, from
this disaster if we provide it with the right direction and nonentum Shiina
and his Ji ban want sonething else entirely."

"Wich is?"

Zen Godo's eyes were dark, depthless, like a still |ake at evening. "Shiina

wi shes to return Japan to its prewar militaristic state. He wants the
Manchuria Japan never had. He wants more. He wants the mainland of China. He
wants to expand our country. It is Japan's destiny, he says. It is pur karnma.
Japan can never be great, he believes, until it is a nation of a physical size



conparable to that of America or Russia."

God in heaven, Philip thought. Wat have | stunbled into? | was right. W have
been fed tainted intelligence. It was now clear to Philip that David Turner
must be a conduit between the Jiban and Silvers. Still, the question remnai ned:
Whose side was Silvers on? Aterrifying i mage was beginning to formin
Philip's mnd, but he needed confirmation.

Philip told Zen Godo how Nakajima's letter had planted grave doubts in his

m nd about his directive. He told him about his neeting with General Hadl ey,
and what Hadl ey had found out—that Silvers's intelligence source for the
directives to term nate Yamanoto, Nakajima and Godo was through Silvers's

adj utant, David Turner

Zen Godo absorbed this information inpassively. At length, he said, "After she
met you for the first tinme, Mchiko described you to ne as 'the speci al
American.' This interested ne intensely because it indicated that you
under st ood many of the basic underlying precepts of the Japanese Way. | shoul d
tell you that Mchiko is married to Nobuo Yamanoto. He is the el dest son of
Arisawa Yamanoto. \When she di scovered that you were responsible for the death
of her father-in-law, she was understandably distraught." Philip inagined

M chi ko wi el di ng her | ongsword agai nst him and shuddered.

"In fact, | believed she harbored a desire to see you dead, M. Doss," Zen
Godo continued. "But this was all before she net you. Then you became 'the
speci al Anerican,' and everything changed. That is why | had her bring you to
me." He touched the edge of his noustache. "It was you who put me in mnd of
the spirit's advice. It saved ny father's business. Now | pray that it wll
save mne." He held out his hands palns up. "To be fair, it is tine |l tell you
why you are here." He laughed. "I want you to kill ne."

Now it becane inperative that Philip discover just what was going on inside
Cl G headquarters. The information Zen Godo had provi ded himdictated that.
Once he knew that the Jiban was deliberately feeding tainted intelligence into
Silvers's CIGfiles, everything else followed in | ogical progression. If,
further, he supposed that Silvers knew about the nature of the intelligence
and was not nerely being duped by an unrelentingly clever foe, a nunber of

ot herwi se inexplicable elenents fell into place. For instance, why Silvers was
S0 secretive concerning his source. For another, why he was using David
Turner, an office hand, to carry out delicate field work in the first place.
On the surface it nmade no sense to entrust such hazardous duty to a nonkey
like Turner. But viewed in this new and different light, it just mght. Philip
considered: As Silvers's administrative adjutant, Turner was tied to his COin
very direct ways. Silvers—f he was working for the Ji ban—ould both contro
the flow of tainted information (thus, making it security-proof) and have a
perfect scapegoat—Furner—f the quality of the intelligence was ever called

i nto question.

The nore Philip thought about it, the nore it seened that Silvers was not what
he appeared to be. Wat his notive night be was another story entirely.
Frankly, Philip did not nuch care. As far as he was concerned, a traitor was a
traitor. \Wether he betrayed his country for noney, blacknmail or ideologica
reasons made no difference. Pragmatically, the result was the sane, and that
was all that mattered

Accordingly, Philip made plans. Methodical as he was, he stole into the CIG
headquarters first. He did not believe that Silvers would be foolish enough to
| eave inplicating files in the office. But he would be foolish hinself if he
did not check out the possibility.

As he suspected, he found nothing of an incrimnating nature. Then it was tine
toinfiltrate Silvers's personal quarters. The head of CIGlived in a snall,
neat house near the Inperial Palace. It was not difficult to get into. Not for
a specialist such as Philip.

The place was paneled in dark woods. Oiental carpets lay on the floor

muf fling all sound. Philip had chosen a night when Silvers was attending a
formal banquet at MacArthur's residence. Such affairs of state inevitably
proved | engthy, since the general was fond of using these occasions to treat



those in attendance to a substantial hel ping of his fanmus bonbast.

Philip had been to neetings here twi ce before. H's nenory was virtually
phot ogr aphi ¢ concerni ng such things. Consequently, he required no illum nation
to make his way through the place.

He began with Silvers's study. There was an old rolltop desk, a wooden swi vel
chair, a leather settee, a couple of matching wing chairs scattered around in
front of wal nut bookcases. In short, a quintessentially Western room

The contents of one drawer after another came under Philip's scrutiny. As he
drew the beam of his flashlight over the papers, he prayed that he woul d be
able to find sonething substantive, something conclusive. Philip was certain
that with proof, his father-in-Iaw woul d nove agai nst Silvers.

And then he had it! Hi dden beneath a false bottomin a | ower drawer was a
slim bl ack-bound not ebook. He coul d scarcely believe his luck. The evidence
confirmed his every suspicion. Excitement nounting, he read over the pages of
t he notebook again. Yes. It was all here: tines and dates of meetings with

Ji ban m ni sters whose nanmes Philip recogni zed, accountings of paynents nade,
records of where those paynents had been deposited, along with the bank
account nunber. Everything Philip needed to nail Silvers as a traitor in the
enpl oy of the Jiban.

The next norning, Philip presented hinmself at a downtown bank. Using his C G
credentials to get in to see the vice-president, he requested all pertinent

i nformati on on account nunber 647338A. The depositor's name was not Harold
Morten Silvers. But of course Philip had not expected that. Instead, he
brought out a photostat of orders signed by Silvers. He conpared the
handwiting with that of the account's depositor's. It was the sane.

The bl ueprints of Zen Godo's house arrived right on time. David Turner
delivered the packet to Philip's apartnment. It was the nonment Philip had been
dreading: It meant that Jonas had sol ved the question of how to make the

term nation seemlike an accident without Philip's needlessly putting the CIG
at risk. This was not an easy puzzle to solve, since Zen Godo possessed a high
degree of visibility.

Because Jonas—ever security conscious—did not want Lillian around while they
tal ked, Philip suggested that Turner take her to see Across the Pacific, a
filmshe had been wanting to see. He knew that she had failed to nake any
friends, either anong the arny wi ves or anong the locals. Lillian and Turner
departed without a word, and Philip and Jonas got on with their plans.

Philip and Jonas pored over the blueprints, went over once nore the
intelligence each had nmenori zed about Zen Godo. Losing himself in the mnutiae
of facts and figures, Philip was able to hold in abeyance the cranps | urking
in the pit of his stonmach. But when Jonas began to outline the nature of the
schene, the reality of the situation once nore fl ooded over him

He knew that he had reached a staging area. Now, |ike seeing the first sliver
of the sun energing fromthe darkness of night, he began to glinpse the ful
nature of what lay before him It terrified him

"Jonas," he said, glancing at his watch, "let's take Godo out tonight."

"Toni ght ?"

"Sure," Philip said, keeping his voice level. "Wy not? We have all the
materials." He had already turned the evidence he had discovered in Silvers's

desk over to General Hadley. Tonorrow, Hadley would present his evidence to
Mac- Art hur. Then the shit would really hit the fan. Al this had to be over
with by then. Philip forced hinself to grin. "Sure.” W need a witness to ny
conpl ete demi se, Zen Godo had said. Who nore perfect than your partner?

"We can do this one together," Philip said.

"You must be joking," Jonas said.

"Isn't it tine the spider emerged fromhis web?" Philip poured them both
drinks. Jonas, at least, was going to need fortification before this night was

t hr ough.
Jonas shook his head. "I don't know. "
"But this plan is your crowning achievenent,” Philip said. "I, for one, think

you shoul d participate init." He watched Jonas take a gulp of his scotch



"Besi des," he continued, "renenber that hazing you once told nme about?"

"At Pickett?" Pickett was the mlitary acadeny Jonas had attended in Kentucky
before he went to West Point.

"Yeah," Philip said, warming to his topic. "At Pickett. You all used your
swords. Your cerenonial swords. It was a kind of brand you inflicted on the
candi dates, right? Hurt |ike hell. Those bl ades were sharper than rat's teeth.
Isn't that what you said? Sharper than rat's teeth?"

"Yeah." Jonas renmenbered it as if it were yesterday.

"If you cried out, if you nmade any sound at all, that was the end of it. You
didn't nake the hazing. Right?"

"Right." Jonas downed the rest of his drink, and Philip replenished it.
"Sure, Jonas. That hazing was your favorite time. In the night. Under a ful
nmoon. Hoods and bl ack robes. Incantations to the spirit of General Pickett
hinself. Al that adol escent claptrap.” Philip watched as Jonas finished off
the Iiquor. "Now you can live it all over again. Wat do you say?"

In the night.

Rain dripping dolefully fromthe wooden eaves. Philip and Jonas standi ng

bet ween rain-slicked cedar pillars.

"This is his bedroom" Jonas whi spered.

A whi ppoorwi Il sang fromits dry perch within the thick cryptoneria.

"Put your mask on," Philip said, positioning the black cloth over his head.

They were dressed all in matte bl ack
There were no other sounds in the night now but the rain. Even the
whi ppoorwi Il was qui et.

"You're certain there's no one in the house with him" Jonas said. Qut of his
el enent, he was nervous. "The files said that once a week, Godo allows his
people to visit their fanmlies overnight. That's not for two days."

"This is February eighth, a holiday," Philip said. "Hari-kuyo. It's the needle
mass, in Buddhist religion, the day when songs are sung for all the needles
broken during the past year. You're smling, but after all, nothing would get
sewn or mended w thout the needl e. Besides, think of the damage a broken
needl e coul d cause sticking up froma tatam nat. Don't worry. No one but Godo
will be here.”

" Speaki ng of needles," Jonas said, "do you have yours?"

"Right here," Philip said, patting his pocket. "Stop worrying. This'll be a
mlk run.”

He led the way up onto the wooden porch. They stood very still, listening.
Drip, drip, drip. Nothing nore.
Crossing to the shoji, Philip knelt. He slipped a narrow netal bl ade between

the rice-paper screens' wooden frames. Myved it upward, freeing the catch. He
turned, nodded to Jonas.

Cautiously, they slid back the screen. The roomw thin was very dark. Zen Godo
was asleep on his futon.

Philip left his shoes on the porch, crept across the tatanm . He was acutely
aware of Jonas right behind him

He was very close to the sleeping formnow He took out a box. Nestled inside
it was a glass syringe filled with a chenical Jonas had obtained that woul d
simul ate a coronary enbolism Philip took the syringe out, pushed the plunger
to free the needle of air. And inadvertantly hit a porcelain sake cup that had
been left on the edge of a | ow table.

"Shit!" Philip said, making nore noise than the cup falling onto the resilient
tatam nat.

Zen Godo stirred, rising up.

Philip jabbed out with the syringe, but Godo slapped it away.

"Coddami t!" Jonas said. "Do it!"

Philip took out a length of wire with wooden handl es at either end. He whipped
the wire around Zen Godo's neck, began to pull it tight.

Heard the distinctive rasp of the shoji out into the hall sliding back. Turned
his head. "Watch out!" he cried.

The katana bl ade was whistling toward Jonas. Wio wheel ed and | eaped at the



same time. The edge sliced into the reed mat.

Philip continued his work. Pulling, pulling. While Jonas was busy feinting,
ducki ng, weavi ng.

Bl ood covered Philip's hands in a warm stream and he thought, That's it!

VWhi pped the wire free, and dived for the syringe, pocketing it. He |eaped up
grabbed at Jonas, who had pulled his service pistol. "I'mgonna kill this
fucker!" Jonas said. The katana was whistling again. Slices in the shoji and
the cedar walls attested to the rapidity with which the | ongsword was being
wi el ded.

Jonas | eveled the gun, and Philip slapped it away. "Are you crazy?" Pulling
Jonas back across the threshol d.

Qut onto the porch. Stuffing his and Jonas's shoes into his jacket. Leaping

of f the porch, dragging an unwilling Jonas with him Qut into the rain, the
bl ack, bl ack night.
" Godo?"

"Dead," Philip said. He wi ped the bl ood onto Jonas's hand before the ram
washed it all away. "The wire went hal fway through his neck."

"Good," Jonas said. "Good." Philip noticed that he was trenbling.

In the car, speeding through the city, Philip said, "That was insane what you
al nost did back there."

"What ?"

"The gun, Jonas. The fucking gun. It's U S. Arny issue. If you' d used it, what
do you think a ballistics check woutd've produced?"

"They couldn't trace it back to us."

"Maybe not all the way. But it sure as hell would ve put Silvers in an awkward
position. '"Wat are U S. Arny issue bullets doing inside a Japanese nati onal
Col onel Silvers?' Do you think he'd care to field that one fromhis

superi ors?"

Jonas was silent. Streetlights streaked his face in furious colors. The
residue of the rain dripped off themin concert to the whick-whick-whick of

t he wi ndshi el d wi pers.

"Christ," Jonas said after a long tine, "but this was a nasty one." H's tone
gave Philip the inpression of elation. He was flushed, his eyes alight. Then
he turned. The pale, greenish streetlights Ient his face an unearthly aspect.
"But who the hell was that with the sword?"

"Who cares?" Philip said. "CGodo's dead. Woever it was didn't get a | ook at
our faces."

"Yeah." Jonas ran a hand through his hair. "I've got to | thank you for that
one, buddy." He blew out a breath of air, relaxing. He was beginning to enjoy
the aftermath. "Jesus, that goddamm sword al nbst decapitated ne!"

When Philip thought back on it, the scene had possessed the quality of a film
wherein the | ead actor stares into a set of mrrors so that his reflection is
repeat ed endl essly... That day, when M chi ko had brought himto see Zen Godo.
When Zen Godo had said to him | want you to kill me. And Philip had said,
Why ?

But he had needed time to absorb not only what was being, asked of him but

al so what was to conme. Having watched] M chi ko through every m nute phase of
the exquisite ritual: of naking tea, he had allowed the heat to seep into his
pal ms as he closed themgently around the porcelain cup; the one he woul d,

| ater that week, deliberately knock off the edge of the table. The gentle
tendrils of steamrose toward his face like the last remants of a dream
Only after Philip had sipped all the tea out of the cup did Zen Godo begin. "I
want you to understand the situation in its entirety." Mchiko, at right
angles to him |eaned forward to fill the enptiness between Philip's cupped
pal ms. "By 'dying’ | will win nothing but tine."

"The power of the Jiban is such that it has forced me into giving up ny nane,

nmy business, ny life as Zen Godo. | wll disappear fromthe bureaucratic
scene. Dead, | will | ose whatever power | mght now have."
He sipped his tea, encouraging Philip to do so as well. "Accordingly," he

said, "l nust be reborn. This is a difficult and peril ous undertaking. It



cannot be acconplished alone. | have only ny daughter. Cut off from everyone

know, | amterribly vulnerable now. If word that | still I|ive should reach any
menber of the Jiban, | would certainly be executed within hours.

"Rebirth cannot be achieved overnight. Therefore, | will be going away. To
Kyushu, the southern island. There | will live with the orange fanners. | will
dig ny hands into ny native soil with enthusiasmand a free mind. | wll work,
Il will eat, I will sleep. And tinme will pass.

"Meanwhil e, here in Tokyo ny daughter will take care of nmy affairs. | have
much noney, many investments. There is a great deal to do."

M chi ko pul | ed back the sl eeve of her kinono, poured themboth nore tea. She
| ooked neither at her father nor at Philip, but rather at what she was doi ng.
She had, Philip thought |ater, the nost extraordi nary powers of concentration
"But al one, she cannot conplete what must be done," Zen CGodo continued. "She
needs assi stance. And only you, Doss-san, can provide that."

Philip, drinking his tea, wondered at the change that had come over him Like
athief inthe night, it had appeared when he wasn't |ooking, transform ng

him He thought about how he used to be, about how Jonas still was: My country
right or wong; | will follow orders unhesitatingly—dnthinkingly. The United
States fiber alles: That still mght be Jonas's notto.

"Naturally, | do not expect this extraordinary service to be rendered w t hout

adequat e conpensation. Tell ne, Doss-san, do you believe in futures? Yes, of
course you do. You would not be here now, otherwise. In return for your work,

I will give you a one third share in all future revenues."
"Revenues in what?" Philip had asked.
Zen Godo smiled. "I ama kanryodo sensei. The Way of the bureaucrat has

defined my entire adult life. Even our defeat in the war of the Pacific could
not alter that. Neither will nmy 'death.'

"Certainly, | cannot return to the mnisterial arena. Nor can |lenter any
legiti mate sphere of business without the distinct probability of coming to
the attention of nenbers of the Jiban. So what are ny alternatives? | have
only one. | nust go underground. | must become Yakuza.™"

"Why Yakuza?" Philip had asked. "Yakuza are gangsters. By controlling
ganbl i ng, prostitution, pachinko, they prey on the weak and def ensel ess.

will not be a party to that.

"Life is infinitely nystifying," Zen Godo had said. "I wonder how such

i dealism can be reconciled with the cynicismof the business you are in."

"I only know what | can and cannot do."

"In the beginning, it is said that the Yakuza protected the farners in the
countryside fromthe bands of marauders prevalent in those days." Zen Godo
shrugged. "Legend it may be. O fanciful notion. W can say? In any event, |
have no choice. If | will have any chance of defeating the Jiban, | nust have
power. | rmust control the actions of bureaucrats, politicians, bankers and
manuf acturers. If you can tell me | how | may acconplish this any other way, |
woul d be pleased to hear it."

"I cannot," Philip had said after a tinme. "But | amnot crimnal."
"There is nmuch an honest man can do within the Yakuza, Doss-san. | do not
pretend to be a—what do you Westerners call it? A saint? Yes. But saintliness

is not within the province of man. There is nmuch good that can be acconpli shed
for nmy people. If | do not do this—and, Doss-san, let me say that you al one

have the power to stop me—then surely the Jiban will triunmph in eventually
bringi ng on another world war. They desire space for Japan. They believe that
it is the emperor's will—Japan's destiny. | do not say that this will be

acconpl i shed next week or even next year. But it does not matter to the Jiban
They are patient. Westerners are not. That is what the Jiban nenbers are
relying on. In thirty years, or forty, who will renenber there was even a
clique of mnisters with that name? Hardly any. At that point, their tine wll
have cone. Unless | can sonehow find a way to gain enough power to oppose
them™

"Forty years from now?" Philip was incredul ous.

"Yes, Doss-san. In the tine span of this world, that is but a single breath.



It is nothing. You nust learn that."

Philip had stared at Zen Godo for a long tine. At last he said, "I do not want
t he noney."

"Then," Zen Godo said, curious, "what is it you want?"

When Philip did not answer, Zen Godo said, "Excuse me for saying this, but I
bel i eve you do want what your conscience m stakenly dictates you put aside.
Bel i eve ne, Doss-san, it is not necessary for you to make up your mi nd about
this now "

"I don't want it."

"But one day," Zen CGodo said, "you will."

M chi ko stayed with Philip long after Zen Godo had | eft them "There are
certain specific details ny father wi shes you to understand,” she said.
Beneath the ash-gray kinono, she wore an ice-white underkinono. The gl ow of
her firm dusky flesh warmed the color in spots.

"I don't understand,” Philip said as she shed her ash-gray silk skin. "This
can't be what he bad in mnd. You're narried.”

"The marri age to Nobuo Yamanoto, eldest of the Yamanoto sons,'
nmy father's undertaking. It is not mne."

Philip watched her. "He forced you into it?"

"Forced me?" Mchiko did not understand him "He created the liaison. It is
busi ness. The Yamanotos are in the process of building a network of conpanies
speci alizing in heavy-industry manufacturing. My father, during his tenure as
head of the Bank of Ni ppon, was instrumental in creating a | ocal bank that
will, in tinme, beconme the central hub of the Yamanoto konzern

"This is the way the future of Japan will be constructed, ny father believes.
The bureaucracy designates certain specific industries for high-speed growth.
To i nduce new conpanies to enter the designated fields, |oans of a highly
beneficial nature to the borrower are extended through the Bank of Ni ppon to
regi onal and local institutions. However, new industries take tinme. Money runs
out all too quickly. My father has realized that once committed to | ending

t hese new conpani es capital, the |ocal banks will have to continue the policy.
"Overloaning, nmy father calls it. Because eventually, the local banks will
have | ent so nuch noney that they will end up owning a majority of the

busi nesses that have borrowed fromthem This will happen in the Yamanotos
case, as well. Except that thanks to my father's foresight, they will already
own the bank."

Havi ng the future of Japan predicted by this exquisite, half-naked creature
had about it the aspect of the nythol ogical. For an instant, Philip inagined
hinsel f a great hero on an epic quest. And now, at its end, conming face to
face with an oracle of extraordinary powers. He was rem nded of how he had
first met Mchiko, in the mst of the ruins of the Tenple of Kannon. And this,
too, seermed to reinforce the eerie nythic feeling she engendered within him
It was as if she had been resurrected fromout of the tenple's ashes, as if
she were the reincarnation of all those |ost souls whose bodi es had been
burned by the fire bonbing, whom he had heard crying out.

' she said, "is

"In that event," Philip said thickly, "you will be a wealthy woman."

"Money," Mchiko said with a sneer. "If nmoney and power did not go hand in
hand, | would not care about noney at all."

"Nobuo Yamanoto will have a great deal of power,"” Philip said.

"No," Mchiko said, noving in her ice-white underskin so that Philip was
unable to take his eyes off her. "He will have a great deal of noney. He does

not understand the nature of power. He knows neither how to acquire it nor
what to do with it if he had it. Mney is what Nobuo craves. So he can have
his parties for his business friends. So he can provide girls for all of them
So they can get drunk, be sung to, fondl ed, caressed, coddled |ike babies at
their nothers' breasts. 'Goo goo,' | say to Nobuo when he cones hone in the
nmorni ng after such a night. 'Don't you understand ne when | speak your

| anguage?' "

She had such beautiful shoul ders, such a graceful neck. Her small, pointed
breasts rose and fell against the silk with her breathing. Her waist was so



narrow he was certain that he could put his hands around it. Undressed, she
seened tiny, and trenendously vul nerable.

"\What ever power we accrue,"” she said, "will be ny doing. Though | suspect that
he may be unaware of it, it is ny father who is responsible for ny | earning
how t o amass power."

Uterly desirable.

"Do you want me?" she whispered. The lanplight in her hair like gold thread
glinting in a coal nine.

Philip found it difficult to speak. "I would not be a man if | did not."

"That is what | need,” Mchiko said, rising. "A man. Not a child."

As she rose, the silken folds fell away from her hips. Shadows stroked her
power ful thighs, curving inward to keep fromhimstill her secret delta.

"You must want," she said, nmoving toward himover the reed mats, "for me to
give." Wth a natural grace that could only be terned sinuous. "You nust, in
your wanting, give." Stood over himfor a breathless instant, before bending
her knees. "I think that we rmust both be selfish people to be here now, alone,
together. Two narried people, not married to one another." She knelt before
him Her eyes glowing in the lowlight. "But | do not want to cone together

wi th another selfish human being. | would prefer permanent abstinence to that.
| do not wish to be selfish nyself."

Opening the buttons at the cuffs, down the front of his shirt. Spreading it
apart. "Tell me, Philip-san, do you think that selflessness can take the place
of love?" Running her palnms across the flesh of his shoul ders, biceps,
forearns, until the shirt dropped into his lap. "Do you believe—as | do—that
it can make of lust a nore noble enotion?"

"I believe in what we are doing."

She gave a little laugh. "In nmy father's selflessness at wanting a better
Japan?" Her fingers deftly slid his belt through the buckle, unzipped his
trousers. "Or in our selflessness in wanting each other?"

She took the shirt off his Iap.

Philip felt an exhilaration in being here. Ever since the night when he had

wr apped the wire around Zen Godo's neck and had felt the freshly killed

ani mal 's bl ood washi ng over his hands, he had experienced a sense of freedom
t hat was di zzyi ng.

He had gone underground yet again, he realized. He had noved from one

subt erranean passageway to another. And now he would begin to play for rea
the gane that so fascinated and obsessed him Now he could be the red fox and
the hunter, all in one. It was the unique role for which he had been searching
all his life.

"When | return from Kyushu," Mchiko's father had said, "I will no | onger be
Zen Codo. Zen Godo is dead, eh, Doss-san? You killed him | amnow and will
henceforth forever be Wataro Taki. It is ny pledge that nothing I will ever
ask of you will conprom se your patriotism | know how you feel about your
country. Perhaps better than you do yourself. As | said, in the Tokko, the
speci al police, during the war of the Pacific, | worked at weeding out the
Conmuni st el ements that, had they been allowed to flourish, would certainly
have been a devisive force inside Japan. | plan to use ny new Yakuza clan to
continue that battle. You see, Doss-san, there is nothing | want for ny
country and yours that you do not as well."

They had sat facing one another. Two people from opposite cultures. Two

i ndi vidual s drawn to one another precisely because of that gulf. Two human

bei ngs so alike they m ght have been twins. Warriors who m ght have been sent
here fromthe edge of tine. It was as if they had been born for this nonment,
born to fight this particular battle.

"No one has ever loved ne," Mchiko said, bringing his thoughts back to the
present. "Qthers have known only parts of ne. Is that my fault? Perhaps, yes."
She was concentrating on the space between themw th an intensity that nade it
cone alive. "Qur culture dictates restraint. In a society that lives with
rice-paper walls, privacy is unknown. There is no 'l' in Japan. Only 'we.'
She sat quite still, studying him O some quality she found inside him "But



| open ny mind. | think. And | feel 'I.' Howis that possible? | cannot

understand it. | cannot bear it. Because that T is inmpossible to share with
anot her Japanese. | nust keep it forever |ocked away inside the deepest part
of me.

"Except with you." Using the pads of her thunbs on his nipples until they
stiffened. "My flesh nelts |like wax next to you." Then her tiny tongue. "The
conpressed air inside nmy head can escape." Licked under his arms. "I can close
nmy eyes." At the base of his belly. "I can think '"I' and not feel like an
alien crawing across the noon." Teaching himthat it wasn't only his penis
that could feel during sex.

She stopped abruptly, put her hand against her pursed lips. "I did not think
that | wanted to talk."

"You wanted to talk," Philip said, reaching for her, "as well."

He bent all the way over, lifted the |last layer of ice-white silk off her
Tongued her until her noans filled the tiny apartnent. Her thighs spread and
spread. Then, rock-hard, he clinbed over her, felt her fingers curl around
him guiding himinto her hot, liquid core.

He thought that he might go insane. He was caught up in a madness that seened
to encompass the universe. He felt sensations all through his body. He opened
his mouth over hers. Felt the fiery points of her nipples pressing with

exqui site sensation against his own. Tried to merge hinself with her.

And al nost succeeded.

One thing you could say about David Turner: He knew how to treat a lady. It
becane his habit to take Lillian to the U S. Oficers' Club that Silvers
frequented. Perhaps he used credentials that his CO woul d not have approved
of ; Turner was adept at such deceptions. But it was all in a good cause.

For her part, Lillian loved the Oficers' Club. It was within the U S
anbassador's conpound, a white stone building that had been entirely
refurbished inside. Mac Arthur liked his brain trust to be confortable, and
the black market in neat, vegetables, fruit, w ne and whi skey did a booning
busi ness behind the scenes here.

But over and above anything else, she felt, it was so American. And perhaps
because of that, perhaps because she was sick of Japan, tired of doing nothing
and | onging to be hone again, she spoke of everything. Because she was at ease
in these roonms that so remi nded her of home. Everything that was in her heart.
As they ate steaks from Oraha, potatoes fromldaho, greens from Long Island,
as they finished off one bottle of vintage Bordeaux and broke open another
Lillian found herself relaxing in a way she had not done since she had cone to
Japan. Part of it, she was certain, had to do with her own agitated state of

m nd: The | onger she was in Japan, she found, the nore she hated it. She could
not adjust to the customs, the layers of formal, senmiformal and intimte ways
of speech that dom nated Japanese life. She found their religi ons—Buddhi sm

Shi nt oi sm and Zen—not only inpenetrabl e but somehow vaguel y threatening. The
Japanese did not believe in heaven or in hell, but rather in a kind of
reincarnation that to Lillian at |east smacked of the supernatural. In fact
she found, to her horror, that the supernatural was everywhere in Japan. The
Japanese were basically anim sts—they saw spirits in every nook and cranny of
t hei r surroundi ngs.

But just as much, she found that her new nmbod was engendered by sonet hing
within David Turner hinself. For one thing, he was a terrific listener. He
possessed a natural enpathy. She did not find herself fighting—as she often
did with Philip—to understand an essentially mysterious personality. Al so, he
was a terrific teacher. She found his face handsonme, yes. But al so—and far
nore inmportant to her—sensitive. What Philip saw as asceticismin Turner
Lillian recognized as intellectual. She was astounded by the scope of his

know edge, the plethora of phil osophies and ideologies he had within his
grasp—all of which he was able to convey to her

Wt hout having any clear idea how, Lillian found herself telling himwhat she
had never told anyone in her life. About the tinme when, as a senior in high



school, her best friend had been stricken with | eukemia. Lillian had been
terrified. Afraid to be witness to how the di sease had altered her friend, she
had put off going to the hospital as |ong as she was able.

But guilt and shame finally overtook her, and she went one norning. She
renenbered her teeth chattering with fear and anxi ety as she rode up in the
enornous elevator. On an intervening floor, two male nurses swing in a patient
on a wheel ed stretcher, and Lillian thought she would fault. She could
renenber, with an eerie iteration, the bottle of clear liquid, suspended above
the stretcher, sw nging and dripping, sw nging and dri ppi ng.

Stepping out into the white, white corridor, Lillian had felt a gi ddi ness not
unli ke the sensation just before she was overcone by ether when she had had
her tonsils out. She needed some tinme to catch her breath, to allow the
vertigo to subside. At last, she found the room

She pushed the door inward and entered. She renenbered that the w ndow was
open. The curtains were fluttering like the wings of a bird. She could hear
street sounds wafting in.

But there was no Mary. Only an enpty bed, neatly made. Awaiting the next
patient.

Lillian heard a sound behind her and whirled. "Mary," she said wildly, but it
was only a nurse. "\Were is Mary?"

"Do you mean the young girl who—=

"Mary Dekker!™ Lillian was shouting.

"Ch ny dear, but she expired early this nmorning," the nurse said.

"Expired?" Lillian had said, thinking it was such an odd, antiseptic word.
"Didn't they tell you at Admitting?" the nurse continued. "They should have—*
Lillian was scream ng.

In the end, they had put her in the bed that had been Mary's. They gave her a
sedative and call ed her hone.

Sam Hadl ey had cone to the hospital to fetch his daughter. "You' ve got to

understand, Lil," he told her as he drove her hone, "that Mary's fought her
war. She lost, but she was no | ess brave for that."
The sedative had worn off. Lillian could not stop weeping.

"You could learn a thing or two from Mary, | think," her father said. He did
not look at her. He did not like tears. He could not see what purpose they
served. "She was your best friend. She deserved your support when she needed

it most. Don't cry for her, Lil. Mary certainly doesn't need your tears now.
And crying for yourself is nerely a sign of weakness. \Wat earthly good will
it do you? Now that you' ve wept, will it nmake you stronger? WIIl it give you
cour age?

"You' ve got to have courage, Lil, to survive in this world. Life's not al
candy canes and rai nbows. Your friend Mary could have told you that. But you
chose to hide your head in the sand. | can't say that | understand that kind
of reaction. Nor condone it. |I'mdisappointed in you, Lil. This isn't how

| expect a child of mine to act. Bravery is to be rewarded, cel ebrated. Not
shunned and hi dden from"

Then, years later, there was her brother Jason's last night on American soil
She had spent it with him He was filled with the onset of battle. H's face
was flushed, alight with a frightening gl ow she had seen many tines in her
father. Hi s anticipation was such that it strangled the list of argunents she
had conmposed ahead of tine. She had promi sed herself that she would use this
| ast night together to try to persuade himnot to go off to Europe. But when
the tine came, her words froze in her throat. Instead, she allowed his

ent husiasm his strength, to dom nate her. So the next norning she watched his
transport lift off into a sky as gray as |ead, w thout ever having tried to
di ssuade him from goi ng.

"I't was what happened with Mary all over again,"” Lillian said to a concerned
David Turner. "l lacked the courage to do what | had to do. And seventy-two
hours | ater, Jason was |lying dead on the beach at Anzio."

Turner | eaned forward. Hi s thick black hair caught the light, giving it a

bl ui sh sheen. "Don't you think," he said gently, "that you're putting a bit



too much responsibility on yourself, Lillian? | mean, let's imagine for a

m nute that you had spoken up that night with your brother. Do you think that
anyt hi ng you coul d have said woul d have changed his m nd?"

Lillian | ooked at him

"Besides, his orders had al ready been cut. Even if you had managed to change
his m nd-which is highly unlikel y—what could he have done about it at that

| ate date? Gone AWOL?" He shook his head. "Events had already taken their
course. "

"But it would have nmeant something to nme," Lillian insisted.

"Such as what ?"

"That | have the courage of ny convictions."

"Despite what your father the general says, life is lived by cowards. W sdom
Lillian, cones not from naking war on one's fellow nman, but from an
under st andi ng of the necessities of history." Turner took her hand in his.
"Don't you see that you needn't live your life by the dictates of your father?
He is amlitarist. He has based his life on inpressing his will on others.
That is his function, after all. H's tw sted phil osophies have got you tied up
in knots. You cry, and he tells you you're weak. You cannot confront death,
and he tells you you're weak. It's happened so nany times when you were young
that now you yourself believe the lie. Surely you don't need nme to point that
out to you."

But, of course, she did. It wasn't until this nonment that Lillian understood
her nmotivations. O the depth of her |loathing for her father and all he stood
for. She told Turner all this. It was such a relief to do so. Turner—bless

hi mhad seen it and, by gently pointing it out to her, had freed her from what
she had al ways seen as a weakness. Because she had been told so by her father
Oh, how her hatred of her father burned inside of her! And all because of
Davi d Turner.

"You' ve changed."

"Real y?" Philip said. "How so?"

Lillian cl osed the book she had been reading. "It's hard to say." She pursed
her lips. But, of course, she knew. He was sonehow, nysteriously, no |onger
vul nerabl e. Though she still needed him-er, nore accurately, needed sonething

she had glinpsed within hi mshe suspected that he no | onger needed her

They were sitting across fromone another in the living roomof their snall
apartment. Streetlights sifted across the ceiling |ike spun sugar
Qccasional ly, a passing vehicle dusted the rug between themw th nmoving |ight.

"When | first met you," she said, "I felt as if | had squeezed through the
bars of a cage and was standing very close to a beautiful but wild creature.
mean deep down, | felt. . . there was a strength | wanted to hold on to and

never let go of."

"Li ke your father."

"No!" she cried, alarnmed, and then | aughed when she saw his face and knew t hat
he was joking. "Ch God, no. Nothing like ny father." O Jason, she thought, ny
brot her, whose strength was so like nmy father's it froze me at just the tinme |
shoul d have acted. Jason, flying off into the last sunrise, the good soldier
But Jason's death wasn't ny fault, right? David said so.

"And now?" Philip asked. "What's changed?"

She put the flat of her hand on the book cover. "Do you know," she said, not
wanting to tell him because that would nean admitting it to herself, "that |
think the thing | hate nobst about my father is his purity of purpose. His
strength is the strength of the righteous. He had a sword at home that he took
me to see one day. It had belonged to his father, who was a cavalry officer in
the First Wrld War.

" '"Do you see this blade, Lil? my father said, taking the sword out of the

sheath. 'It's nade of a solid sheet of steel.' He slamred it down onto a bl ock
of concrete. 'It won't bend, Lil. It is strong. It is indonitable. Have you
ever asked yoursel f about the meaning of life? Well, here is the answer.' "

She kissed Philip's cheek. "That is not your strength. \Wen | nmet you, it was
the first time | had come in contact with a strength that, well, that fl owed.



| guess that's the only way to describe it. It wasn't a solid sheet of steel

It wasn't indonmitable."

Philip closed his eyes. "Have you ever seen a Japanese |ongsword? A katana?"

"l nust have. But | don't renenber."”

"Then you haven't seen one," he said. "You'd renenmber it, all right. The
katana is forged froma piece of steel that is heated and beaten. It is fol ded
and refol ded upon itself ten thousand times. The result is the finest blade
the world has ever seen. A true katana can pierce arnor. It would shear

t hrough your grandfather's cavalry blade as if it were cheese. So much for
your father's concept of indomtability."

She watched his face as if he were asleep. "I wish," she said at last, "that |
could understand what it is you | ove about this country."

"It's the people as much as the country."

"Sometines |'mconvinced that you nust be crazy. These are the same peopl e who
bonbed Pear|l Harbor. Who sneaked up on us in the middle of the night."

"That's how they do things here, Lil," he said in such a reasonabl e tone that
she shuddered. "Even war. It doesn't nmake themevil. Not all of them at

| east."

"You see?" she said. "When you talk like that I don't know what you're
saying."

"I don't see how | can nake it any plainer."

"But | can't fathom anything about the Japanese,"” she protested. "They think
in a wholly different way fromnme. They give nme the creeps.”

"I can't teach understanding, Lil," he said. "No one can."

Not true, she thought, pressing her hand agai nst the book. David teaches ne
under standi ng. Each day | feel as if | know nore. As if |I'm bl ossom ng open

like a flower. "I feel as if-as if we're two ships sailing on separate seas,"
she said. "Sonetines, Phil, you seemvery far away fromne."
He opened his eyes. "I'mright here." \Wat else could he say? Wo could

expl ai n the unexpl ai nabl e? he asked hinsel f.

How t o explain what had gripped himat the edge of the ruined Tenple of
Kannon? How to describe Mchiko's rising fromthe m st of that day? Because
that was what Lillian wanted himto do. For better or for worse, he had fallen
in love with Japan. Now he felt a stake in seeing that it not only grew

agai n—+i ke the Tenple of Kannon, which was being rebuilt fromthe ashes of its
destruction—but that it grewin the right direction. That neant fighting Kozo
Shiina and his Jiban in any arena they chose.

She tried to smle, but what she said next was so inmportant to her that the

expression died mdway. "I can't tell you how much | miss the States, Phil
It's like I've died here. O I'min linbo waiting for Iife to begin again."
"Life is all around you, Lil," he said. "If only you weren't so frightened of

it."

If only you would take the time to teach nme, she thought. "You see?" she said.
"You are different. You're content here now "

Per haps, he thought, she's right. Because it's Japan that has changed ne. Now
she is aware of nmy purity of purpose, of ny commitment to the future here.

It didn't occur to himuntil nuch later that as far as Lillian was concerned,
Japan had very little to do with it. That it was M chi ko whom she felt, as

cl ose beside himas his own shadow

The phone rang, and Philip reached for it.

"I"'mat Silvers's." It was Jonas. "You know where it is?"
"Yeah. Sure."” Philip rolled out of bed. Not a "Hello" or a "How are you?"
"What' s goi ng—

"CGet down here, buddy." Jonas sounded out of breath. "R ght fucking now. "
There was not exceptional activity on Silvers's block, except that the front
of his house was cordoned off. Mlitary police were guarding the area as if
the president and the entire cabi net were inside.

Philip flashed his credentials. Even so, a square-jawed sergeant patted him
down. "Sorry, sir," he apol ogi zed. "Orders.™

Philip went up the stone stairs, opened the door.



"That you, Phil?" Jonas's voice. "I'min the library. It's just to your
right."

Philip went in and stopped in his tracks.

"Jesus. "

"That's just how he was found."

There was bl ood all over the place. The rag was soaked in it; rivulets of it
glistened al ong the polished wooden fl oor. Follow ng them backward, one cane
to the nexus point.

Col onel Harold Morten Silvers lay twisted on the floor. O what was |eft of
him anyway. It |ooked as if he had been hacked to ribbons.

"Who found hin?" Philip asked.

"l did," a voice sounded.

Philip glanced at the other figure in the room He saw the freshly scrubbed
face of CGeneral Sam Hadl ey.

"This how you found hin?" Philip asked.

H s father-in-law nodded. "Silvers and | had a neeting. The door was unl ocked
but not open. | cane in, called Sil-vers's nane."

Despite the bizarre circunstances, Philip found hinsel f wondering what Hadl ey
and Silvers had to discuss. "No one else was in the house?"

"No one el se responded, " Hadl ey sai d.

"That's not what | asked." Philip had seenmed to take over the investigation
The general shrugged. "I can't really say. | found Silvers just as you see
him | touched nothing. | informed C G command i nedi ately."

"And t hey called you, Jonas?"

"David Turner did. He's giving his statement to the mlitary police."

Philip went closer. It was difficult because of all the bl ood.

"What do you think got hinP" Jonas asked.

"You mean the rmurder weapon?" Philip was bending over the nutilated corpse.
"So far, we've found nothing of a suspicious nature,” Jonas said.

Philip stared in disbelief. What flashed through his mnd as he stared at the
wounds was the katana that M chi ko had put at his throat the first time he had

nmet Zen Godo. "It appears Silvers was killed with a Japanese | ongsword,"
Philip said.

"A Japanese killed Col onel Silvers?" David Turner had entered the room

"Li eutenant Doss." He smiled. "I know that you're sonewhat of an expert when

it cones to things Japanese. So now we have a place to start."”

Philip was going to say that though it appeared as if a katana had been the

i nstrument of death, he doubted that a Japanese had wi el ded it. The deep

sl ashes that ribboned Silvers's corpse, which had brought a froth of blood as
aresult of the frenzied attack, were crude, adm nistered in haphazard
fashion. No one with even the |east bit of kenjutsu training would have killed
in such a sloppy manner. Ceneral Hadley did not give himthe chance to voice
his thoughts.

"This is alnost like a retribution,” Philip's father-in-law said. He saw the
expression on Philip's face, made a placating gesture. "It's all right, son
both Jonas and Turner know about the evidence you handed me against Silvers. |
told them about it last night. It was so overwhel m ng, | thought it best they

know about it before | went to MacArthur with it. | think you'll agree they
deserved that courtesy, at least. |1'd hate to have seen soneone from outside
gi ve them the news, eh?"

Hadl ey circled the corpse. "I'Il send these military policenen on their way.

This is no business of theirs.” He | ooked at each of themin turn. "I believe
we're all agreed on that point."

Hadl ey nodded. "Good. As far as Silvers is concerned, he has found his fina
reward. The fewer people who are nmade aware of his perfidy the better

MacArt hur agrees. He's given me full reign in this matter. He—and all of us,
surely—wants this cleared up quickly and quietly. Therefore, | think it's best
if this incident be reported as a suicide. In that way, all evidence can be
put to the torch, and nothing nmore need be said concerning the matter." He

| ooked around the room agai n. "Agreed?"



Jonas and Turner nodded solemmly. Philip was about to protest. There were a
nunber of points about the nmurder, small but naggi ng, that disturbed him But

| ooki ng at General Hadley, he knew that this was not the tinme to bring them
up. In one sense, his father-in-law was correct. The Cl G was on tenuous ground
with President Truman anyway. If any hint of this matter should cross the Oval
O fice desk, the future of the service nost certainly would be in the direst

j eopar dy.

Rel uctantly, Philip nodded his assent. But why, as he did so, did he feel like
one of the Roman senators conspiring to assassinate Julius Caesar?

Philip could not wait to sink hinself into Mchiko's tender flesh. The heat
she generated caused himto trenble | ong before he even touched her. The fact
that they were both married seemed not to exist or, perhaps, to belong to
another world far outside their own.

M chi ko, the fierce, inplacable sanmurai, w elding her ka-tana with
unconmpronising skill, was, with him in their nost private nonents, the docile
and feminine lover. Docile, not in the normal sense. She did not lie stil

with her | egs open wide waiting for himto nount her. But rather docile in the
way a Japanese woman |learns to be, alnost frombirth: to be attentive to the
desires of her man, and to herself fully enjoy those pleasures.

This was what Philip nmeant when he said to Lillian that he could not teach her
an under standi ng of the Japanese ethos. It was not sonething one could be
taught. Rather, it had to be absorbed, a sl ow seeping that conmes from

still ness, observation, patience and acceptance. None of these concepts was in
a Westerner's enotional or intellectual vocabul ary.

What quirk of fate—ef karnma—Philip wondered, had allowed himto be born with
this affinity? He could not say. The very qualities that had caused himto
feel an outcast as he was grow ng up—to actively seek the outlaw s status as
soon as he was ol d enough—were what bonded himto the inaccessibility of

Japan. He was known as "the special American." The kind of recognition that he
had been unconsciously seeking all his life. The way out of the inevitability
of his father's vision of life.

He said a prayer—+o what God? Christ? Jehovah? Buddha?—that he had been
allowed to find his way to this exalted state. Buried in the center of the
cosnos, hidden for all time fromhis father and his father's spoken curse.
From everyone.

Here, he was beyond the |law. He was the creator of the | aw
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" Chi nnmoku, " Kozo Shiina said. "In architecture, silence and shadow are the
same. One stands for the other. Do you see this, Joji?"

"Yes, Shiina-san," Joji said. It pleased himthat Kozo Shiina, one of the nopst
powerful men in all Japan, used the form of speech that indicated an equa

tal king with an equal

They had cone to the Kan'ei-ji Buddhist shrine in Ueno Park, in the

nort heastern sector of Toyko. The Kan'ei-ji possessed great significance for

t he Japanese. Followi ng the ancient principles of geomancy—eriginally, a

Chi nese art based on the five cardinal elenments of the world: earth, air,
fire, water and netal +he northeast part of the city was the nmost vul nerabl e
to invaders fromboth the corporeal and the spirit worlds.

"Qutside these gates,"” Shiina said, "the hordes race by, intent on their daily
chores. Inside the Kan'ei-ji a senblance of the old Japan remains intact,
unadul terated. The ancient silence creates its own space in a nmetropolis with
none to spare."

Accordingly, when the Kan'ei-ji was built, it included a powerful kinon, a
denon's gate, which would protect the city. Gadually nore kinon were
constructed not only in this sector but throughout Tokyo. Until, at |ength,

the city was completely encircled by denon gates. By their shadow sil ence,
they kept the evil spirits at bay while at the sane tinme providing, for the
city's inhabitants, spiritual sanctuaries where the el enental concepts of the
past could cl eanse, renew and, for a time at |east, deflect the grow ng
noderni zation that threatened to rip the heart of Japan fromthe fabric of its
uni que past.

"The shadow silence,” Shiina said, "is what thrusting rock, rising wood and
the gardens of sand artfully create." He stared through the dust notes danci ng
in the sunlight. Joji had the eerie sense that Shiina could see the true heart
of this sacred place. "Yama no oto. Here, enw apped by the silence, |I can hear
the sound of the nmountain."”

"I hope it has some words of wisdomfor ne," Joji said.

"Cal myoursel f, Joji. Instead of striding nervously about, sit here beside ne.
Listen to the shadows creep along the walls, engulf the rocks, slide across
the raked sand. Allow the silence to penetrate your inpatience, to deflate
your anxiety."

"Shiina-san,"” Joji said, "I have come to you because there is no one else
can turn to. | need help. My brother Masashi has wested the power of the
Taki -gum fromme. | amthe rightful heir now that ny el dest brother, Hiroshi
is dead."”

Shiina waited until Joji was seated next to himbefore he said, "Do you know
the true definition of war? No, | think not. It was given not by a samurai or

a great general, but by a poet and a scul ptor named Kotaro Takanura. He said
that war was 'a very deep silence attacked.' ™

"l don't know what that neans."

"It is why | chose to come here instead of to the teahouse.™

"l want to understand, Shiina-san."

"Just as architecture can create silence," Shiina said, "so does the human
psyche: thought. Wthout silence, thought is inpossible. Wthout thought,
strategy cannot be fornulated. Oftentinmes, Joji, war and strategy are

i nconpati bl e. The generals who congratul ate thensel ves on the w nning strategy
are nost |ikely deluding thensel ves. Unless one actively seeks put the silence
in the mdst of war—as | seek out this sanctuary in the nmdst of the cacophany
of this gl eam ng nodern-day netropolis—ene has not won. One has nerely
survived. "

Joji was struggling to understand.

"You are in the mdst of a war, Joji. Either you will win that war, or you



will nerely survive. This is the choice that you nust nake."

"I believe | have already nade the choice," Joji said. "I have conme to you."
"Now you nust explain something to nme. | was your father's eneny. Howis it
that you expect me to aid you?"

"I'f you back me, if you help nme plan ny strategy," Joji said, his heart
fluttering with anxiety, "you will have one half of the Taki-gum the day |I am
declared its oyabun.™

"One half," Shiina said neditatively.

Joji, wondering if he had nmade the offer rich enough, said hastily, "That is
what you have al ways wanted, Shiina-san, isn't it? And now, through nme, you
will have it. Together we can defeat Masashi, and we will both get what we
desire nost."

Shiina closed his eyes. "Listen to the silence, Joji. You nust be able to
interpret its many neani ngs. Then you will be able to learn. If you cannot

| earn, then you are of no use to ne."

"Shiina-san, | amtrying."

"So," Shiina said. "An earthworm ripped from his underground honme by an

eart hquake, tries to find his way in the light. But the light is not his
mlieu. Unless he can find his way back underground, he will surely perish."
"I's that how you view nme, Shiina-san?" Joji said stiffly.

"You," Shiina said, "or your brother Masashi. As | see it, the problemis that
your brother has cut hinself off fromthe past. And the past, Joji, is where
the threat to Japan began. In the invasion of the Americans.

"It seens to nme that Masashi seeks the future somewhat |ike a bat venturing
out of its cave at noon. He is blind to the forces of nature that were set in
noti on years ago. He believes that history is the cynosure of old nen sinply
because they are old, fossilized, that history is all that they have now to
hold on to.

"How smug he is! How secure in his avarice! And because of that, he is being
used. By people older, wi ser, who possess the strength of history on their
side. He wishes to control the currents of industry, bureaucracy and
government by his brute strength. But w thout the know edge history can

provi de, he cannot even identify those currents | et alone hope to turn themto
hi s advant age. "

Joji, watching the inexorable march of the shadows across the tenple rooftops,
al ong the sheltered groves of bamboo, the stark rocks, the swirled gardens of
sand, felt Shiina's words as if each one was a drop of acid on the center of

his forehead. "Explain yourself, if you would, Shiina-san," he said.
Kozo Shiina's eyes were closed against the afternoon sun. "It is sinple, Joji.
Through nmy contacts in the governnent, | have | earned that your brother has

made a nunber of alliances anong a sector of rather, ah, radical elenents
within the various mnistries."

"Yes, yes," Joji said. "He told ne sone of this."

"Did he?" Shiina's eyes snapped open, inpaling Joji on their unwavering gaze.
"Yes," Joji went on. "Masashi seeks to gain entry into society. He wants to
acconpl i sh what our father could not, to becone a true nenber of Japanese
society. He craves respect. And because he is haunted by the acconplishnents
of Wataro, he has becone incautious. | believe he will |ose the Taki-gum if
he continues on this course.”

A line of bal d-headed priests wal ked al ong a path. A slow, even chanting began
to fill the air. Rather than disturbing the slow silence of Kan'ei-ji, it
deepened it.

When, at length, the chanting died away, Shiina said, "Tell ne, then, why
should I do anything to stop hinP"

Thi nki ng, Now I have him Joji said, "Because if you help me, you will own
part of the Taki-gum . Isn't that far better than seeing it destroyed?"

"When you put it that way," Shiina said, "I don't see how | can refuse."

Joji frowned. "Your intervention will nean great changes for the Taki-gum,k "
he said, as if thinking this through for the first tine. Up until now he had
al ways had M chiko to help himreason conplex matters through



"Do not be sorry, Joji," Shiina said benevolently. "Think of the Meiji Jinja.
The shrine to the first Meiji Enperor was erected in 1921. It was destroyed
during the war of the Pacific and rebuilt in 1958. This is true of a great
many of our institutions. They have a history of destruction and regeneration

Yakuza clans as well." He smiled. "And think of the good you can do."

"For the nmoment, | can think only of how!| will be able to deal with Masashi,"
Joji said.

"Listen to me," Shiina said. "Here, within this tenple, we can observe the war
like gods. In seeing both sides, we will be able to divine a strategy that

wi |l defeat your brother. But | warn you: W have little tine. The alliances

Masashi has formed grow stronger every day. If we delay too long, even | wll
be unable to help you."

"I amready, Shiina-san," Joji said, like a sanmurai preparing for battle.
Shiina breathed a deep sigh of contentnment. "I can see that, Joji. And | have
no doubt that you will rmake a worthy chanpion.”

* * *

"Hell o, Granny."

Li sten, M chi ko thought. You must pull yourself together and listen. But her
heart was breaking, and all she could think of was her poor Tori held captive
i ke an ani mal .

"How are you, my darling?"

"I mss you," Tori said. "Wen can | come honme?"

"Soon, little one.™

"But | want to come home now. "

That plaintive little voice. Mchiko could inagine her tear-streaked face.
Stop it! she told herself. You are not hel pi ng your granddaughter by acting
like a weakling. Mchiko listened to the background noi ses, just as she had
every time Tori called. Sonetimes M chi ko heard the voices of nmen in the
background. Sometines she could even hear snippets of what they said: They
were as bored with their vigil as Tori was.

M chi ko remenbered an epi sode of a TV show where the hero's girl friend was
bei ng hel d against her will. Every tine the kidnappers called to nmake their
demands, the hero heard a peculiar sound. He finally identified it as that of
a pile driver and, checking city records of construction sites, was able to
find his girl friend. Now M chi ko strained to catch any aural nuance that

m ght give her a hint as to where Masashi had hi dden Tori

There were no sounds other than those of conversation, nothing she could
identify. She could not even say for certain whether Tori was in Tokyo or
somewhere in the surrounding countryside. Mchiko bit her lip. It was an

i npossible task. Only in novies was it possible for good to triunph over evil
every time. This was real life. In real life one never knew the final outcone.
"Ch Granny, | want to see you so rmuch. | want to come hone."

She had pl edged herself to fighting evil, but now, as she heard her

gr anddaught er weepi ng, M chi ko began to think that the price she was paying
was far too high. Tori was an innocent. To have her dragged into this battle
was unjust and terrifying.

"Listen, little one," Mchiko said, making one |last attenpt. "Tori, do you
hear ne? Good. Are the nmen listening to you? No, don't |look at them | want
you to tell me what you can see out the wi ndow of the roomyou are in."

"I can't see anything, Granny," Tori said. "There is no w ndow. "

"Then you are under—

"I'f you try that again, Ms. Yanmanoto," a harsh voice she did not recognize
said in her ear, "I will have to hurt your granddaughter.”

M chi ko | ost control. "Wo are you?" It was too nuch: the threats, the thought
of the cruel man behind that harsh voice, inmages of Tori being beaten. "Wuere
are you keeping her? Wiy don't you |l et her go?"

"You know why we can't do that, Ms. Yananoto. W are ensuring the cooperation
of your entire family. Don't nake ne rem nd you again."



"Let me speak to nmy granddaughter. | want to—

She heard the click of the receiver at the other end of the line. The sound
turned M chiko's blood to ice.

"Here there is power," Eliane said. "Here on Maui, here in lao Valley." In the
sem darkness, only her eyes were visible, |unmnous pinpoints, a panther's eyes
inthe night. "I believe that there are places of power in the world.

St one-henge is one, the pyram ds at G za and Les-Baux-de-Provence are others.
When | was little, | thought there were only one or two power places. But as |
grow ol der, the list gets |longer."

"l want to know about the Katei docunent,"” Mchael said. He had come out of
hi s bedroom had seen Eliane curled up on the couch, a rmug of steamng tea

bet ween her hands. "Fat Boy |chinmada said that | should ask you what it is."
It was nearing dawn. Sonmewhere a bird was calling. The sky behind the vol canic
nmount ai ns was al ready pearl escent. They had slept for a few hours. But,
exhausted as they had been, the excess adrenaline punped out by the battle at
t he conpound i n Kahakul oa had robbed them of sl unber.

M chael 's nose was bandaged. The flesh was bruised and swollen, but the

cartil age had not been torn

"But of all the power places |'ve been," Eliane said, "the energy here is the
strongest. The Hawaiians say that it was in this valley that their ancient
gods gat hered. Here, those gods | oved and fought, hurling |ightning, thunder
and great cascades of rain at their whim™"

M chael sat on the couch next to her. He took the nmug of tea out of her hands,
turned her to him "Eliane," he said, "who are you? Were did you learn to
handle a sword |like a sensei, a master?"

Her eyes caught the first of the nmorning's pale light; her cheeks were pink
She di sengaged hersel f, stood up. She went across the roomto where a pair of
faded jeans was draped over a chair. She began to pull them on

"Don't you think there was a neaning to why we net?"

She ran her fingers through her hair, turned to | ook at herself in a nmirror
hangi ng on the wall.

"You can't tell me you believe it was coincidence,” Mchael continued. "I cane
here to find Fat Boy Ichimada. Your boyfriend worked for him=

"I know you neant to get into the conpound all the tinme. To find out who
killed your father."

"Yes."
"As long as you've decided to begin telling the truth," she said, "I'll adnmt
to you that | wanted to get into the conpound too. | don't have a boyfriend."

She cane back to the couch, sat down.

M chael | ooked at her. "Who are you, Eliane? |Ichinada knew you."

"I am Yakuza," she said. "Or at least | cone froma Yakuza fanmly. My nother
is Wataro Taki's daughter. Well, stepdaughter, really. He adopted her a long
ti me ago, many years before I was born."

M chael watched her with the utnost care. She nust know who | am he thought.
She nust have known all along. "Did Masashi send you?" he asked.

"I don't work for Masashi," she said. "I despise him As does ny nother."
"But you cane here nonethel ess. Wy?"

"I came to try to find the Katei docunment. Before Masashi's people do."

"I chimada said that ny father stole the Katei docunent from Masashi Taki."

"l heard that. Yes."

"What is the Katei docunent?"

"It is the heart of the Jiban, a clique of mnisters formed just after Wrld
War Two. A clique Wataro Taki was dedicated to destroying. The Jiban had a

| ong-range plan for the future of Japan."

"What ki nd of plan?"

"No one knows," Eliane said, "except the menbers of the Jiban. And now perhaps
Masashi. Because he's nade sone kind of deal with the Jiban."

"And what does this Jiban want?"

"I ndependence for Japan. They want freedom fromthe oil-produci ng countries.
But nmost of all, they want freedom from Aneri can dom nance."



A warning bell went off in Mchael's head, but he could not think why. Too
much had happened all at once. His head was filled with a thousand unanswered
guestions. Such as his father's message: Do you renenber the shintai ? And
where had he seen the red cord that |chimda had nenti oned?

"Why did you cone to Maui ?" Eliane asked.

"Because ny father apparently made a call to Fat Boy |chi mada the sane day he
was killed."

"I's that what |chi nada was tal ki ng about just before he died?"

"I don't know," M chael said, not altogether truthfully. He was sitting by the
side of a half-naked woman to whom he had to adnmit now that he was surrounded
by silence and peace, he was attracted. But could he trust her? That was
another matter entirely.

"Way didn't you tell me you were Yakuza right away?" he asked.

"Maybe for the sanme reason you didn't confide in me." She was watching the
sunlight streak the volcanic nmountains of lao Valley as if they were the

canvas of a godlike painter. "I couldn't trust you. Your notives. | stil
don't."

It was a kind of confession, but it did not make M chael feel any nore
confortable. The cleverest of your enemies, Tsuyo had cautioned him wll seek

first to become your closest friend. Wth friendship comes confidence, trust,
and a |l essening of vigilance. These are the nost effective allies of your
eneny.

"How was your father killed?" Eliane asked. "That was a terrible thing."

"l don't know," M chael said, "That's what |'ve come to Hawaii to find out.
was hoping Fat Boy Ichinmada could tell me. Now |I'Il have to find Ude and ask
him"

How can | guard against the clever eneny, sensei? Mchael had asked.

In the same way that the badger protects itself, Tsuyo had said. By testing
your environment constantly. Test, too, those who seek to be closest to you.
There are no ot her ways.

"Did you love hinP" Eliane asked. "Your father?"

"Yes," M chael said. Then: "I wish | had taken the tine to know himbetter."
"Why didn't you?"

| was too busy learning ny conmplex |essons in Japan, M chael thought. He
shrugged. "He was away a lot of the time when | was grow ng up."

"But you respected him"

M chael wondered how he shoul d answer that question. It was so conplex. Philip
Doss was not the vice-president of a successful conmpany to whomhis child
could point with pride. On the other hand, he was certainly a self-nmade man.
"For most of my life," he said, "I never knew what ny father did. So in that

respect it's hard to say." The nmountains were all lit now, the fire of a new
day across the tops of the dense foliage. "Now that | know, | still find it
difficult to understand. | admre him He had great strength of conviction."

"But ?" She had heard sonething in his voice.

"I"'mnot sure that | approve of what he did."

"What was that?"

"\What about your father?" M chael asked, changing the subject.

El i ane had taken up the nug again, and she was holding on to it as if it were
alife preserver. "l respect him™"

"But?" Now it was his turn to hear sonething.

"But nothing." Eliane was staring straight ahead.

"Al'l right," he said. "If you don't want to talk about it."

But she did. Very badly. The trouble was she had never had anyone to tell it
to. Certainly, she could never have unburdened herself to her nother. "MW
father never paid nmuch attention to ne." She stared into the dregs of her tea.
"I was always nmy nother's responsibility. Running the fam |y business was his.
He resented it every tinme she spoke up. He never saw her as having a business
head. But, of course, she does. She always did." She put the cup down. "I
never spent rmuch time with himuntil | was nuch older." It was hard doing
this, Eliane realized. Harder than she ever could have imagi ned. But she



needed to do this so badly. It seened as if she had spent her whole life
searching for someone in whomto confide. "But there was someone el se. A nman
who was a friend of my nother's. He cane and saw ne. | used to think it was
because ny mot her asked himto. | imagi ned she was trying to nake things
easier for me. But gradually | cane to realize that he |oved nme, that he cane
to see me on his own." Eliane had to close her eyes. She felt tears burning
behi nd her lids, and she fought to keep them back. "My nother always wanted ne
to believe in this man. In someone. But especially in him™"

"\Why 2"

El i ane was hunched over, her armns tight against her sides. "Because she did.
Because it was so very inportant after ny grandfather died to have sonmeone to

believe in." In the slow sunlight seeping into the room he saw that Eliane
was weeping silently. "I don't want to tal k about it anynore."
"El i ane—=

"No," she whi spered. "Leave nme al one.”

A strange separation had stolen in along with the sunlight and pushed t hem
apart. Oddly, it was as if their rem niscences about their fathers had driven
them apart rather than drawi ng them cl oser together.

That shoul d not happen with shared truths, M chael thought.

Yvgeny Karsk was snmoking a cigarette. Wiile he waited for the phone to ring,
he wat ched his wife. She was packing his bags with the precision with which
she di d everyt hing.

"I want you to use the dacha while | am away," he said, blow ng snmoke into the
bedroom "It will be good for you to get away from Moscow for a while."

"It's still too cold for the country,"” his wife said. She was a handsone
woman: dark-haired, slender, neat, well dressed. And she had borne himthree
sons. He had chosen well.

Karsk ground out the butt and i mediately lit another cigarette. "So? \Wat do
you have your fur for?"

"The sable," she said with efficient practicality, "is for the opera or the
ballet."

Karsk grunted. He liked the way she | ooked on his arm He especially liked the
way the younger officers | ooked at himjealously. Yes, he decided, he had

chosen well. "Do as you w sh, then," he said. "You always do in the end.

just thought that with ny | eaving and the boys away in school, it would do you
some good. The winters are always so bleak in Mbscow. And so |ong."

"It is you who longs for Europe, Yvgeny, not |," she pointed out. She brushed
down a suit before packing it in his hanging bag. "I am perfectly content
here.”

"And | amnot?" Said a bit angrily? Or a bit defensively?

Hs wife zipped up the hanging bag, turned to face him "Do you know
somet hi ng, Yvgeny? You are having an affair and you don't even knowit."
"What do you nean?" Now he was angry.

"You have a mstress,"” his wife said, "and her nane is Europe." She canme and
stood in front of him Then she snmiled and kissed him "You're such a little
boy," she said. "I think

that's because you're an only child. Psychol ogi sts say that only children need
nore than those who have brothers and sisters.”

"That's nonsense."

"Judgi ng fromyou," she said, "it's quite true." She kissed himagain to show
hi mthat she neant what she was saying. "Don't be guilty about having your
mstress. |'mnot jeal ous.™

After she left the bedroom he stood by the |arge w ndow, |ooking out at the
Moskva Ri ver, which ran through the city. As one of the four chiefs of the
KRO, the Counterintelligence Departnent of the First Chief Directorate of the
KGB, Yvgeny Karsk was afforded many privil eges. One of which was this rather

| arge apartnment in a new high-rise overlooking the Mskva.

The view, though spectacular, with sparkling lights and gilt-covered onion
dones, did not please him There was still ice on the river, though it was
well into April. Wnter, which gripped the city in a strangl ehold, was |oath



to relinquish control even after its tine had passed.

Karsk lit another cigarette even before the | ast one had burned all the way
down. His throat was raw and achi ng, but he could not seemto make hinself
stop. H s snoking was a kind of penance, he thought. But for what?

For not believing in God. Hi s nother had believed in God, but his training for
the KGB had taught himto ridicule God as a concept for the weak of spirit.
Rel i gi on was the opiate of the masses, an epheneral concept at best, by which
a small group of people—priests—were able to control the many. O ganized
religi on—any religi on—was potentially dangerous and counterproductive to the
scientific dialectics propounded by Marx and Lenin.

It was the sane with reforms, he nmused. They were all well and good—n their
pl ace. No one would dispute the need to nake the Soviet econony nore
efficient. O the need to abolish the abuse of perquisites within the
government. But one had to consider the ram fications of reformvery
carefully. Once one opened the door to such radical thinking even a crack, as
was being done now, was it then possible to keep the door open only that w de?
wn't the reforms, by their very nature, tend to swing the door open to its
wi dest ?

And then, Karsk wondered, where will we be? In the end, one will be hard
pressed to differentiate us fromthe United States.

Karsk | eaned agai nst the wi ndow frane, feeling the cold

seep into himfromthe chill Mscow spring, waiting for Europe.

The tel ephone rang. He could hear his wife in the kitchen, beginning to
prepare dinner. He glanced at his watch. The phone continued to ring; she
woul d not pick it up. She was at the other end of the apartnent and coul d not
over hear the conversation. He heard the water in the kitchen begin to run. He
pi cked up the phone.

"Moshi noshi ?" Hell o?

"I called the office," Kozo Shiina said. "Your duty officer had the cal
transferred.”

Sergei is very efficient, Karsk thought. He was never worried about |eaving

t he day-to-day running of the office in Sergei's capabl e hands.

"What news of Audrey Doss?" Karsk asked.

"Not hi ng yet," Shiina said.

"I must know of her whereabouts,"” Karsk said, frowning in annoyance. "It is
essential ."

"I am doing everything | can,"” Shiina said. "I will let you know as soon as
hear sonething. Do you have any information on who killed Philip Doss?"
"No," Karsk said. "I have drawn a total blank."

"Hm It bothers nme," Shiina said. "Who killed hin? |I don't |ike unseen

pl ayers. Al too often they turn out to be enenies.”

"Do not be concerned," Karsk said. "Woever it is cannot stop us now. "

"Does that mean we can expect delivery of the itemon schedul e?" Neither of
them woul d dare use its nane, even over a secure |line such as this one.

"Yes. Wthin a day or two," Karsk said. "It is being shipped now You
understand how difficult that is, given the circunstances."

"Conpletely,"” Shiina said, relieved that the final piece of his plan was
ready. "And | appreciate the care you are taking." They spoke in Japanese.
Shiina may have thought that it was out of courtesy to him but it was because
Karsk liked to get every nuance of a conversation. Karsk had rmade a career of
| anguages, believing that when contacts offered verbal reports in a second—er
a third—4anguage, val uabl e sub-rosa information was invariably |ost.
Accordingly, Karsk spoke twelve | anguages, and twi ce that many dial ects,
fluently. "Just remenber to keep all Russian lettering and numerals off the
item" Shiina continued. "I don't want anyone to know the origin of the item"
Especi al | y Masashi, he thought, recalling how nuch Masashi hated the Russi ans.
"Have no worries about that," Karsk said. "W have no desire to |let that
particul ar secret out." He did not want to contenpl ate the di sastrous
consequences of such an eventuality. "Now, about the rest?"

"The destruction of the Taki-gum is at hand," Shiina said, and the pl easure



in his voice was unm stakabl e. How good it is, Karsk thought, to have those
who are working for you think as you do. Especially those who did not believe
they were working for you at all, because you had del uded theminto believing
that they were your equal, your partner. Like Kozo Shiina.

"Hi roshi Taki is dead," Shiina was saying now. "Through my instigation

t hough, as we planned, it was Masashi who gave the order. Now, also as we

di scussed, | have set the two remmining Taki brothers, Joji and Masashi,

agai nst one anot her."

"Sonetines | wonder," Karsk said, watching the ice floes in the Mskva throw
dull light back at the cars passing al ong the highway, "whether you will take
as much pleasure in your country's comng new status in the world as you do in
the destruction of Wataro Taki's creation.”

"An odd thought,"” Kozo Shiina said, "since | assumed you woul d understand t hat
the two are inextricably |inked. Wth Wataro alive, the Jiban would never
achieve its goal; Japan woul d never have her proper place in the world. And
you woul d never bring Arerica to its knees."

"Perhaps," Karsk said. "But we would have found another way."

"No, no, Karsk. Renenber your history. The only way you Russi ans ever invade a
country is with the Red Arny."

"We don't want to invade the United States," Karsk said. "Such an
endeavor—even if we were to be successful w thout devastating the entire

eart h—aoul d quickly bl eed Russia dry. Contrary to what you mght think, | have
read ny history. | know that the decline of the Roman Enmpire was due to its
spreading itself too thin. The Ronmans were too good at then-trade—warfare.
They defeated everyone. That was the easy part, as it turned out. Wat was

di fficult—npossible, according to history-—was to keep all one's possessions
under control. Too many people, too many | ocal rebellions. Funding the

bur geoni ng Roman army eventual |y bankrupted the Enpire. We do not intend to
make the sanme nistake."

"Then what is it that you want to do to America?" Shiina asked.

Kar sk, watching his snoke dissipate agai nst the wi ndow pane, saw that it had
begun to snow. Hi s shoul der seemed frozen fromits contact with the frame, the
Moscow spring. Ginding out his cigarette, he wondered why it was that he
snoked only when he was in Russia. "Sonething that you are providing as your
part of our |ong-standi ng bargain, Shiina-san," he said. "The destruction of

t he American econony."

When Ude returned to Hana, he was bl eeding. He recalled a vision he had had
some time ago. He was the sun, and he was afire. The light he generated was
enornous, incalculable. He pulsed with light, with heat, with life. Until he
had begun to bl eed. What godlike ichor does a star ooze when it is wounded?

Pl asma? Magna? Never mind. Ude, the sun, was bleeding. And as he bled, he
could feel the light, the heat, the life, ebbing fromhim

He had begun to scream Until the woman who had been with himhad forced
twenty-five cc's of Thorazine down his throat.

Now, in the darkness of Fat Boy Ichimada's shuttered house in Hana, Ude's
fingers scrabbled at the wire binding Audrey to the chair. Her chin lolled
agai nst her chest, and he sl apped her cheek repeatedly. "Help nme," he shouted
at her. "Help nme! |I'm bl eeding!"

Audrey's eyes opened. She did not know where she was, she did not know who was
shouting at her. Starved, dehydrated and terrified, she screamed and passed
out .

Ude wat ched her, panting. He thought of how she had been, sleeping peacefully,
when he had broken into the house. She had not been tied up, and there had
been food and water at her bedside, which he had consuned as he read the

unsi gned note lying under the pitcher of water. Audrey, it had read, do not be
afraid. | have taken you to Hawaii in order to save you. You are safe from

t hose who wi sh you harm Stay here until | return for you. Trust ne.

Ude had destroyed the note. It was he who had bound Audrey to the chair, to
keep her from wandering off while he attended to other business.

Now he attended to the drip of his own bl ood.



Audrey awoke sonetine later to the sound of birds. A gekko lay atop one
breast, asleep. Seeing it, she screamed. Her hand snapped out, flinging the
small lizard from her body.

She sat up. Where am | ? she wondered. Her head ached as fiercely as if it had
been squeezed in a vise. There was an odd, acrid taste in the back of her
throat. Her nouth was dry; she was burning with thirst.

Al'l around her were trees—thick, lush, overgrown. Sunlight and shadow pl ayed
across her body. She was clothed—blue cotton shorts, a white T-shirt, purple
Jellies plastic sandals on her feet. None of them new, none of them hers.

Sonet hing printed on the shirt. She plucked the material away from her body so
that she could read: kona iron man, TRI ATHLON, 1985.

Kona? Where was Kona? She racked her brain. Wasn't that in Hawaii ? She | ooked
around. Felt the warm breeze on her bare arnms and | egs. Heard the birds
calling, the insects droning. Is that where | anf? Hawaii ?

And then: Wat happened?

She put her poundi ng head in her hands, squeezed her eyes shut against the
glare of the sunlight. The brilliance made her headache worse. Ch God. Ch God.
Pl ease nmake the poundi ng stop

Now she recal |l ed being at home in Bell ehaven, hearing noises in the house,
goi ng downstairs. Assuming it was M chael downstairs in their father's study.
And instead .

Who? \Why?

Questions wi thout answers flew around inside her head, |ike panicked birds.
The headache grew sharper. Wth a groan, she turned over and threw up, nostly
dry heaves because there was al nost nothing in her stomach.

Di zzy, she lay back down on the grass. Just breathing was a terrible chore.

But her body kept on, and eventually she began to feel better.

She put the heels of her hands on the ground and | evered herself up. Her |egs
were weak; she felt like an invalid. On her hands and knees, her head hangi ng
down, she becane aware that she must have bl acked out again for an instant.
Now she began to feel frightened. What has happened to nme? Judgi ng by the
angle of light slanting in through the treetops, it was | ate afternoon
Apparently, she had been unconscious for a long tine.

She remenbered hearing M chael calling her nane. Coming into the study. The
flash of his katana. The clash of blades colliding. Over and over again .

And t hen?

M chael! M chael

On the verge of tears, she stopped herself. She could hear her brother's voice
adnoni shing her, That won't do any good. Pull yourself together, Aydee.
Drawi ng strength fromhis voice inside her head, she tried to do just that.

Wi ch was when she saw Ude. She was aware of the ire-zum, the tattoos
covering his bare torso, first. Then his mas-siveness. She saw t he bandages
covering his left shoulder, the dark brown snear of dried bl ood.

The man was Oriental. Japanese or Chinese—she could not tell; M chael would be
so angry with her.

"Who are you?" she asked. It seemed inordinately difficult to speak even those
f ew words.

"Here," Ude said, pouring water into a plastic glass froma Thernos. "Drink
this." Wen she began to gulp the water, and choke, he added, "Slowy."

Audrey felt dizzy; she sat down in the high grass. "Were am|?" she asked.
"Am 1 in Hawaii?" Her head felt as if it were made of |ead. She rested it on
her crossed forearns, but not for too |ong, because her swollen wists also

t hr obbed terribly.

"It doesn't matter where you are,"” Ude said. "Because you're not going to be
here very long."

Audrey continued to drink slowy, even though her body was aching for its
thirst to be slaked. Ude refilled her glass several tines. She | ooked into the
sunlight. "What's happening to ne?"

"All right," Ude said. "That's enough." He took the glass put of her hand,
pull ed her to her feet. She al nost collapsed into his arns, and he was obliged



to half carry her back down a rock-strewn path. She got a glinpse of a
house—the house in which she had been tied up?—and then she was bundled into a
car.

The next few hours were a blur of inconstant images. Although she tried her
best to remain alert, she repeatedly slipped into unconsci ousness, only to
start awake painfully, as if even a peaceful sleep was to be denied her

She was aware that the going was sl ow, because the terrain turned out to be
qui te rmount ai nous. Wthout having a direct view of it, she was neverthel ess
aware of the steepness of the ground. At tinmes, the car was obliged to pul
over and wait. She heard engines, as of other cars passing in the opposite
direction.

At length, the incline becane |l ess extrene, and finally it |eveled out. Now
the way was easier, and at |ast, exhausted beyond her endurance, she passed
into a deep sl unber.

Nobuo Yanmanoto's palnms were wet with sweat. For perhaps the tenth tine in as
many mnutes, he wi ped themon a |inen handkerchief already gray with the
grime of the city.

Thi s was an unaccustonmed synptom for a man of his rank and personality. In his
chauf feur-driven car, he sat forward, his body tense, his nerves taut.

It had been many nonths since Nobuo had slept well at night. Wen he did

sl eep, he dreaned. And his dreans were full of death. The terrible,

fl esh-searing death both quick and agoni zingly slow that was the result of the
flash. The flash is what Nobuo chose to call it. Not detonation. The flash was
a termhe could Iive with—ust about.

Because he was Japanese, Nobuo knew the horrendous danger better than nost.
There was a history here. In Hroshinma and Nagasaki. And the Japanese
possessed a special abhorrence for anything nuclear, especially a weapon.

My God, he thought, how did | ever becone involved in this? But of course he
knew. It was because of M chi ko. She bound himto the Takis body and soul

That was how his father and Wataro Taki —Nobuo had | ong since forgotten
Wataro's original name, Zen Godo—had envisioned it when the two men had worked
out this alliance. Two fam |y busi nesses, wedded for all time, strengthening
one anot her.

But now Wataro Taki was gone, and so was Hiroshi. M-sashi had gotten
everything he ever wanted. Masashi becane oyabun of the Taki-gum , and Masash
was a madman. A nadnan to whom Nobuo was now bound in a unique way. | am
bui | di ng hi m what he wants, Nobuo thought, nauseated by the prospect of

conpl etion, but I amdragging nmy heels every step of the way. Still, the end
is near; | have reached the limt of procrastination. | nust conplete the
project. Wth my granddaughter's life in jeopardy, what else can | do?

Still, the nightmares persisted. Still, the wal king dead, rotting flesh
stinking, haunted his nights, turning theminto an abattoir of guilt.

Ni ghttime Tokyo was enbl azoned across the horizon limted by the width and

hei ght of his window onto it. The great neon signs and adverti senent

bi | | boards coruscated of f every shiny surface, every bl ackened w ndow, every
curved form of which there were so many even within his linmted range that
they were inpossible to count. Staring out at Tokyo was |ike gazing up at the
star-filled sky. Standing, perhaps, as a synbol of Japan's apparent
contradictions, the commi ngling sense of endless clutter and of enornous space
was as dizzying as it was edifying. For it was an affirmati on of the essence
of the culture's ability to transformvery little into magnificent excess.
"He's here, sir," Nobuo's driver said.

Al ways | ate, Nobuo said to hinmself. An unsubtle remi nder of the nature of our
rel ati onshi p.

He wat ched Masashi enmerge fromthe car, sweep into the theater's entrance.
Time to go, Nobuo thought. Wped his palnms one last tine, stuffed the linp
handker chi ef away.

I nside, the theater was stark, severe, minimal. There was an area for the

audi ence, a stage, and that was all. Except, of course, for the nonitors.
Banks of TV screens—ow dar k—studded both side walls. There nust have been



nore than a hundred fifty in all, blank wi ndows to nowhere. They increased the
bl eakness of the setting exponentially. One had the feeling of entering a
section of space where even the stars had di ed. Whatever reflections were
hinted at here and there in the screens were fromthe audi ence itself,
settling in.

Masashi, as was his custom waited in the doorway until just before the
performance was schedul ed to begin. By this tinme, all the seats were filled
save one. But nore inportant, he had had a chance to scrutinize each entrant.
He took his seat. On his left was a young Japanese woman in oversize cl ot hes,

| ayered in so many shades of gray that the distinction between hues blurred.
Her cheeks were blushed with blue and purple. Her lipstick glittered. Her

hair, short everywhere but in front, seened as stiff as if she had brushed
glue through it. On his right sat Nobuo.

Wthout fanfare, or even warning, the perfornmance began. The banks of nonitors
sprang to life all at once. A forest of phosphors darting and pulsing in

el ectroni c imagery.

At that noment, the dancers entered the stage. They were naked or sem naked,
many of them smeared with white body paint. This was buto, a kind of prinal
nodern dance form created out of the urbanized, Wsternized angst of the
post - nucl ear Japan of the late fifties. It was both politically subversive and
culturally reactionary, relying as it did on nythol ogi cal archetypes. Buto was
rigid and fluid at the sanme time, enploying patterns that revealed it as both
a physical and a nental experience.

St age center, the sun goddess, from whomthe Enperor was descended. Angui shed
by what she sees about her, she retreats into a cave and the world is plunged
i nto darkness.

Only the hedonistic sounds of carousers, only the sight of wild, erotic dances
being performed as primtive rites can induce her to emerge, bringing with her
the eternal harbingers of spring, |ight and warnth.

As the dancers reenacted, in stylized fashion, this ancient agricultural nyth,
the video nmonitors projected what could only have been a dress rehearsal of
the dance. It began just after the live one, so that the rcther startling
effect was of a visual echo.

At interm ssion, Masashi rose and, wi thout saying a word to anyone, went into
the outer |obby. In a nonment, he could nake out Nobuo comi ng toward him

"Can you make head or tail of this filth?" Masashi said when Nobuo had reached
hi s si de.

"I wasn't paying attention,” Nobuo said. "Wre the dancers any good?"

"You mean those contortionists?" Masashi said. "They belong in the circus. If
this is art, then creative talent is dead, and here is the rmurder weapon.
There is no grace, no silence, noyugen." This last, a concept fromthe tine of
t he Tokugawa shogunate of the early i Soos, meant a kind of beauty so
restrained in its outward manifestation that it allowed the inner side to show
t hr ough.

Nobuo knew enough not to fall into the trap of debating with Masashi; it was a
pasti ne Masashi enjoyed because Nobuo could not win.

"The parts' shipments are not arriving fast enough.™

"This is the best | can do," Nobuo said. "There is the nmanufacturing process
to think of. W' re not making cars, you know. Everything nust be manufactured
to the nost demandi ng tol erances.”

"Keep the advertising pitch for soneone who will appreciate it," Msashi said
cont enpt uousl y.

"It's the truth,” Nobuo said stiffly. "Do you know how nuch energy is rel eased
by a nucl ear expl osi on?"

"I don't care what the difficulties are," Msashi said. "I have a schedule to
keep. We nust be finished in tw days."

"Dam your schedul e,” Nobuo said angrily. "I care only for ny granddaughter.”
"I'f you do," Masashi said, "then you will be ready when we neet at your

factory in two days' tinme. It is inmperative. The fate of Japan hi nges on your
techni cal expertise, Nobuo-san. The fate of the whole world, if truth be



known. What does the life of one little girl nean in the face of that?" Nobuo
bl anched, and Masashi |aughed. "Cal myourself, Nobuo-san. | amnot planning to
harm Tori. | gave you ny word."

"And what is that worth?"

Masashi's eyes glittered. "You had better hope that it's worth a great deal."
"I amin no position to offer an opinion," Nobuo said curtly. "Consult the
spirit of your dead father. Surely he knows."

"My father's death was karma, nehl"

"And karma, | suppose, killed Hiroshi." Nobuo shook his head. "No. You killed
your el dest brother, despite all your protestations to the contrary. And now

that you are oyabun, | amallied with you. But it wasn't H roshi's nurder that
created our alliance. You know what it is. You have taken ny granddaughter. |
will hate you to the day | die for what you have done."

"I ?" Masashi asked innocently. "But what have | done except put together an
extremely efficient machi ne? More efficient than even ny father coul d have

i magi ned. Way | ook so glum Nobuo? You are part of history. Wth what you are
hel ping ne to build, we will soon rule the new Japan."

O, Nobuo thought, we will be wiped fromthe face of the earth, along with
every man, wonman and child in Japan

Birds sang in a glade rippling with Iight. Golden beans, thick as sl abs,
slanting through the gaps in the trees. The nurnur of a brook as it neandered
its way down a gentle slope, insects thrumm ng.

And Eliane wal king toward him | ooking only at him She sniled. Conming toward
him slowy, deliberately, confidently.

A crack as of arifle shot, and M chael scream ng her name as she di sappeared
fromview along with the collapsing nountain |ledge. Hurled into the valley's
shadowed abyss.

The echo of the | edge shattering, runbling on and on

M chael awoke knowi ng that the name he had screaned was not Eliane's but
Seyoko' s.

A profound depression swept over him In the darkness, he heard a railing. H's
own breath. For a nmonment he could not renenber where he was. Eliane's house.
He nust have slept all day.

He rose and padded into the bathroom Turned on the tap and stepped into a
cold shower. Three minutes later, he emerged and towel ed off. He did not turn
on a light, but with the towel wapped around his waist, he went out onto the
| anai that ran the | ength of the house.

M chael heard the wind noving through the pal mfronds. Small lights
illum nated the garden path so close he could reach out and brush the foliage.
Beyond, in their eternal vigil, the nmountains rose. The night snelled of

pl urmeri a and pi neappl e.

It's tonmorrow al ready, he thought. Were did Ude escape to? He did not know,
but he knew where he nust | ook: Tokyo. Tokyo was where he would find Audrey,
where he would find out who killed his father and why.

The Shuji Shuriken

He squatted down and began his slow breathing. H's voice whispered the chant:
"U " Being. "Mi." Nonbeing. "Sui-getsu." Monlight on the water. "Jo." Inner
sincerity. "Shin." Mster of the mnd. "Sen." Thought precedes action

"Shi n-myoken." \Were the tip of the sword settles. "Kara." The void. "Zero."
Where the Way has no power.

Sui get su. Moonlight on the water was a phrase that nmeant deception. Everything
you absorb here, Tsuyo had said, is based on deception. In Shintoism the
deception that becomes truth is called shinpo, nystery. It is said this shinpo
causes people to have faith, sinply because it is hidden. In the Way of the
warrior, shinmpo is known as strategy. As an exanple, let us say you pretend
that your right hand is hurt, and by that nmethod you draw your opponent out,
you change his own strategy, and by so doing, you defeat him Can you not say
t hat your deception has becone truth!

When you can alter the way your opponent perceives his environment, you have
mastered the art of strategy.



Was Eliane practicing shinpo? Was she deliberately cloaking herself in
nmystery, or was she really the pure el enental she presented herself as being?
M chael remenbered his graduation from Tsuyo's school again. How easy it had
seemed then to divine his sensei's notives. And his father had told him

later, First you nust recognize evil. Then you must conbat it. Finally, you
nmust guard agai nst becom ng evil yourself. Knowi ng these things for certain
gets harder the ol der you grow.

The house sl ept on, devoid of answers.

The Way is truth, Mchael thought. It is tendo.

He abruptly rose, went inside. In the kitchen, he went to the phone, dialed
the airport at Kahului. He nmade his niter-

i sl and reservation, then called the nunmber for Honolulu International Airport.
Then he dialed Jonas's private line.

Jonas picked up after the first ring.

"Uncl e Sammy?"

"M chael . How are you?"

M chael had called Jonas the moment he and Eliane had gotten back to her house
fromFat Boy |chinmada's. Yesterday? M chael had told Jonas everything that had
transpired since he had | anded on Maui

"I's there any news of Audrey?" he had asked.

"Not hi ng yet. But don't give up hope. W' re doing everything we can.” And to
take M chael's mnd off the subject of his sister, Jonas said, "l've seen to
the Feds on Maui. You won't be involved in any investigation into the nassacre
at Ichinmada's."

"I think your hunch about our own investigation |eading back to Japan was

right,”" Mchael said. "I'mtaking the first flight out to Tokyo later this
nor ni ng. "

"Do what you have to do, son," Jonas said. "I have a crisis here that |ooks as
if it will be inpossible to handle. After spending over a year negotiating a

mut ual inport-export agreenent with the United States, Japan has shifted its
attitude. The Japanese prine mnister informed the president yesterday that
all existing individual trade agreenents between us and Japan have been
declared null and void. No explanation was given for this action. And there
seens no hope of a resunption of talks.

"I"ve been up all night at Capitol Hill. The Congress has retaliated by
passing an export-tariff act simlar to the Snopot-Hawl ey bill of decades ago.
| tell you, son, ten years ago Anerica mi ght have been able to w thstand such
a blow. But not today. No one here seens to give a damm about the severe

econom ¢ depression that will result fromthis protectionist trade bill."

"It sounds as if you have your hands full," M chael said

"As if that weren't enough,"” Jonas said, "there's a possibility that BITE will
be out of business permanently." He told M chael about the report that Lillian
had shown himand what it neant.

"Uncl e Samy," M chael said, hearing sonething in the other man's voice, "are
you all right?"

"To tell you the truth, son," Jonas said, "for the first time, |'m beginning

to think that we're not going to win this one."

When M chael hung up the phone, he was nore disturbed

than ever. He returned to the lanai. Being here in lao Valley was |ike
standing in the keep of the nost form dable of castles.

He heard a noise and turned. Eliane had conme out of the glass doors that I|ed
to her bedroom She |ooked at himin the noonlight. She was dressed in jeans
and a man-tailored | ong-sleeved shirt.

"I heard you out here," she said.

"I didn't nean to wake you."

"I was already up." She turned her head to | ook out across the valley. "The
nights are so beautiful here," she said, noving along the |lanai. "Even nore so
than the days, if that's possible.”

"Wth that full moon," M chael said, "you can see every inch of the valley."
"Not all of it," Eliane said. "There are places in there that haven't been



explored in centuries."”

"Because they're so overgrown?"

"No," she said. "Because no one will enter them They are sacred pl aces,
points in time as well as space. The old gods still inhabit those places. O
so the Hawaiians believe."

He saw that she was quite serious. He was not nuch of a skeptic. Tsuyo had
said, Physicists tell us that gravity—er the lack of it—ules the universe.
But faith rules the mind. In any event, there are certainly places where
faith, not physical principles, is the ruler. These are places which you will
find, intime, either with nmy help or on your own.

"WIl you show ne one of these places," he said now, "where the gods of Hawaii
still live?"

He wat ched her face, know ng that she was working out whether or not he was
maki ng fan of her.

"Al'l right," she said after a time. "But the place is high up. It's a long
clinb."”

M chael hesitated, remenbering his dream the accident in Yoshino at Tsuyo's
school . He renmenbered Eliane di sappearing into the abyss, and calling out
Seyoko's nane. It all gave this an eerie ring.

"I don't mnd," he said, not altogether truthfully. But he recognized in the
fluttering of her novenents an element of his own restlessness. It would be
hours before he could board his flight to Honol ul u.

Were they fated to go on this hike? he wondered. Was he fated to see her die
in the same way Seyoko died? What an idiotic idea, he told hinself.

She foll owed himinside, watched as he pulled on jeans and a sweatshirt.
Starlight seeped into the roomlike a billion unfulfilled wi shes. Eliane noved
about the roomas if unconfortable within its confining space.

"Here," she said, handing hima pair of powerful field glasses. "The views
fromwhere we're goi ng are spectacul ar, even at night."

She | ed himout of the house, down a wi nding path that quickly petered out
into grass between rocks and foliage. The cicadas were calling. There was a
synmphony of infinitesiml sounds.

They went across the valley. Eliane had taken a flashlight, but between the
nmoon- and starlight, it wasn't needed. Then they began to ascend into the
nmount ai ns that had reared up fromthe ocean's floor in one lunatic spasm
centuries before.

Fifteen hundred feet up, they took a rest. Mchael got out the field gl asses,
had a | ook around. In the starlight, the world was stark, flat, hard as
granite, but no less beautiful for that. In fact there was an added sense of
wonder, a slow accretion of know edge of the distance in tine between nan's
lifespan and that of the earth. Now, wi thout color, depth or the distraction
of any fauna, M chael thought, there was no escape fromcom ng face to face
wi th the hunbling grandeur of the world.

"What do you see?" Eliane asked him

"Mysel f," he said.

"If only mirrors could tell us what we need to know about ourselves," she

sai d.

She stared at himfor a long tine with a peculiar intensity. It was as if, he
t hought, she were trying to drink in the essence of him As if she were trying
to inhale his spirit.

At last, she said, "Wen | was little, there was a prayer | said before I went
to sleep each night. It was taught to ne when | was a small child, by a friend
of my nmother's. He told me to say it only when | was alone and to tell no one
that | knewit. Not even ny nother. It went, 'Yes is a wish. No is a dream
Havi ng no other neans of crossing this life, | nmust use yes and no. Allow ne
to keep hidden the wish and the dream so that sonmeday | may be strong enough
to do without themboth.' "

The moonl i ght draped her in silver. The cool blue |light cascaded over the
strong features of her face. It simultaneously drained her of her natura
color and infused her with an energy possible only fromthe concentration of



nonochromatic illum nation

"M chael ," she said, "I've done terrible things inmy life."

"We've all done things we aren't proud of, Eliane." He put aside the

bi nocul ars.

"Not |ike these."

He cane close to her. "Then why did you do thenP"

"Because," she said, "I was afraid not to. | was afraid that if | did nothing,
t he anarchy—+renenber that bl ank canvas?—woul d overwhel mne. | was afraid that
| woul d be nothing."

"You're intelligent,” he said. "You' re clever, adept and powerful." He sniled.
"You're al so beautiful."

Her face was inpassive. He had wanted to make her snmile. "In a word," she
said, "lI'"mperfect."

"I didn't say that."

"Ch, but you did. And you're hardly alone. 1've been told | was perfect ever
since | can renenber. It was required that | be perfect. | had no choice. |

could no nore throw off the responsibility engendered by perfection than |
could renounce being a female. That terrible responsibility robbed nme of ny
chil dhood. | have been an adult all ny life, Mchael, because if | wasn't,
knew that ny whole Iife would fall apart."

He watched her, a mixture of sadness and anger welling up in him the one
enotion for her, the other at those who forced the lie on her. "You really
bel i eved that ?"

She nodded. "I still do. Because, in the end, that rigid responsibility cane
to be the one and only thing that defined nmy existence. What was | if | was
not this? Nothing. Anarchy, again. An anarchy that | could not face."

He shook his head. "But you are sonething." He held out his hand. "Come on
Let's go."

It seened a long tine before her fingers touched his.

"That stupid Ichimada," Ude said, finishing his report. He was in a phone
boot h out side of Wiluku. H s skin was covered in vol canic dust. "He had big
pl ans. They did not include you." Every few seconds he gl anced over to the
car, where Audrey was bound and gagged, lying on the floor in the back. "He
had hired a pair of locals who were | ooking for the Katei document. | found
them They didn't have it. They didn't know who did. But | got sonething out
of themthat Philip Doss meant to | eave for his son. A piece of dark-red
brai ded cord. Does it nean anything to you?"

Masashi thought a noment. "No," he said.

"Greed turns into stupidity like food turns into shit," Ude said. "lchinmada's
stupidity caused himto becone vul nerabl e.

Not only to me—that woul d have been a bad enough | oss of face. But to an
itekil" He meant a barbarian—a Westerner: M chael Doss. "This itek
infiltrated |Ichinada's vaunted conpound.”

"Did it ever occur to you," Msashi said, "that Fat Boy |chi mada wanted to
nmeet M chael Doss? How do you think he knew where to send the Hawaiians to

| ook for the braided cord? Philip Doss must have tel ephoned him"

"I hadn't thought of that," Ude said.

"Do you know where M chael Doss is now?"

"Yes. He's with Eliane Yananoto."

"I's he?" Masashi said neutrally. Ude wondered why Masashi didn't seem
interested in that incredible bit of news. "I want you to send his sister
Audrey, here to me in Japan.”

"That won't be easy,"” Ude said. "Wth M chael Doss around and the Feds up in

arnms over the |chinmada thing, |'mworking under a handi cap."”

"Don't worry. |I'll send my private jet. Everything will be prepared for you at
the airport. She'll go out in a crate of nachine parts. You know the drill,
you've done it a dozen tinmes before. But it will be about eight hours before

can get the plane to Maui."
"I'"ll need the time to prepare.”
"Right. 1'll make sone calls, set you up with some of ny people locally. Is



there a place where they can reach you?"
Ude gave Masashi the nane of the bar he had been in when he was follow ng the

Hawaiians. "It's in Wailuku," he said. "They'll knowit. It's too early for it
to be open, so tell themI'll be in the car across the street." Ude thought a
mnute. "Tell theml|'ll also need sonme hardware."

"They can get whatever you need," Masashi assured him "D d you find out who
killed Philip Doss?"

"It wasn't |chinada."

"That isn't what | asked,"” Masashi said.

"I don't have an answer," Ude said. "Wat do you want me to do with M chael
Doss?"

"M chael Doss is only relevant as he pertains to the Katei docunent," Masash

said. "I want himto get the red cord. To show us its inportance. It seens
clear that M chael Doss is our only lead to the Katei docunent.”
"I think this is a waste of tinme," Ude said. "I think the Katei docunent

burned with Philip Doss in the car crash."”

"I don't pay you to think," Masashi snapped. "Just do as you're told."

"The Katei docunent has becone everything, hasn't it?" Ude said. "I can hear
the urgency in your voice. But it is not your urgency, it is Kozo Shiina's
urgency. The Katei document is the Jiban's sacred object, not yours. It seens
to nme that Kozo Shiina is already the new oyabun of the Taki-gum .’

"Silence!" Masashi cried. "You have been eating your nushrooms again. You
think that you're eighteen feet tall."

"No," Ude said a bit sadly, for he now saw that he had only one course to
take. "But | am seeing nore clearly than either you or Kozo Shiina. | can
forget the Katei docunent, | can understand that it is gone forever. | can see
that the real threat to you and the Taki-gum is Mchael Doss. He is follow ng
in his father's footsteps. Philip Doss succeeded in keeping you out of power

whil e your father was still alive. He would have destroyed you had he |ived
| ong enough. "
"O'| him"

"Don't you think Mchael Doss will try to finish off what his father began?"
"The Tao," Masashi said, "tells us that the wi se man places hinself behind al
others and, in so doing, discovers that he is in the preem nent position."
"What does the Tao have to do with nme?" Ude said with undi sgui sed scorn. "The
Tao is for old nen, blind and deaf to the life around them"

"The Tao is universal |aw " Msashi rem nded him

"The Tao is dead."

No, Masashi thought. It is your mind that is dead. "You are still a nenber of
my clan,"” he said angrily. "You will obey your oyabun.™"

The question is, Ude thought as he replaced the receiver, who is ny oyabun?

Now t he way becane truly steep. Mchael, aware of the vast space at his back
nmoved with great care. They were surrounded by trees so thick in spots that he
could not see nore than a foot in any direction. Still, Eliane noved quickly
and surely. She had been quite correct: It was a long clinmb, and M chael began
to regret that they had come. Hi s restlessness had evaporated; he was tired
and his nuscl es ached.

At length, Eliane stopped. She turned to himand pointed. Up ahead, he saw a
narrow defile, as if a great knife had slashed into the rock face of the
nmount ai n. The pass was guarded by a pair of gigantic boul ders. They were of

t he sane coruscated igneous rock that had pushed up fromthe ocean's floor so
many centuries ago: twisted and ridged forever by the cataclysmof its birth.
M chael started as the shapes of the boul ders registered: Wre these really a
pair of crouching warriors, as they appeared? He went closer to see if the
rock had been carved, but he saw that it had not. The stones' natura

formati on—abetted by erosion by the el ements—had caused themto resenbl e
human fi gures.

"The passage of the gods," Eliane whispered. But when he noved to enter the
defile, she held himback. "Wait," she said, and went through the surrounding



trees some distance. Wien she returned, she was carryi ng what appeared to be
garl ands. She draped one about his neck, put the other around hers. "Ti

| eaves, " she said. "The plant is sacred to the Ha-waiians because it was much
| oved by the ancient gods. This is what the kahunas wear when they cone here.
The ti leaves will protect us."

"From what ?" M chael asked.

But Eliane was al ready noving past the strange rock guardians. Into the
passage of the gods.

"I believe the nost inportant elenment in the conversation,” Ude said into the
phone, "is what was nost hidden. What is Eliane Yamanoto doi ng on Maui, and
with Mchael Doss?"

Kozo Shiina was silent, thinking. The fact was, Eliane was M chi ko's daughter
and he could not imagi ne what M chi ko's daughter was doing at M chael Doss's
side. Shiina did not like the idea that somethi ng was happeni ng on Maui

wi t hout his know edge. "Wat is your assessnent of the situation?" he asked
NOW.

"I don't trust Masashi," Ude said i mediately. And Shiina did not know whet her
to trust the response, wondering how rmuch of it was fueled by enotion rather
than reasoning. Shiina did not trust enotion. It colored everything around it,
like a filter over a canera lens. "Wen | told Masashi of Eliane's presence,
his response was odd," Ude went on. "It was very offhand, as if he could not
wait to get off the subject. As if he already knew she was here."

Masashi, Kozo Shiina thought now, what are you up to?

"Did you find out who killed Philip Doss?" Shiina asked.

"Not yet."
"Keep at it," Shiina said. "As for Mchael Doss, do as Masashi tells you. Let
M chael Doss have the red cord. | think Masashi is right—the iteki will |ead

us to the Katei docunent."

So, Ude thought, Shiina does not perceive the threat that M chael Doss
presents, either. But then, he rem nded hinsel f, neither Shiina nor Masash
has seen M chael Doss in action. To themhe is still only the iteki, the

f or ei gner.

But Ude knew what to do in this case. Mchael Doss was far too dangerous to
keep safely on a |l eash. He was smart and unpredi ctable. He knew the neani ng of
shi npo, the strategy of deception

Ude came to a decision. He woul d obey neither Kozo Shiina nor Masashi. Cut
here in the field, one had to make one's own deci sions. They were

i fe-and-death decisions, and Ude had made his regarding M chael Doss.

He woul d have to kill him

They energed from absol ute darkness into the flash of starlight. Everything
was stark, two-dinmensional, knife-edged, with a supraclarity that was

br eat ht aki ng.

A night bird clattered in a tree overhead, sweeping away fromtheir presence
on powerful w ngs. Mchael caught a glinpse of a horned head, incandescent
eyes: an ow ?

"Be careful,"” Eliane said, "not to wander off." She pointed to a bald spot on
the cliff face, etched and rutted so that a series of grooves were cut into
the rock. "In wet weather, that's a waterfall. In dry times, as now, the spot
becones treacherous because the rock is so snooth."

M chael crouched down, ran his hand over the bare rock. "Wat happened here?"
he asked.

"It depends on what you want to believe," Eliane said. "The Hawaiians say that
there was a great battle fought here. At the end of it, the victors threw
their enemies over this cliff."

M chael strained his neck, |ooking as far down as he could. Then he noved back
fromthe dry bed of the waterfall.

"In that time," Eliane said, "the Hawaiians say that the waterfall began, red
with the blood of the warriors."

"I's that what you believe?" M chael asked.



"I don't know. This isn't ny country. But | feel the power here. Everyone
does. It's undeniable."

Starlight threw shadows across her face. They curved |like fingers, extending
across her cheek and down her neck. That same cool |ight sparked her black
eyes, making them appear startlingly |arge. The wi nd caught at her long hair,
maki ng of it a raven's wi ng, never still.

M chael, watching her, seemed not to have really seen her at all until this
monent. It was as if he had come upon an inage of her, or a painting, and now
this night filled with stars, this place of power, was revealing the true
Eliane to him

He touched her and felt her heart beating. It was as if her pulse were his
pul se, as if a cascade were linking them as if they were nelting into one
another. M chael felt his heart open, felt the shell of bitterness that had
surrounded him slough away like a reptile's dead skin.

"Eliane," he said, but she broke their connection, taking her hand from his,
nmovi ng away from him

"No," she whispered. "You don't want nme. Not really." The shadows of an

over hangi ng rock envel oped her in a darkness so conplete it created utter
still ness.

"How can you say what | want?"

He sensed rather than saw her ironic snmle. "Believe ne when | tell you,

M chael. You don't want ne—er wouldn't very soon afterward. No one would."
"Why not? What is so terrible about you?"

She stirred. "I amugly."

"No. You're beautiful."

The stillness within which she stood seemed over poweri ng.

"I remenber the day," she said, "when | becane aware that ny nother and fat her
never spoke kindly to one another. And | renmenber the night when | discovered
that they never made love. It wasn't long after that that | understood that

they did not |ove each other. | wondered if they could | ove ne."
She sighed. "I decided that they could not; that neither of them was capable
of feeling love. | realized then that it was all up to ne. That whatever ny

famly was going to be would be a function of only me. Renenber what | told
you before about responsibility? | did whatever | had to do to keep ny fanily
together. There was so little regard for one another between ny parents,
renenber being constantly terrified that one of themwould | eave, that the
fam |y woul d break up. What woul d happen to nme then? | could not imagi ne. Wen
| did imagine such a thing, in ny nightrmares, it was with the nost profound
feeling of dread.

"So | grewup living my life to control the famly, to keep it together.
becane a control freak. | had no other choice.

| was bulemic for years. Do you know what bulenmia is? | was anorectic. It was
a kind of madness. But it was a madness | needed in order to stay alive. The

ultimate control was mne—and as long as it was, | knew that everything would
be all right. My father woul dn't |eave us, nmy nother wouldn't take nme away.
Everything would be fine." She gave an ironic laugh that chilled M chael. "Was
everything fine? Yes and no. | survived; the famly remained intact. But | was
quite mad."

"And now?" M chael finally found his voice. "lIsn't that all over with?"

"Yes," she said. "It's all over with. I'mnot mad anynore."

"Not hi ng you' ve said has made nme change ny mind about you," he said.

"l am dead inside."

"l don't understand."

"The things | have done—don't come any cl oser, M chael —hat | have done has
created a plague inside nme. Whatever was there—+s no longer. | amenpty,
hollow. 1 |ook inside myself and see only a gaping hole."

"\What ever you did, you did in order to protect yourself. No one can bl ane you
for that."

"I have killed people!"

Her shout echoed of f the rock faces.



"My father killed people," he said. "I've seen what you are capabl e of when
you have to defend yoursel f."

"I have been sent to kill people. People | never knew, who never hurt ne."
"I'f you feel guilt, if you feel renorse for what you' ve done, you cannot be
dead inside."
"I ama |eper,’

she continued in a nore normal tone of voice. Even so, M chael

could hear the shiver in her words. "I have become sonethi ng ot her than hunan.
A mechanical thing. Aterrible sword. A cipher.”
"But still you wish,” he said softly. "You nust dream™

"I amtoo strong nowto do either," she said with infinite sadness in her
voice. "Or too hard. | have forgotten how, although sonetinmes |I think that I
never knew. "

"Eliane." Mchael could not see into the dense bl ackness beneath the overhang,
but he knew that he wanted to be there. He noved into the shadows.

"M chael , please don't."

"Stop ne, if you want."

He was only a hand's breadth away from her

"Ch please. | beg of you." She was weepi ng.

"Tell me to stop." Very close to her. He could feel her heat, as well as her
trenmbling. "You have only to push ne away."

I nstead, her |ips opened beneath his. Her tongue twined with his. He felt her
noan into his nouth.

"M chael ." Her body clung to his as if they were fastened from shoul der to
foot. He felt her weight, the sinuous tw ning, the power of her nuscles. He
felt nore; he felt the force of her hara, that inner energy which resides in
the I ower belly, that defines the spirit. "I'mburning for you."

El i ane's hara reached out and enconpassed him And it was as she had said:
tough as | eather, hard as stone, sere as a desert. But he was al so aware of

t hat whi ch she was not: that bright core, encysted beneath the crust she had
created, a nolten river flowi ng with need.

She was outside what she was inside. Her nouth possessed hi m aggressively, her
arms held himfast. Then her |egs opened and she was drawi ng them up the

out side of his thighs. Her notions were unnistakable; what her body was
demandi ng of hi m was aggressi on and nore aggression

But desire and need were at opposite poles. That the human psyche often
confused the two led to nore m sunderstandi ngs between the sexes than anything
el se.

M chael felt—no, knew—+that what she desired was not what she needed. Eliane
did not herself understand what it was she needed, because there are tines
when the need is too great to bear and is therefore tucked away in sonme dark
corner of the spirit.

M chael knew that if he responded as she was urging himto—as he hinself

desi red-he woul d | ose her forever.

Gently, he thought. Gently. And unwrapping her arms fromaround him he
slipped to his knees.

He was acutely aware of the night around him He felt its breath, heard the
nocturnal birds in the trees tending to their sleeping chicks, the hidden
predators feasting on their prey. He felt the rustle of the wind against his
cheeks, aware of Eliane's |ong, unbound hair floating across his shoul der
Then, with her jeans around her hips, he snmelled the fragrance of her flesh
and plunged his face between her thighs.

Gently, he thought. Gently. Even though the desire she had aroused in himwas
dangerously hi gh. Even though he | onged to possess her in just the manner she
craved.

H s hands stroked her gently, his tongue | aved her gently.

Because in the end, he longed to possess her in every conceivabl e manner. He
want ed her.

Havi ng been bathed in starlight, they had returned to absol ute darkness.

M chael pressed inward toward the core of Eliane's being, while she was bent
over him her hard breasts crushed agai nst the bunched nuscles of his



shoul ders. By the scoring of her nails over the skin of his back she told him
how much she loved his mnistrations. By the trenbling of her thighs she
expressed her delight.

She gasped as he licked up and down the length of her. It seenmed to her that
she was filled with an indescribable heat, as if she were immersed in warm
oil. She experienced a tingling all the way to her fingertips. Her hips ground
up against his face so that the stubble of his beard scraped the tender flesh
on the insides of her thighs. She shivered and bucked upward agai n and again
whi l e the heat opened up inside her, and she lost all coherent thought.

She opened her eyes, felt the scent of his breath on her face, saw his eyes,
shi ni ng above her.

She imagi ned the two of themto be a pair of mating wolves, com ng upon one
another in the wilderness, he in heat, she giving off thick musk.

She was beside herself with passion, reaching down to enconpass him finding

t hat was not enough, and sliding down his naked body, taking himinto her
nmout h, noaning at his taste, feeling herself becom ng excited again, touching
hersel f between her thighs in wonder and delight, discovering that she was on
t he verge of another orgasm

She felt himexpanding inside her nmouth and slid upward, placing the tip of
himat her entrance. For one |ong, exquisite noment she did not nove. Wth her
hand she held him They were touching there, but nothing nmore. For that noment
it was enough—nore than enough: It was perfect, exciting because of the
feeling, exhilarating because of the anticipation of what was to cone.

Then she could no | onger contain herself and she thrust herself fully onto
him groaning, |osing her breath, her forehead lolling against his
sweat - sl i ckened chest with the sensation

M chael, joined with her, felt her pulsing all around him He did not have to
nmove at all, her fluttering was so pronounced. Her scent surrounded themlike
a cloud, conbined with the peculiar snmell of the ti |eaves around their necks,
and he felt suspended in time as well as in space.

He felt her nmoving along the full length of his body, as if they were joined
in every place instead of just in one. He felt hinmself coming, tried to hold
back, to prolong the nonent, but their desire, now a living thing, could no

| onger be held in abeyance.

He groaned, thrusting, and heard novement into the space outside their shelter
of darkness. There was a kind of light and a dimprimtive sound, as of druns
or chanting or both. He turned his head to see, but Eliane rose up, pressing
her breasts against his lips, and he was filled up with her again as the end
cane, as drawn-out and ecstatic as the prol ogue had been

Joji Taki wal ked into Shozo's room

Shozo | ooked up froma twenty-six-inch TV screen dom nated by Marlon Brando's
prosthetically altered face as the Godfather. The jow s, grayed wi th makeup
puffed out, making the actor | ook twenty years ol der. "Where would M chael
Corl eone be without the spirit of his father to watch over hin?" Shozo said.
He wat ched as Don Corl eone, playing with his grandson in his sun-dappl ed
garden, put a section of orange rind in his nouth. Lunbering after the child,
who screamed in nock terror and delight, he made little grunting noises.
"This is where it happens, oyabun," Shozo said. "Watch, please.”

The gruntings changed in tone as Don Corl eone stunbl ed, then pitched forward.
The child, not understandi ng what had occurred, continued to play the gane
initiated by his grandfather

"Poor little one," Shozo said with tears in his eyes. "How can he know t hat
hi s grandfat her has just died?"

"Shozo," Joji said softly.

Shozo hit a button on the renote control. He | ooked at Joji's face and said,
"Il get ny katana."

"No," Joji said. "The sword won't be nearly enough.™

Shozo nodded. He went to a closet door, slid it open. He put on a black nylon
rai ncoat that reached to the floor. He turned around to face Joji. "How s



this?" he said. Hi s right hand enmerged hol ding a shotgun that Shozo had sawed
off hinmself. "Is it enough?"

Joji nodded. "It's enough."

Traffic, as usual, was fierce. It was as if the city could not exist if it was
enpty. The heat on the road seened to approach furnace |evel.

"Where are we goi ng?" Shozo asked.

"To Takashiba Pier."

After two bl ocks of frustrating stops and starts, Shozo turned off onto a side
street, careened around a corner. Then he really took off.

"Why are we goi ng to Takashi ba?" Shozo asked.

"Somet hing," Joji said, "inportant enough to take you away from Don Corl eone."
They went through the heart of the city. Sunlight spun off the nyriad

sl ow novi ng cars, sending dazzling shafts of |light along the streets. They
were driving north, toward Chi yoda-ku and the Inperial Palace. At Shinbashi
Shozo turned south, paralleling Tokyo Harbor. They were running by the

Sho- dore Frei ght Term nus. The hooting of the barges fromthe harbor was
audi bl e over the traffic noise.

"Takashi ba is where your brother Masashi has a business, neh?" Shozo said.
"That's right." Joji was |ooking straight ahead, at the sun dazzle on the hood
of the car.

"You shoul d be oyabun of the Taki-gum,
Joji said nothing.

"Perhaps," Shozo said, "after today you will be."

Now t hey were in Hanmat sucho. Shozo swung left onto a side street. They were
in the warehouse district that fronted the piers along the harbor

Joji checked his gun, screwed a silencer on the end of the nuzzle. They | ocked
the car, went along the snelly pavenent. Shozo kept his hand in the deep
pocket of his raincoat as they wal ked quickly down the street. They ducked

i nto a warehouse door. There was no sign on it, no indication into which
conpany space the entrance | ed.

Shozo said. "It is your right."

In the di mess, they could see that there was no entrance space at all, nerely
a flight of nearly vertical wooden stairs. The place stank of fish and fue
oil. Joji drew his gun, and they went up the stairs. They wal ked on the

out sides of their soles, so that their weight would not set off the ancient
boards' creaking.

A blank wall greeted them at the head of the stairs. There was a hallway to
the right. They headed down this cautiously. Ahead, they could make out enough
illumnation to discern a | arge open space.

Joji stopped abruptly as a shadow filled the open space. Shozo shrank back
agai nst the right-hand wall.

Dai zo stood perfectly still. Up close, he was a massive man. Surely that frane
woul d have felt nore confortable in a sunpo's costune than in the conservative
dark pin-stripe suit that enwapped its bul gi ng nmuscl es.

"What are you doi ng here?" Daizo said. "You are no |onger Taki-gum . You have
no busi ness here."

"I ammeeting ny brother here," Joji lied. As he watched, Daizo slowy
unbuttoned his jacket. His right hand renmained at the I evel of his ribs.

"I don't believe that is the wisest choice,"” Joji said, moving the gun just
enough for the light to play along its barrel

"What is that odor?" Daizo asked of no one in particul ar

Joji said nothing. But he was thinking, This should be nmne. Al of this.

Dai zo was sniffing the air like a dog. "I believe | recogni ze the scent."
"Let ne pass."
Dai zo's eyes | ocked onto Joji's. "It is the snmell of death.”

He noved then, very fast. Coming in low, his bull's shoul ders hunched, his
short, powerful legs propelling himinto Joji just as Joji squeezed off the
first shot.

Shozo pull ed his hands from beneath the raincoat. He | evel ed the sawed- of f
shotgun at Daizo. But the man was already at Joji's throat.

Joji grunted heavily as the back of his head struck the rough wood of the



hal lway floor. Felt an el bow slaminto his solar plexus, an inmredi ate shoul der
kite, and he lost all feeling in his right hand.

He coughed, desperately fought to force air into his laboring lungs. Qut of
the corner of his eye saw Daizo reach for the gun he had dropped. The big nman
had it and, as if in slow notion, Joji saw the thick fingers of the left hand
grip the stock, the forefinger insert itself awkwardly through the trigger
guard. The gun swung through the air, nmoving inexorably toward a spot in the

m ddl e of his forehead.

Joji centered his concentration, struck Daizo on the side of the neck with the
edge of his hand and, at the sane tine, lunged out. He tw sted Daizo's wist,
heard the snap and Dai zo's sharply indrawn breath al nost at the sane instant.
The gun dangled fromthe broken finger, so thick it had to be forced through
the trigger guard

Dai zo ki cked, began to scranble away fromJoji. Joji blocked the strike as
best he coul d. Daizo brought a tanto, a long knife, from beneath his jacket.
He nade a grotesque sight, the usel ess gun and hand waggling at his side.
Shozo saw t he novenent behind the two antagoni sts. Raised the nmuzzle of the
shot gun and squeezed the trigger. Two Yakuza were bl own backward into the vast
room Shozo noved along the wall until he was past Joji and Dai zo. He ducked
as a bullet chipped at the wall just above his head. Then, noving inexorably
forward, fired the second barrel. He reloaded and, in a crouch, noved crablike
into the open space.

Dai zo had al ready turned and was begi nning his attack, a short, vicious
overhand stab. Joji took one long step toward Dai zo, extending his left |eg.
At the same tinme, he jamed the heel of his right hand underneath Dai zo's jaw,
lifting the head, grasped the right wist with his left hand. Al he had to do
now was tw st, using Daizo's own nmonentum agai nst him

But the heel of his shoe caught on an old nail. H's knees | ocked, his hold

br oke down, and he col | apsed.

Dai zo, quick to take advantage, was on top of him the blade of the tanto
slashing in toward Joji's jugular. Even a partially deflected cut would end
it.

Joji grabbed Daizo's left hand with his right.

A muffl ed expl osi on, and Dai zo's eyes opened w de.

Joji had worked Daizo's damaged finger, putting pressure on it where it was
trapped against the trigger. The gun had di scharged, sending a bullet into

Dai zo' s chest.

There was a lot of blood, and Joji called for Shozo.

The ot her man came running. "Wat happened?"

"He alnmost killed ne," Joji said. "That's what happened."

"I's he dead?" Shozo asked warily.

"As dead as the last eel you ate,"” Joji said. He heard a sound, stuck his head
around a corner. He saw a door fly open. Another Yakuza peered cautiously out.
"What is it?" Joji could hear another voice calling to the man peering out.

"I don't know," the first man said. "I heard shots. | can't see anything. It's
dark down there."

But it wasn't dark in the roomthe two Yakuza were in. Joji's eyes opened w de
and he thought, Sweet Buddha! He remenbered the nmen he could not identify who
were with Mchiko every time he saw her. He renenbered her agitated state. Now
he knew t he nmeaning of all of that. For, hidden away in that w ndow ess room
at Takashi ba, he saw Tori,

M chi ko' s bel oved granddaughter. A Yakuza sol dier was holding a gun to her
head; he was very nervous, and Joji quickly pulled his head back so that he
woul d not be seen.

Forget about your brother Masashi, M chiko had said. | beg of you, Joji had
asked her. Way won't you hel p nme agai nst hin? And she had said, | cannot
intervene. | can do nothing. And he had been too blind with his own troubles
to hear the angui sh in her voice.

Joji wanted to race into that room—nothing nmore than a bl eak cell —and take
Tori away fromthem but he saw the second Yakuza holding the child fast, the



nmuzzl e of his gun pressed into her tenple. Joji knew that he had no chance to
save Tori now. That he must not |let them know he had seen the child. Surprise
was his only ally in this inimcal world of his brother's.

"Quickly," he said. "Leave the shotgun here. Be sure to wipe it down first."
He was doing the sane with his pistol. The weapons were without serial
nunbers; they were un-traceable.

Qut si de, they wal ked at a normal pace, got into the car. "Take off," Joji

sai d.

Shozo did.

Lillian Doss was nmet at Charles de Gaulle Airport in Paris by a menber of the
Pl aza At henee staff. "Bonjour, madane," he said as she cane through

| mm gration.

"Francoi s. "

He smiled, taking her baggage checks. "It is good to see you again, madane."
"It's good to be back," she replied in idiomatic French

She was wearing a sunmery nmauve-and-lilac-print dress. Her hair was swept back

fromthe sides of her face by rhine-stone barrettes. Around her neck was a
teardrop enerald on a gold chain.

She stood serenely, regarding all the rushing, flushed faces. Wile she waited
for her bags to arrive, she played a gane with herself. She tried to
categori ze each face she saw. Was it American? European? |f European, which
country? France, England, Italy, Germany? How many Eastern Europeans coul d she
find? Could she discern the Poles fromthe Yugoslavs, the Rumanians fromthe
Russi ans?

This last was the really difficult part. It took a sharp eye and nore than a
little experience. One |learned not to be influenced by the face, but rather by
the clothes. She turned her attention to those closest to her. By the tine
Francoi s had gathered all her luggage, Lillian was certain she had correctly
identified everyone.

"The car is just this way, madane," Francois said.

The day was sunny. Bright, puffy clouds drifted above the skyline Iike

sl eeping cherubs. The air was crisp, containing the delicious scents of newy
opened buds and bl ossons. In the autumm, she knew, the days would be filled
with that peculiar acrid scent of burning |leaves that Lillian always found
heady. In either season, it was as if with every breath she took, she was
inhaling a fine aged wine. It was good to know that the nodern world had not

| eached away the sophisticated conplexity that time and culture had bestowed
upon France.

La Defense and Les Halles struck Lillian not so nmuch as concessions to
changi ng times but rather as singular extensions of the magic that Paris
continually exuded, like the rarest of perfunes. To breathe Paris is to
preserve one's soul, she thought. Who had witten that? Victor Hugo?

Lillian craned her neck this way and that to take it all in. Wen they mnerged
onto the Peripherique, she felt her first real jolt, as if before this she had
not believed she was actually in France. At Porte Miillot, Francois maneuvered
them of f the expressway at a speed that made her giddy.

At the hotel, she took a I ong, steany bath. She dried her hair and, wapped in
aterry robe, threw open the french doors. She was on the sixth floor, with
one of the four roons blessed with a balcony. By that time, room service had

delivered coffee and croissants. It was still too early for the chanpagne the
manager had put in her room it was waiting for her inits nmetal cooler
Lillian sat in the sunlight. She sipped the strong, black coffee and |listened

to the birds fluttering and cooing all about her. Below, in the garden
courtyard, she could hear the waiters setting up for lunch. The tiny, rnusica
sounds wafted up to her. She allowed the sunlight to heat her thighs and back
She picked up the International Herald Tribune, |eafed quickly, efficiently
through it. She read with sone interest a reprint of an article witten by
Hel mut Schmidt, the former chancellor of West Germany, titled "Japan Has No
True Friends in the Wrld." There were several sidebars to the reprint. One
gquoted a United Press Syndicate story citing a recent poll of Korean |eaders



and intellectuals, a mpjority of whomfelt that Japan was currently a threat
to the peace of the region and the world. On the other hand, the story stated,
t he engi nes of South Korea's wldly successful new car, the Hyundai, were
manuf act ured by the Japanese.

"Everyone wants Japanese noney," a prom nent acadenic in Singapore was quoted
as saying. "The feeling is, 'God forbid that tonorrow we'll be left to the
tender mercies of the Japanese.' The Anericans cone and go. \Wen the Japanese
cone, they're here to stay."

Lillian sipped at her coffee and continued readi ng. A second sidebar quoted
ot her prom nent |eaders in Southeast Asia, all of whom seened terrified of
Japan' s hi gh-technol ogy progress. Al felt that it was only a matter of tine
bef ore Japan's staggering research capacities were turned to devel opi ng
twenty-first-century weaponry.

As an exanpl e, many nentioned the new Japanese Ya-manoto FAX jet fighter
currently being designed, which would eventually put the Anerican aircraft
manuf act urers Boei ng and McDonnel | Dougl as out of business.

Lillian went through the rest of the paper, but there was nothing further of
interest. Flowers bloomng along the inner walls of the courtyard lent bright
bursts of color to the scrolled wought-iron work. Voices, quickening. She

gl anced down, saw that the tables were filling up with the first wave of

di ners.

She recalled a tine nany years ago when Jonas had taken her to one of his

i nterm nabl e social functions that were nothing nore than another vapid | ayer
of the political world in which he thrived. Philip was away, in Bangkok or
Bangl adesh, God only knew where. Lillian could not remenber when she bad seen
so many ribbons, nedals, so much braid sewn, pinned, basted onto the front of
SO many men's suits.

On Jonas's arm smiling as perfectly, as purposefully, as a flight attendant,
whi l e Jonas worked the room She had felt trapped. The inpossibly beautiful
worren gliding by | ooked as if they were store nmannequi ns. Unaffected either by
life's trials or by tinme's travails, they spent their days in sybaritic

spl endor—hair cut, colored, highlighted; nails (finger and toe) shaped,

wr apped and | acquered; faces steaned, cleansed, creanmed, massaged; bodies
mud- packed, oiled and shiatsued. In between cosnmetic and shoppi ng comm t nents,
they managed to nmeet with other committee nmenbers of the nost au courant
charities. Wich was how t hey del uded thenselves into believing that their

exi stence had a nodi cum of neani ng.

How could | ever have imagined that | could fit in here? Lillian had thought.
| shoul d have ny head exam ned for accepting Jonas's invitation. She had felt
ashaned, as if she were there under fal se pretenses. At any nonent, she

fantasi zed, Mre. Pierre Croix de CGuerre-St. Estophe over there will discover
that | don't belong here at all. In her clipped, precise English, |earned no
doubt on the Cote d' Azur, she will call the uniforned guards, and while
everyone | ooks on, they will escort me out.

What ? She's got no hyphenated nanme? What kind of a famly does she come fron?
A field general's daughter. An arnmy brat? Good Lord. Really? However did she
manage to sneak in here in the first place? She's obviously not our kind.

She had shuddered. Their words—those that she had created for themteft a
bitter taste in her mouth. As if the chanpagne she had been consum ng was
sour.

At one point Jonas had told a joke—to the Australian anbassador's young and
anbiti ous ADC—+o the effect that in Arerica the men crave power, and the wonen
crave the next best thing, an erect penis.

The two men had | aughed, naking Lillian feel even nore out of place. It was a
j oke at wonen's expense, and here she was, a wonman herself, as anyone wth
hal f a brain could plainly see, treated as if she didn't exist. Forget that
Jonas shoul d not have thought of telling it in her presence. He had not even
turned to her to say, "Present conpany excepted, of course." She was there
nerely as an extension of him the finishing touch to his inage.

Lillian remenbered the col dness that had formed in her stomach. Looking around



the colonial blue-and-white room with its fifteen-foot w ndows covered with
richly patterned French fabrics. Formally attired, white-gloved waitresses—no
wai ters here, please!—naking the rounds, attending to the needs of the

beri bboned, nedal ed, braided nen.

The Australian continued to speak directly to Jonas, ignoring her. An American
bri gadi er, a Pentagon attache, approached her, but it was as if he spoke in an
al i en tongue. When she did, in panic, open her nouth to respond, what cane out
seened to her like an inarticul ate squeak

Her cheeks were flam ng. Even before she overheard the Australian ADC say to
Jonas, "I say, that quiff's one fine-Iooking animl, what?" And wanting only
to die when the shock wore off enough for her to realize that he was tal king
about her.

She broke away fromthe | eash of Jonas's armand made her way to the | adies
room It seemed grossly unfair that this was the only place where she could
find surcease froma world dom nated by nen.

She had stared at herself in the mirror. Now that she was al one, she

recogni zed that coldness in her stomach as di sqguised fury. Her anger was not
directed at the Australian, who—pig though he was—seant nothing to her. O
even at Jonas—who shoul d have known better, but didn't; you could reasonably
expect a dog to fetch, but not to speak

In the sanctuary of the | adies' room she had wept with an abandon she coul d
never show even in the privacy of her own bedroony it was Philip's bedroom
too, after all.

How she had hated Philip at that nonent, for abandoni ng her. For consigning
her to this seem ngly endl ess purgatory of being alone. For binding her with
love to a life she despised.

Morni ng found their bodies still entwined. The ti |eaves that covered them
were turning brown; their scent was gone.

M chael stirred, opening his eyes. A beetle crawl ed across his forearm

di sappearing into the mul ch beneath the rock overhang. He touched Eliane, and
she started awake. Her w de-open eyes stared into his, and M chael shivered at
t he absence of enotion there. It was as if a cold wind had passed between
them In a nonment it was gone, and Eliane had conme back from whatever eerie

pl ace she had been inhabiting.

"Good norning," he said, kissing her on the lips.

She put her hand up. A fingertip traced its way down the line of his jaw

"Did you sleep well?" he asked.

She nodded. "I did not dream That hasn't happened for many years."

"I dreaned all night," Mchael said. "Of battles and warriors arnored in
circular shields made fromthe shells of giant sea turtles.™

He began to get dressed, and as he did so, he took off the dried ti | eaf
gar |l and.

"Leave it there." Her hand stayed him "Until we're hone."

He | ooked at her, and she gave hima small smle. He remenbered the sounds
fromthe darkness of the night, the novenment he had t hought he had seen j ust
out si de t hen-sanctuary.

"Eliane," he said, "last night | heard noises. | even thought | saw sonething
nmovi ng. What happened out there"—ie raised an armto point—when we were
maki ng | ove?"

"I don't know. Nothing. O perhaps a night creature. There are wild boar and
nongeese all through the w | derness here."

"Boar and nongeese are diurnal," Mchael said. "They woul dn't be around at

ni ght. Besides, you turned ny head away."

She stood up. "Whatever it was doesn't matter." She began to get dressed.

M chael picked up the ti leaf garland that |ay around his neck. "You said that
we had to wear these to protect us. Protect us from what ?"

She shrugged. "It depends on what you believe. The kahunas say that the gods
still nove here—the ancient warriors who fought and bl ed and, perhaps, died
here centuries ago."

"Are you saying that's what | heard?"



She shrugged again. "Wiy not? Their spirits are all over this island."
"Feeling a power is one thing, seeing spirits is something el se again."

"If you don't believe it," she said, "then it didn't happen. But I'Il tell you
one thing. The gods who fought here were arnored in the shells of giant sea
turtles.”

M chael wasn't sure whether she was making fun of him She | eaned over, kissed
himon the lips. "Don't ook so quizzical. It's the truth. Look it up in any
hi story of Maui."

M chael thought about this while he finished dressing. "Dreanms don't exist,"
he said. "They take formfromwhat's in your subconscious, not fromwhat's
around you. "

"The human mind isn't rational, Mchael. You should know that already. Yet
you' re expecting a square peg to fit into a round hole. It just won't go, no
matter how hard you try to force it."

He said, "The spirit world is what fascinates you, isn't it? But you know t hat
it's no substitute for real life."

"What are you sayi ng?"

"Just that this obsession night be another flight fromreality."

"Li ke the bulenma and the anorexia?"

He shrugged. "You're the only one who can know that."

"I don't know anything," she said sadly. "Because the only |l esson |I've ever
| earned is never to trust anything." She began the | ong, precipitous descent
to the valley floor.

"Not even yoursel f?" M chael asked, scranmbling after her. "Especially not
nysel f," Eliane said.

M chi ko was kneeling before the shrine of the fox-goddess when she becane
aware of soneone behind her

"M chi ko?"

Joji's voice

"Yes, ny brother." Her head continued to be bowed in prayer. "How are you?"
"I must speak with you."

"When | finish ny prayers,"” she said, "we can take a wal k around the garden
Joji glanced surreptitiously at the guards, standing unconfortably cl ose,
wat chi ng M chi ko, watching him and said, "No. | nust speak with you in
private." He had turned his head so that the guards could not read his lips.
"If this is about Masashi, my answer is the same as before."

"M chi ko, | beg of you. | know who these guards are. | nust see you alone.”
Hearing the note of desperation in his voice, she said, "All right." She
consi dered the options. "In the hour of my bath," she said at length. "At six
o' clock. Do you renenber that part of the fence that was in need of repair?"
"The pl ace where the foxes used to cone?"

"Yes," she said. "I put norning glories up instead of repairing it. It is

i mportant for the foxes to be here. It is a sacred spot for them" She sniled
because she did not want the guards to think that they were speaking of
anyt hi ng serious. "The hole is big enough for you to fit through. Cone to the
kitchen entrance just before six. I'll arrange for the cook to let you in."

At a quarter to six, Joji slipped through the ragged hole the foxes had made
in the banboo, edged his way to the kitchen entrance of his stepsister's
house.

As arranged, the cook, an old wonan who had been in the Yamanmoto enpl oy for
years, opened the door, ushering himinside. She took himsilently through the
house. At |length, she knelt in front of a sliding door, knocked very softly.
Apparently hearing an affirmation frominside, she beckoned for Joji to enter
He went across on his knees. The roomwas all of stone. Steamswirled wite,
and he i medi ately began to sweat. He could see M chi ko's bare back as she sat
upright in the tiled tub

"I have sent the girls out," Mchiko said. "Whatever you have to say, say it
qui ckly, Joji. W have little tine."

"I know where Masashi is holding Tori." For a nmoment Joji thought she hadn't
heard him Then M chi ko gave a stifled cry. "\Were?" she whispered. "Ch, where



i s nmy granddaughter?"

"At the warehouse in Takashi ba. Do you know t he place?"

M chi ko nodded. "OF course | knowit. It is half owned by Nobuo's Yanmanoto
Heavy Industries.” She turned to face him and he could see how pal e she was.
"But how did you find this out, Joji-chan?"

He told her, then, how he had tried to enlist the aid of Kai Chosa, how he had
finally gone to Kozo Shiina, what Shiina had told himto do, what had
transpired at the warehouse in Takashi ba when he and Shozo had gone there.

M chi ko hung her head. "Ch, you stupid, stupid boy," she said in a sigh
"None of this would have happened," he pointed out, "if you had agreed to help
me agai nst Masashi. But when | saw Tori, | understood everything. | knew why
you had to refuse to help ne."

"Ch Joji," she said sadly, "you don't understand anything. | had hoped to
spare you all this. | had hoped that at |east you, of all the famly, would
not becone invol ved and be inperiled."

Joji stared at her. "Wat do you nean?"

"Mont hs ago, your brother Masashi nade a deal with Shiina."

"What ! "

"Keep your voice down, Joji-chan, and listen to nme. If Shiina says he is your
ally agai nst Masashi and he tells Masashi that he is his ally, he nust be up
to somet hing. But what?" She thought a nonent. "Buddha," she said. "It was
Shiina's idea for you to invade the warehouse at Takashi ba?"

Joj i nodded.

"Masashi is going to find out, of course. Perhaps he already knows. Msashi

will be after you. That's what Shiina nust want. |If Masashi kills you, only
one Taki brother will remain. Knowi ng Shiina, he has already devised the

nmet hod by which he will elimnate Masashi. Then he will have what he's wanted
all along: the destruction of the Taki-gum!"

"Ch no!"

"Quickly," Mchiko said, rising. "Get ny towel. You nust take nme to the

war ehouse. W nust rescue Tori. Once | know she's safe, perhaps we can dea
with Kozo Shiina in his own perverse manner." She smled as Joji dried her.
"Yes," she said, "that would suit nme very well. Kozo Shiina has a great many
sins to atone for."

"My time is over here," Mchael said. They had nade their way back to Eliane's
house in silence. Once inside, they had gone their separate ways to shower and
change. Now, they nmet in the kitchen. It was just before eight o' clock in the
morning. "I'moff for Tokyo in a couple of hours.™

El i ane was fixing fresh-squeezed juice. "You're going to have sone troubl e at
the airport," she said, shoving the norning's Honolulu Advertiser at him The
banner headlines told of the "Massacre in the Wst Maui Muntains," as the
newspaper had nanmed the battle at Fat Boy Ichimada's. "The | ocal police are
going to be swarming all over Maui, not to nmention every avail abl e agent of
the U S. Immgration and Naturalization Service. The INS is the federal agency
nost involved in cracking down on the Yakuza activities on the Islands. You'l
never get through Inmgration.”

"There's no problemthere,"” Mchael said. "I spoke to nmy contact in Washi ngton
this nmorning. He's squared everything with the Feds. W'll be |eft al one—that,
| can guarantee. Anyway, |'ll be better off in Tokyo. That's nmy turf. | can

use ny contacts there to find Ude. He must be | ong gone by now. "

"Maybe," Eliane said. She split a papaya, scooped out the dark, bitter seeds
that | ooked Iike caviar. She handed hint half a papaya, along with a spoon
"Thanks. "

"And maybe not," she went on. "There's a chance he's still on the island, and
if so, I think I know where he would be."

"I don't hold out much hope of that," Mchael said, setting aside the fruit.
"But if there's any chance at all, let's take it."

In the Jeep, he said, "Wiy didn't you nention this possibility before?"
El i ane was driving, racing along the narrow road. She overtook a tour bus
| oaded with Japanese tourists. "The truth is, it just occurred to me. Wen you



told me that your people had fixed it with the Feds so that we wouldn't be

i nvolved in the Ichimda investigation, it cane to nme. Ude couldn't get off
Maui the night of the fight at Fat Boy's; it was far too late. And it's a sure
bet that yesterday the airport was crawming with I NS agents, who woul d
recogni ze himon sight. The Yakuza here are well connected anong the | oca
police, but they're terrified of the INS."

"But even if that's true,"” Mchael said, "how could you know where Ude woul d
hi de out ?"

"That's not so difficult to work out. Now that Ichimada's dead, the fanmly
will be in disarray. Fat Boy refused to groom anyone who ni ght eventually take
his place. He believed in katam chi, the nmethod the Yakuza bosses used in the
old days to weed out the dross: He allowed his underbosses to jockey anong

t hensel ves for position. "Let the best man win!" Fat Boy was fond of saying.
Then he would figuratively cut the | egs out from under whoever was left."

They were out of lao Valley now, sw nging around toward Wil uku and t he east
si de of Maui.

"But there is a man named QOre," Eliane continued. "He is centrally

| ocat ed—neaning his turf is in and around the airport. H s people took care of
that area—nport and export—for Ichimada. It's logical to assune that Ude
would go to Ore, especially if he's been in contact with Masashi. One is
Masashi's man. "

They had passed through the ranshackle part of town and now were on the road
they had conme down the day they had net. Eliane slowed, searching for
somet hi ng. Apparently, she found it, for she pulled off the road and cane to a
st op.

"There." She pointed. "Use the gl asses."

M chael could see a paved road w nding through the nountains. If one took it
headi ng north, one would conme to Ka-hakul oa. He saw the buil dings shi mrering
in the cool, bluish light, the ancient graveyard he and Eliane had passed on
their way down from Kahakul oa when they had first net.

He saw a copse of trees, then, noving the gl asses upward, saw the house built
into the side of the nobuntains. In the glasses' heavily nmagnified view ng
field, the house |ooked as if it were no nore than a dozen yards away. A car
was parked out front. There was no activity around the house, but it was

i mpossi ble to see inside.

M chael was about to get out to take a closer |ook at the house when the front
door opened. A pair of Yakuza sol diers cane out. They went to work on the car
i nspecting it inside and out. M chael kept themin view

Wthin mnutes, one of the soldiers went back inside. He returned, acconpani ed
by another man. The sol di er was | oaded

down with paraphernalia, which he heaved into the trunk of the car. M chael
saw t hat the second man was Japanese, with a scar running down his right
cheek. He described the man to Eliane, who said, "That's Ore. Do you see any
sign of Ude?"

"No," M chael said. Then, "Wait. There's soneone in the doorway to the house."
In a noment, a figure energed. He was hal f carrying a woman. She was bound
hand and foot. The man turned toward M chael as he bent to untie the woman's
ankles. In so doing, his face becane visible.

"I's it Ude?" Eliane asked.

"Yes," Mchael said. Now his fingers gripped the glasses with a terrible

strength. "He's carrying someone. A woman, | think."

"A woman?" Eliane said. "That makes no sense. Ude canme here alone."

"Well, he's not alone now," Mchael said. "This will nake it easier for us.
He' Il have soneone el se on his mind when we— He gave a strangled cry as he

saw Ude pull the hair back fromthe woman's face. Hi s scal p craw ed.

"I't's Audrey," M chael whispered hoarsely. "That bastard has ny sister!"”
Wthout a word, Eliane snatched the glasses fromhim She put themto her
face. As she watched, Audrey squatted and urinated at the side of the road.

Her head lolled on her neck. As soon as she was finished, Ude bound her ankles
again. Then, hefting her over his shoul der, he dunped her into the back of the



car. Then he got in.

"My dear CGod!" Eliane said.

"What is it?" Mchael asked. "For God's sake, Eliane, what's going on?"

El i ane said nothing. She was staring at Audrey. Her face was white. M chael
pull ed Eliane out of the driver's seat, got in hinself. Before she had tinme to
settle in the passenger's seat, he had pulled out after the fast-disappearing
car.

"I want to know what's going on," he said as he drove. "Eliane, what is it?"

"I don't know what's happened," she said. It was as sudden as a dam bursti ng.

It was as if her entire face darkened. "It's all cone apart!”
"What has?"

"M chael, | was the one who ki dnapped your sister."

"What ?"

"I didit to protect her. Masashi had tried to get to her once. | didn't want
himto try again.”

"But why would he? My father is dead; she can't be used as |everage anynore."
"Philip sent her something, didn't he?"

So | was right, Mchael thought. What Dad sent Audrey is vitally inportant.
"I't was you | fought in my father's study!"

"I"'msorry that happened,” Eliane said. "Your presence was an accident; | had
no ot her choice.”

"You coul d have told me why you were there. W could have worked sonet hi ng
out. Faked the ki dnapping."

El i ane shook her head. "Wuld you have believed me? | doubt it. In any case, |
couldn't take the chance. Besides, | had to nake it authentic. In order to
confuse Masashi, | could not dare assenble a fake abduction. And | did not
want to inplicate you in any way."

"But you took the katana ny father gave nme. \Where is it?"

"I don't have it," Eliane said. "Your father stole it years ago froma nman
naned Kozo Shiina. He's the | eader of the Jiban. The sword, forged for Prince
Yamat o Takeru hundreds of years ago, is one of the Jiban's sacred synbol s,
along with the Katei document. It is said that when Shiina next uses the

sword, the Jiban will have attained its goal. |I think Shiina has it again."
"You gave it to hin?" M chael asked incredul ously.
"No," Eliane said sadly. "It was taken fromne by force."

The katana was one thing; he could not get Audrey off his mnd. "But if you
took Audrey for safekeeping,” Mchael said, "howis it that Ude has her now?"
"I don't know," Eliane confessed. "I brought her here to Maui and stashed her
away at Fat Boy |chinmada's hideaway in Hana. | knew he wasn't using it, and it
was the | ast place anyone searching for her would | ook. Especially Msashi. O
so | thought."

Now for the difficult question, Mchael thought. "Does Masashi know about the
postcard ny father sent to Audrey?"

"He nust," Eliane said. "I know he intercepted the letter your father wote to
you. "

"But | got the letter," Mchael said.

"I"'mnot surprised," she said. "That nmeans Masashi knows why you're here. He's
using you as his ferret. You're going to find the Katei document, but you're
going to be doing it for him You can bet he's got us under surveillance and

t hat

he'll be there at the end, to take it fromyou when you di scover where it is
your father hid it."

O, Mchael thought, you're Msashi's agent. Wat better way to keep an eye on
me? What better way to be in at the end if and when | do find the Katei
document ? And how can | divine the truth? You've lied and lied to me in so
many | ayers that 1'Il never sort the truth out.

"This is ny battle now, too," Eliane said. "M chael, |I'mresponsible for your
sister's safety. It's because of ne that she's in danger now. Ude's headi ng
for the airport. No doubt arrangenents have been nade for himto smuggle
Audrey out of Hawaii. Masashi will want to know what your father sent her. And



when she tells him which she will, he'll have no nore use for her. If we
don't stop Ude here, we may never find Audrey alive."

M chael was listening with only one ear. That is, he wondered whet her he could
trust her and, if so, how far. He remenbered what bis father had told him

that divining the truth gets harder the older one grows. It was true, perhaps.
But M chael possessed Tendo, the Way of heaven. The Way of heaven, Tsuyo had
said, is truth.

"Don't worry," he said. "W'll stop Ude here."

M chael knew t hat when he had accepted Jonas's conmission to find out who had
killed Philip Doss and why, he had dedicated hinself to this path for the rest
of his life. And he was not about to give it up now.

There's only one way to find out for certain which side Eliane is on, he

t hought, gunning the engine. |'ve got to play this out to the very end.

Ude had parked his car monments before M chael and Eliane pulled into the
Kahul ui airport, sone distance away. Now he and the | ocal Yakuza sol di er whom
Ore had provided were nmet by airport personnel, who clinbed inside the car

Ude started up, drove through the freight entrance. Ten nminutes |ater he and
One's soldier, dressed in airline-maintenance overalls, emerged onto the
tarmac, riding a notorized |uggage cart. On the back of it was a | arge wooden
crate, stenciled yamanoto heavy industries: autonmotive parts: fragile.

The private air traffic was directed to | and sonme di stance away fromthe

| onger landing strip, used by the DC-10's arriving directly from San Franci sco
and the 707's of the nore frequently scheduled interisland airlines.

Masashi's plane, a small DC-9, had already | anded. A pax-stand, nobile stairs,
was being rolled into position by two uniformed attendants as Ude and the
soldier rolled through the freight gate and out onto the tarnac.

In the background Ude could see a rmuch | arger comercial DC 10, from which the
| ast straggl e of passengers was debarking. No wonder there were so many people
her e.

As he watched, one of the attendants |left the pax-stand to open the DC9's

car go-bay doors. A uniformed guard sat at a gate in the wire fence that |ed
out to the tarmac. Ude scanned the crowd as he enmerged fromthe freight

ent rance.

The first uniformed attendant, finished with |ocking the nobile stairs in

pl ace, went to help his conpani on open the | ower-bay doors of the |uggage and
servi cing conpartnents. Why should they be doing that rather than clinbing the
stairs to help the plane's crew? Wthout conscious thought, Ude noved slightly
so that he could get a glinpse of the man's face. He saw a swath of bandage
across the bridge of the nose.

"Buddha!" he breathed. It was M chael Doss! "Get this crate aboard the plane
no matter what happens,” he told the Yakuza sol dier as he bolted off the

| uggage carrier.

"Hey!" Ude pointed as he yelled to the guard. He was running at full speed
toward the DC-9. "Those people aren't airline personnel!™

The guard left his post, began to run toward Masashi's plane, his hand
searching for his bol stered sidearm

M chael sprinted across the tarmac, ignoring Eliane's shout of protest. The
jet fumes choked him turning the air a dirty blue, unbreathable, the

at nosphere of an alien planet. H's eyes watered and his vision clouded. There
was a hot wi nd pushing hi mbackward, drowning out the guard's shouts. He
ducked under the wing of the DCG9, slipped on a patch of iridescent oil
skidded into the base of the nobile stairs.

Shook himself as Ude hurtled into him Mchael went down, his hands raised to
keep the bl ade of a tanto, a Japanese knife, from slashing him

M chael tried a liver kite, finding the steel blade com ng at his abdonen. Ude
used the haft of the tanto to block the strike, then whirled cl ockw se,

pi cking up energy fromthe nmovenent of M chael's body, conbining it with the
nonment um of his own.

M chael was aware of how frightened he was. Frightened for Audrey. The thought
of her with this beast was intolerable. He bit his lip, fighting back the rage



that threatened to overwhel mhim

Ay long as there is fear, Tsuyo had said, there will be defeat. Hate, anger
confusion, fright. These are all aspects of one attitude. Fear. The nore a
warrior can let go, the nore he retains. This is difficult for any student to
understand, since his |labor here is to absorb. If you think only of revenge,
your body will be made weak by your obsession. You will cease to have options
open to you, until all strategy di sappears, |eaving only one thing: the

t hought of revenge.

But revenge for what Ude had done to Audrey was what filled Mchael's nind

Wt hout thinking, he grabbed Ude's right wist with his left hand, kept his
circular notion going so that he took Ude's own notion, using it against him
to pull himinto another hand strike.

But Ude was prepared and, sidestepping, nmanaged to bypass the brunt of the
blow. But in so doing, he crashed against the railing of the cranped
nmobi | e-stairs platform

In that instant, Mchael used his |egs again, scissoring themat the ankles,
trappi ng Ude's cal ves between them

Ude went down. Sirens were wailing, and M chael turned, saw the Yakuza sol dier
who had been with Ude kneeling in the sharpshooter's position. He dived behind
the pax-stand as a bullet slamed into the metal beside his ear.

He was pinned down, and Ude was shaking hinself, ready to throw the tanto into
M chael's chest. M chael wanted to run, but the Yakuza had hi m pi nned down.
Then he saw Eliane energe fromthe other side of the DC-9. She hurled a snal

pi ece of luggage at the soldier. It hit himsquarely on the side of the head
and he went down, his gun clattering across the tarnac.

M chael turned and ran. He was thinking of nuto. Muto, Tsuyo said, neans

wi thout sword. If all you can do is enconpassed by your skill as a swordsnan,
then in many, nmany instances you will be at a distinct disadvantage. The
nodern warrior nust be adept at using everythi ng—and not hi ng—n order to bring
about victory in conbat.

Mit o neant this.

El i ane had used nuto. And this is what it neant to him It neant life.

Audr ey, he thought as he ran, where are you?

Behind him Ude was lurching dizzily to his feet and heading after him Saw
El i ane energe from beneath the DC-9's wing, her angle cutting down the

di stance so that she was at his side

Across the tarmac, toward the only sanctuary open to them the DC 10 that had
just cone in. They raced up the pax-stand. M chael grabbed a flight attendant
standing at the top, pushing her heavily backward into the interior of the

pl ane. "Shut the door!" he shouted to the pair of flight attendants, who were
staring at himgoggl e-eyed. Keeping one eye on the captain and copilot, who
had come hal fway out of their seats.

M chael saw Ude racing up the pax-stand holding a snmall boy to his chest as a
shield. Behind him the young nother ran, weeping, inploring himto give her
back her child.

M chael yelled at the crew, "For Christ's sake, do as |I say!"

But they were paralyzed with fear, and only Eliane saved him She dived at the
door, hauling it inward.

Heard the conforting thunp! as the thick hatch cl osed and was | ocked.

Saf el

Jonas was at home, poring through the BITE field reports. At first, he had
been di ssecting those that went back over the past six years—the tine when
CGeneral Hadley's file had determ ned that the string of |eaks in BITE security
had begun. But then something in one of the earliest field reports had jogged
Jonas' s menory—-back to the year before. And fromthere he had been
backt r acki ng.

Now that there was a pattern of sorts, he could see that he had been | osing
ground to the Soviets for fifteen years at least. Nothing |inear; an operative
here, an initiative there. And in between, mnor advances agai nst the



Russi ans. A gane of give-and-take: the norm Now, with the field reports in
front of him he could see that it was anything but the norm

A phal anx of paper cups filled with various amunts of cold coffee were |lined
up beside his papers. He had been at this for so Iong, he could no | onger
renenber the last time he had eaten, |et al one when he had slept. He rubbed
his eyes, then rummaged in a drawer, snapped open a bottle of Gelusil tablets,
ate several

Scanned his findings. According to what he had unearthed here, Hadley's file
was wrong: The |leaks to the Soviets had been going on for far |onger than six
years. Not only that. The pace of |eaking intelligence had escal ated during
the past year. In nmuch the same way that the Japanese econom c aggr essi veness
had shifted. Gdd that both shoul d be happeni ng, Jonas thought wearily.

The red phone on his desk rang, and he snatched it up imediately. It was just
past two a.m—a tine when bad news is delivered.

"You had better get over here right away," the duty officer at BITE said.
"I"ve alerted CGeneral Hadley's office. There's a Code Blue alert."

Code Bl ue: highest priority.

It took Jonas just under fourteen mnutes to get to the BITE offices, which
was a record of sorts. At one point, he had pushed the speedoneter up past one
hundr ed.

From the car he had phoned his assistants, and they were on their way. He
passed through security and entered the conpound. The buil ding was quiet,

hunm ng efficiently along. The duty officer was waiting for himin the | obby.
Jonas saw security people all over

"No one in, no one out," the duty officer said, "until you give the al

clear."”

Jonas gave the nanes of his assistants to the security people so that they
woul d be et through when they arrived.

Up on the eighth floor, Jonas could hear the nurnuring of the all-night

nmoni toring of the Asian and Eastern European stations. Bl TE was never cl osed;
it was al ways dayti ne sonewhere in the world

The duty officer |led Jonas down the hall. In Jonas's office, he turned on the
conput er, accessed the central file. Imediately, lettering came on
surrounded by orange bars. core data deleted, the screen flashed over and
over.

Jonas sat down at his desk, began punching in codes, getting deeper and deeper
into the BITE central nenory core.

"Ch Christ," he said in a nonent. He passed his hand across his face. H s head
hurt, and he had troubl e breathing. Went back to the keyboard, did the routine
all over again. Wth the same result.

By this time, his assistants had arrived. Jonas |ooked up. "It's our Russian
net wor ks. Soneone has accessed all the core data about them nanes, dates,
contacts, sleepers, everything. And then deleted themfromthe central file."
"There are no hard copies,"” one of Jonas's assistants said. "And no backups of
any kind. Unless there's an operative with total recall, we've lost all our
basi c data on every network, field operation and foreign asset pertaining to

t he Soviet Union."

At that nmoment, the intercomon Jonas's desk buzzed.

"Yes?" Jonas said, stabbing at a button

"Someone down here wants to come up." Jonas recogni zed the voice of one of the
security people in the | obby.

"Wio is it?"

"Ceneral Hadley, sir."

Jonas, his stomach turning to water, said, "Send himup." He sent the duty
officer to nmeet Hadley at the elevator, then cleared his office of personnel
Jesus, Jonas thought, he wasn't supposed to get here for another couple of
days.

The duty officer led Hadley into the office, then left, closing the door
behi nd hi m

"How are you, Jonas?" Hadley said. "It's been a long tine since we saw each



ot her."

Though he was over eighty, Sam Hadl ey was still a handsome man. Hi s hair was
white now, there were deep lines scoring his |leathery face and the backs of
hi s hands were darkened by liver spots. But the energy of the frame, the canny
intelligence of the eyes renmai ned undi nmed.

He sat down in a chair. "How |l ong have we known one another, Jonas?"

"Along tine," Jonas said.

"W go back to the beginning, don't we? To Tokyo, to a time before Bl TE had
even been born." Hadl ey shook his head, let out a sigh. "What's been happeni ng
here, Jonas?"

"You nean tonight?"

"I't's not just tonight," Hadley said. "Tonight's a disaster that unfortunately
has been six years in the naking." Jonas thinking, Oh Christ, he's seen the
report. "Just how bad is it?"

Jonas told himall he knew

"Good Christ," Hadley said. "If the Russians have that information, our
intelligence has been set back—what ?—a decade, maybe nore." He shook his head.
"Even the sl eepers? Cnh Lord."

He stood up and began to pace. "Wo's the nole, Jonas? Only soneone inside

BI TE had the requisite security codes to access the central file and then
delete the data."

"There are only a few people it could be," Jonas said. "Even nost of the

top-l evel executives don't have the delete codes."

Hadl ey frowned. "Wy delete the data at all? Wiy not just steal it? The
conputer woul dn't have flagged that as it did the deletion of core data. It
meant we'd get onto it quicker."

"Maybe, " Jonas said, "that's the point. Maybe whoever the nole is wants us to
know what he did. Which would mean he's already bolted. I'Il get on it right
now. Full priority." He was reaching for the phone when Hadl ey waved hi m of f.
"That won't be necessary."

"What do you nean?"

"We're old compatriots,"” Hadley said. "Mdre, we're old friends. Maybe it'll be
less difficult comng fromme." He stopped his pacing, stood in front of Jonas
as if he were about to nake a last request. "It's the end, Jonas." There was
sadness in his eyes. "I'mbringing in new people. Fresh blood. BITE has gotten
old, stale; it's been infiltrated. Its time has passed."

Jonas felt dizzy. There was a buzzing in his ears. He felt as if he was having
a heart attack. "Sir, you can't—=

"I"'mtruly sorry,"” Hadl ey said, "but the orders have been cut and i npl enented.
The president has been infornmed, and ny men are already sealing the building.
My investigators will be here nonentarily. So you see, you can relax. There's
nothing nore for you to do. As of this nmoment, BITE has ceased to exist."
Jonas, white as chalk, keeled over in his chair.

Ude, keeping the boy against his chest, withdrew the steel shaken from an

i nsi de pocket of his overalls. He was at the foot of the nobile stairs. The
crowmd had turned into a screamng, mlling mass. Ude could snell the hysteria
inthe air, like a pungent perfune; it excited him

The arned guard who had chased after M chael and Eliane was fairly close. Ude
flicked his wist, and the guard's eyes opened w de as the throwi ng star
enbedded itself in his chest. He fell to his knees, reached out to support

hi nsel f, toppl ed sideways.

Ude ran to where the guard lay, gathered up the fallen pistol. He checked the
chanmbers, filled the two enpty ones fromthe extra bullets on the guard's

bel t.

There were three nore guards—er perhaps policenen—running out through the
security gate. Ude ainmed and squeezed the trigger and they went down, one,

two, three, like ducks in a shooting gallery. He had no time to waste with
their neddling, but he was careful to count the bullets used.

He scranbl ed underneath the carriage of the DG 10. This was Maui, and it would
take some tinme, he knew, for nore police to nake their appearance. But even



so, he had a finite anmount of time. The thing was to get on with it.

On the far side of the jet, he found both the servicing and the | uggage
conpartnent doors open. He shoved the boy onto the tarmac. Wth a grunt, Ude

| evered hinself up into the dark, chill |uggage bay.

Stuffing the gun inside his overalls, he reached up, fingertips searching for
the seamthat woul d define the inner panel that would give himaccess into the
cabin itself. The bul khead, as in all such planes, was constructed of

al uminum Every ten or fifteen inches, vertical struts supported the thin
sheets that were wel ded together. Found the panel, and began exploring wth
his fingertips. Felt the tiny circular ridges that told himthere was no way
he could open it by conventional neans; it was screwed in fromthe opposite

si de.

Ude dug into his overalls, found what he had gotten from Ore's people, who had
met himoutside the bar in Wailuku early this nmorning. It had been his chosen
nmet hod of getting into the house in lao Valley. Ude had di scovered through his
| ocal contacts where Eliane Yamanpto had rented a house. It was there that Ude
had planned to kill M chael. Now that M chael was holed up inside the DC 10
this same met hod woul d do quite nicely—for the sane purpose.

Wor ki ng qui ckly, he extracted a roll of what appeared to be thick tape. It was
a quarter-inch wide, a sickly pale-white and had the consistency of

pl asticene. As he unrolled the Primacord, Ude pressed it just inside the
panel's reinforcing structure, which was clearly outlined frominside the bay.
When the Primacord was in place, Ude cut the end with a pocket knife, dropped
the roll. Now he searched around. He dragged a crate over to a spot directly
beneat h the access panel. Wedging two pi eces of Sansonite |uggage on top did
it. Now the Primacord was both braced and covered by the makeshift wall.

Expl osions, like all such forces of nature, tended to take the path of | east
resi stance. Had Ude not taken the trouble to brace the Primacord, the bul k of
what was about to happen woul d bl ow through the bay, nmost likely killing him
Crouchi ng down behind the crate, Ude Iit a match. Put it to the Primacord,

whi ch was, in effect, string plastique.

Whoonp!

The DC- 10 shuddered, and Ude was up, clinmbing on the crate. He had no fear of
hot metal, since aluminum s thermal coefficient was so high, it [ost heat

i medi ately. Dragged hinmsel f through the ragged hol e where the access pane

had been.

Squeezed off two nore shots as two of the crew nenbers ran toward him They
crunpl ed, and he raced past them He could see them now. They were just
turning toward the aft section of the main cabin, where the explosion had

t aken pl ace.

M chael : the objective.

The Yanmanoto Heavy Industries main factory conpl ex took up six square bl ocks
in the outskirts of the port city of Kobe, just south of Tokyo. The

congl omerate's offices were so vast that a precise network of shuttle

scoot er s—aanuf act ured by Yamanoto, of course-was needed to ferry personne
fromone industry nodul e to anot her

When Masashi arrived, his face was checked against a master list by a

uni formed security guard. He was directed to park in the main Iot. Once there,
Masashi found a bl ue-coded shuttle waiting to take himto the aerospace
nodul e.

Yamanot o Aer ospace occupi ed the nmpst sout heasterly quadrant of the conpl ex.
Its ferroconcrete superstructure rose twelve stories into the snmog-1|aden air.
But whereas other sectors of Yamanmoto Heavy | ndustries occupied spirelike
towers, the aerospace division—er kobun—was housed in a vast series of

hori zont al buil di ngs.

The shuttle left Masashi at the entrance, where his identity was again
checked. A guard was assigned to him both to guide himto his destination and
to keep an eye on him This was standard conpany procedure, and Masashi coul d
admre the severity of the conglonmerate's internal-security code

The guard | ed Masashi inside what at first appeared to be the world's



| ar gest —and bar est —war ehouse. Once Masashi's eyes grew accustoned to the

di mess of the light—for there was not even one w ndow-he recogni zed t he space
for what it was: an airplane hangar.

Nobuo Yamanoto was standing in the center of the space. Beside and above him

| oomed a shrouded shape. |medi ately, Masashi's pul se began to race. This is
it, he thought. This is our agent of destruction. The great w nged steed that
woul d bring glory to Japan.

As Masashi began to wal k toward Nobuo, he could see that the massive shape was
draped in tarpaulins. Nobuo's face was hidden in the shadows cast by the
shape.

"I's this it?" Masashi asked. "lIs it ready?"

Nobuo nodded curtly. "W are ready for the test run. The first and only. Every
conponent has been exhaustively tested on its own, both before it becane part
of the whole and afterward.”

Masashi's eyes were shining. "I want to see it," he said in the thick tone of
voi ce a man uses when he wants to see his |lover's naked body.

Nobuo, watchi ng Masashi's reactions, felt only disgust. For this man, whose
greed was seem ngly boundl ess, and for hinmself for being so weak as to provide
Masashi with this instrunent of Armageddon. For surely, Nobuo thought, that is
what will ensue if Masashi's mad plan reaches fruition.

But what am| to do? He has my granddaughter. Am 1 to sacrifice her tender
l[ife in order to defeat a madman? WII her nother understand that | nade the
decision that the child must give up her life for her country?

Nobuo was in a frenzy of indecision. Convulsively, his fingers closed around a
cord hanging fromthe near corner of the tarp. He gave a tug

And the sleek, futuristic shape of the Yamanoto FAX jet fighter was reveal ed.
Its fusil age was stubby, tapered at the nose, blunt and ugly at its rear

where a cluster of cylinders circled its quad tail pipes. Its wi ngs, too, were
of a radical shape: wi de and inpossibly short for a plane, curving down at a
steep angle at their tips.

"I's it ready?" Msashi repeated.

"We'll see now," Nobuo said. His heart was encased in ice, his linbs felt nunb
and it seened to himthat soneone el se was speaking. As the FAX ground crew
began preparations for takeoff, he said, "The cruising speed is Mach-four, but
of course, it is capable of bursts upward of Mach-six."

The pilot was being assisted into the cockpit. The canopy slid shut, and as
soon as everyone was out of the way, the engines started up

"But it's not only speed that makes this jet special,"” Nobuo said. "Not by a

| ong shot."

The far end of the hangar slid open to reveal a concrete runway. The FAX
taxied out onto it, cane into position and paused. They could hear the whine
of its jets cranking up to speed. Blue-black snoke drifted fromit, and the
heat of the jets made the air ripple behind it.

Nobuo | ed Masashi to a makeshift command post. They stood in front of a
wor ki ng radar screen that had been set up on the tarmac. "W're ready,"” Nobuo
sai d. He nodded his head to a man wi th headphones, who spoke into the
nout hpi ece.

The FAX | eaped forward. It raced down the runway at breakneck speed. One
nmonent it was racing along the tarmac, the next it was airborne.

Upward it streaked, a soaring eagle, its shape strange and ungainly.

Masashi could not tear his gaze away fromthe jet fighter. "Wen?" he asked
breat hl essl y.

"The pilot will activate the device in fifteen seconds,"” Nobuo answered. "As
soon as the plane has enough height to be picked up by radar." He eyed the
screen, saw the blip come up right on schedule. "There she is." He found that
despite his profound fears, the excitenment of anticipation ran through him
The FAX was his creation, after all.

" four, three, two, one," he said, following the flight path of the FAX
on the radar screen

And in that instant, the plane disappeared fromthe screen.



"Buddha! " Masashi breat hed.

The two men stared into the CRT screen, which was free of blips. The cl oaking
devi ce works, Nobuo thought. No radar can pick up the FAX. But the plane is
there. Now Masashi will use it to drop his nucl ear payl oad on China, and there
isn't a thing anyone can do about it until it's too late.

When t he expl osi on cane, Eliane was taking a |l ook at Mchael's battered nose.
It had begun to bleed again during the fight with Ude.

"M chael!" Eliane was saying. "You've had enough. You're no match for—

Then the ignited Primacord bl ew open the access panel to the aft |uggage bay.
White noise, white heat, white snoke, perneated the cabin of the DC 10 at

al nost the sane tine.

"What +" M chael said. H's body ached, and his head was spinning. It was
taking a great deal of concentration to keep the pain from overwhel mi ng him
"Ude!" Eliane cried.

Heard t he gunshots, saw two of the uniformed crew go down. Eliane turned to
the captain, who was energing fromthe flight deck with the emnergency
first-aid kit that she requested he bring for Mchael's wounds. "Start up the
engi nes! " she said.

The captain stared at her, dunmbfounded. "What was that—=

"CGet back into the cockpit and get us rolling!" Eliane ordered.

"But we're low on fuel,"” the captain protested.

"I's there enough to get us off the ground and circling?"

"Yes, but with the |uggage-bay doors open—

"Then keep us low, " she said. "Just do it! Now " Shoving M chael down, noving
qui ckly away from him

The captain ducked back, sat down and began flipping swi tches. The heavy whi ne
of the jets starting.

M chael crouched painfully behind a seat back. He could not see Eliane. The
DC- 10 began to nove. Ude's head popped up. The pistol's nmuzzle was |ike a

bl ack gaping maw as he leveled it at M chael

Di ved sideways even as he saw the bright flash. The bullet spannnged! off the
nmetal frame of the seat top behind which M chael was crouched.

The jet was beginning to taxi now Fleetingly, Mchael wondered how t he
captain was explaining to the tower about their unschedul ed novenment. The huge
DC-10 in fromthe mainland was not far away, and the interisland traffic was
pretty much constant.

Anot her shot from Ude, and M chael ducked behi nd anot her seat. Again he
lurched into the aisle. Again shots ricocheted through the cabin. But M chael
was hal fway down the cabin, and as he noved again, he heard the click of gun's
hamrer striking an enpty chanber. No shot! Ude's gun was enpty.

M chael, already sprinting, closing the gap between them heard Eliane's
warning too late. He saw Ude's hand suddenly filled with the glint of sharp
nmetal . The arm was cocked, the shaken, the steel throwi ng star, already being
rel eased.

Desperately, Mchael tried to check his forward momentum He managed to hurl
hi nsel f out of the way of the whirring shaken, but in the process, he slamed
into the corner of the bul khead.

He nust have bl acked out for a noment, because he was abruptly aware of Ude
draggi ng himdown into the rent the explosion had nade in the cabin floor

He summoned up what reserves of energy he possessed. Then the DC- 10 | urched
left and he was pulled all the way through, down into the aft baggage hol d.
He cried out as he hit the edge of a crate. There was little

[ight here. But enough canme fromthe open door out onto the blurred tarmac,
speedi ng by, that he could see Ude crouched down. He was wi elding a | ength of
metal chain with a pair of wooden bandi es.

M chael could see that Ude's lips were pulled back in a conbination of smle
and reaction to shock and pain. "Now we will see," Ude said, "who is the
sensei." As he spoke, he whirled the chain in front of him

Ude, grinning fiercely, held up the dark-red braided cord. "Can't you get up?
Here it is, cone and get what your father left behind! It will do you little



good after | kill youl"

M chael had no strength left. He prepared hinself to die.

Then Ude turned away; his expression had changed entirely. Eliane stood before
him She had dropped down through the rent in the floor, and now she
confronted the big man.

"You," Ude said. "Well, | don't mind at all. 1'll kill you first, then finish
off what | started.”

El i ane did not respond. She did not speak; she did not nmove. It was as if she
were nade of stone. But her mind was alive. It was concentrated on iro.

Normal ly, iro nmeant color, but in the martial arts it referred to the

i ntention of the opponent: the color of his mnd. Now, as Eliane concentrated,
she divined that Ude's intention was for the one killing bl ow And know ng
that this was Ude's iro, she followed it.

Al the way to the end.

Ude, intent on strangling Eliane, dropped the braided cord at his feet. It was
a gesture of disdain for bis opponent. And a distraction. He rushed in,
bringing the chain in | ow and straight on. Eliane did nothing. She had not
assuned the attack pose, had not raised her fists. As a result, Ude was
already exulting in his victory, already picturing Eliane withing at his
feet, the chain cutting off her breath.

VWhirling at the last instant, Eliane slapped at the chain so that its center
di pped down, touching the floor. At that instant, she tranped down on it. The
chai n snapped out of Ude's hands. Eliane took one step forward and began her
own killing bl ow.

The DC-10 was at the limt of its ground space. The forces at play in the jet
fluctuated, and the two antagonists |ost their bal ance.

El i ane hit her head on the corner of a crate. Ude recovered, grabbed Eliane by
her bl ouse, whirled her over onto her back, shoved her forward.

Now El i ane's head and shoul ders were out of the open hatch. The DC- 10 was
lifting off the ground. Half dazed, Eliane felt herself bei ng maneuvered out
of the jet. It was a long, |ethal way down.

Only her hips and legs were still within the |uggage bay. The wi nd, whipping
at her cruelly as the jet picked up speed, nmade both breathing and seeing
extremely difficult. She kicked out, connected with Ude's knee.

Ude turned, picked up the length of chain. Wth a cry of hatred, he whipped it
around Eliane's neck. But at the sanme time, Eliane was using her hands in the
helix, an atem, a percussive strike. Ude, intent in his bloodlust, did not
see it comng until it was too |ate.

H s own nomentum conbined with Eliane's desperate blow. The edge of her hand
caught him |l engthw se just over his heart. He heard a rib crack, then he was
engul fed in a sea of pain.

I mredi ately, Eliane twi sted the chain, wenching free his grip. She kicked out
and, with a cry of total surprise, Ude was catapulted out of the hatch
Falling like a spent cinder onto the tarmac of the runway.



SPRI NG 1947- AUTUW 1948

TOKYO

Because of Col onel Silvers's death—because of the violent nature of that

deat h—ceneral Hadl ey becanme directly involved with Central Intelligence G oup
affairs in the Far East. MacArthur, who made the appointment, sawit as a kind
of penance. The CIG was, by and |l arge, Hadley's creation. It was a direct
outgrowt h of the OSS, the American wartime espionage network that had proved
so successful .

But times had changed. It had been President Truman's opinion that such an
organi zati on had no place in peacetine. |If General Hadl ey, whomthe president
held in the highest esteem had not argued | ong and vociferously for its

i nception, it would never have come into existence.

Hadl ey had pointed out that the Cl Gunderstaffed and underbudgeted as it was
in the proposal that President Truman was consi deri ng—woul d be the only

organi zati on standi ng between the United States and a whol esale infiltration
of Soviet agents into levels of American governnent, industry and even
intelligence agencies such as the FBI

The chaos of the world war had made it virtually inpossible, Hadl ey had said,
to trace the backgrounds of the thousands of repatriated individuals show ng
up in hospitals and refugee centers. Further, the Soviet NKVD had becone adept
at creating convincing | egends for their agents that woul d survive the kind of
cursory inspection that was the nost the Anmerican government could currently
provide. He was perfectly serious when he told them of a school for deep-cover
agents within the Soviet Union that was known as Little Chicago. There, the
NKVD provided its elite with an authentic reproduction of an Anerican city,

| egendary for the verisinmlitude it provided its inhabitants.

Though the president was not inclined to believe that there was, as he put it,
"a communi st agent under every bed in

America," Hadl ey had been so el oquent and had presented so nuch docunentation
that Truman had gi ven himthe go-ahead to put the Cl G together

It was only right then that, nmonths | ater, Hadley be the one to clean up the
mess the rotten apple inside the CIG s Tokyo station had caused. This Far East
out post of the espionage organi zati on had gai ned trenendously in stature since
Japan was so close to the Soviet border

Because Silvers had been so high up in the organization, whol esal e changes
were effected throughout the ClG Code books were burned, dead-drop and cutout
procedures were altered, agents were recalled fromtheir infiltration
assignments for fear that their identities were known to the enemy. But that
was only the beginning. Entire networks had to be dismantled. The extent of

t he danage Silvers had caused was, in Hadley's own words, "inestinable."

For the first several nonths after Silvers's death, Hadley hinmself took the
CIG s Tokyo station helm But because there was so much cl eaning up to be
done, he assigned Jonas to handl e the day-to-day running of the office, on a

t empor ary basi s.

Jonas, with David Turner's steadying assistance, got the organi zati on back on
its feet and running so efficiently that Hadl ey nade the appoi nt nent
permanent. Along with it came a promotion for Jonas to |ieutenant col onel

For his part, David Turner volunteered to continue his irregularly schedul ed
nmeetings with Silvers's contact within the Jiban. He reasoned that it could
only be to their advantage to continue getting intelligence fromthe Jiban

But now, he worked with the know edge that the cabal of Japanese ministers was
provi di ng | egends—fictitious backgrounds—en its enenies and passing these

i ndividuals off as war crimnals beyond the jurisdiction of the war-crimes

tri bunal

Jonas and General Hadley pointed out that this was inpossible. It was their
theory that the Jiban had had Silvers nurdered because Silvers had got w nd
that Philip was onto him He had comruni cated that fear to the Jiban, trusting
that they would find a way to extricate himfromhis predi canent. |nstead,
they killed him

That being so, the Jiban nust be aware that the subsequent sweep-out at the



Cl G was because its infiltration had been bl own.

"What if we | eaked intelligence that this sweep-out was caused by anot her
factor," David Turner posed. "A factor totally unrelated to the Jiban."

"W have had sone serious setbacks recently in a couple of northern networks,"
Jonas said. He turned to Hadley. "Sir, what do you think? It would be a
positive if we could keep the Jiban on the Iine. The nore information we can
amass on them the closer we'll cone to discovering their identities."

Hadl ey turned to Philip. "What do you think, son? You' re our resident expert
on the Japanese way of thinking."

"Jonas is right,"” Philip said. "The nore names we can conpile fromthe Jiban's
intelligence, the better chance we have of working backward to discover the
makeup of the Jiban." Through Wataro Taki, Philip knew the nanes of some of
the Ji ban. But he was unable—er unwilling—to explain to these men how he had
cone into possession of those names. "Don't forget that each nane the Ji ban
gives us is another eneny of theirs. Through our contacts in Japanese

politics, it will be possible to at |east narrow the range of mnisters who
must belong to this secret society.”
"Then it's worth the risk," Hadley said. "I can get out sone convincing

scuttlebutt as to why we're cl eaning house here. Wth their connections, the
Jiban is sure to pick it up. There's a chance, though, that they won't believe
it. Then it'll be Turner here who'll be in jeopardy. H's next nmeeting with the
Jiban's contact would surely be his last."

"I'I'l take that chance, General," Turner said. "Besides, it's in the Jiban's
interest to believe the story. They still have enemi es they want di sposed of."
"That's another thing," Hadley said. "W've got to make the Jiban believe
we're continuing to termnate the men naned in their intelligence."

"Wthout actually doing it," Philip added

"Why don't we put these ministers up at our safe house?" Turner suggested.
"We've got all the conforts of home, and it'll keep themout of circulation
while we dissenminate the stories of their 'deaths.' "

"Cood idea," Jonas said.

"We're agreed, then?" Hadl ey | ooked around the room They all nodded. "Good.
But there can be no foul -ups,” he warned them "W're already on shaky ground
with the president. He doesn't want to hear any negative publicity at all."
So it was agreed to allow Turner to continue his rdv's with the Jiban in the
hope of eventually amassi ng enough evidence to incrimnate all its nmenbers.
"What is it?" Mchiko put a hand on his shoulder. "You haven't said a word in
hours."

Philip stared at the paper on which he had been doodling. Pencil lines ran
around and around in endless circles. Mrroring his thoughts on Silvers's
nmurder. He could not get over the feeling that he was m ssing sonething vital
Though it was clear that General Hadley, Jonas and David Turner felt the
matter was best left undisturbed, Philip could not let it go.

Who had killed Col onel Harold Mdrten Silvers? Hadley said that the door was
unl ocked but cl osed when he arrived. That was at eleven p.m Silvers was

al ready dead. But if the door was unl ocked, that meant Silvers had to have
known his killer, because he had let himin. The col onel would never have
opened the door to a stranger at that tinme of night.

The others suspected that Silvers's contact in the Jiban had been responsible
for his murder. But that sinply did not wash. Philip was certain that no
Japanese had used the katana to chop up Silvers. It seenmed, then, that soneone
wanted to inplicate the Jiban in Silvers's nurder. \Wo?

What had happened because of Silvers's death? Philip asked hinsel f. Genera
Hadl ey had taken over Cl G Tokyo station command, at |east tenporarily. Jonas
had been pronoted. Turner was still in place. Did any of those changes neke a
di fference? Hadl ey had been brought directly into the CIGs Far East field.
Turner's position was status quo. Jonas, of course, had been el evated faster
t han anyone woul d reasonably have predicted before Silvers's death. But the
suggestion that Jonas had nmurdered their COin order to nove up in rank was
pr epost er ous.



What, then, am | nissing? Philip wondered for the thousandth tine. He | ooked
up now into M chiko's concerned face and smled thinly. "Did you ever feel as
if you had an itch you couldn't scratch? I'msitting here with a bunch of
facts concerning Colonel Silvers's murder and | can't seemto make any sense
of them"

"You' ve been at that stone wall for nonths now," Mchiko said. "My father wll
be returning fromKyushu in a week, and we still have much to do to prepare
the way for him"

"I can't get this out of ny head,” Philip said, staring at the circles he had
drawn. They were begi nning to make himdizzy.

"What you need," she said, "is to get out of the house.' She threw himhis
overcoat, put on hers.

"Where are we goi ng?"

"Into the country," she smled at him "You'll see soon enough.”

As they set out, she said, "Hold on," taking the car through a series of
evasi ve maneuvers. |t was not something either of themhad to be reni nded of;
it was sonething they each did autonmatically.

She took himnorth, into the foothills of the Japanese al ps, which were strung
like a spiked belt across the island. It was still cold here, the roads were
icy, and here and there, patches of glossy snow lay |like wafers along the

yel | ow br own ground.

As they rose in elevation, the snow becane nore plentiful, until it lay in
connecting swaths around a countryside reluctant to thaw Open fields, white
and reflective in the | ow afternoon sun, gave way to stands of pines and
cedars. Men and wonmen at work beside the road bent to their tasks, oblivious
to the cars speedi ng by.

At length, Mchiko turned right onto a dirt path. There had been no sign, but
an anci ent banboo- and-wood gate stood open at the entrance to the hi ghway.
They runbl ed down this track, bunping against ruts, stones and patches of
slick ice. Finally, Mchiko brought themto a stop

Qut fromthe dense shadows of the cryptomeria they went. Across the snow
field. The sky was white in their eyes, where the sun hung, trying vainly to
warmthe [and. Their breath clouded the air, their shoes crunched and cracked
the thin layer of ice that had formed over the snow. There was a hush through
the field that Philip found quite extraordinary. It was as if the purple
nmount ai ns etched in the distance had gathered up all sound, flinging it far
away.

They came to a rock shrine. Piles of small stones stood in front of it.

M chi ko | eft himand, going toward the shrine, went down on her knees. She
took a joss stick out of her pocket. Planting it beside one of the piles of
stones, she lit it. Athin trail of the incense wafted upward, but the w nd
took it away fromPhilip so that he snelled only the country air.

"What is this place?" he asked.

"It is the shrine of Megam Kitsune, the fox-goddess.
kneel i ng. She seenmed to be whi spering a prayer

"Who i s she?"

M chi ko rai sed her arms. "Megam Kitsune is very powerful. She conmands al
that you see here."

Philip felt alittle thrill go through him Wsn't he the stal ker of the red
fox? Hadn't he killed a red fox when he was a boy in Pennsylvani a? Hadn't it
been the red fox that, in fact, had brought himto this very spot? He shook
hinself |ike a dog that wishes to rid itself of the cold.

"You mean that she is the goddess of the fields?" he asked.

M chi ko rose. Her prayers were done. She cane back to him Her face seened
inordinately pale, as if it were a mrror reflecting the whiteness of the snow
all around them

"You do not understand." She Iinked her armwi th his. "Megam Kitsune controls
the actions of nen and wonen; of |overs."

"Li ke us?"

M chiko lifted her head up to him kissed himvery hard on the lips. He could

M chi ko was stil



feel her nouth trenmbling a little under his, and he reached out to hold her

cl ose.

A line of geese, black against the white of the snoky sky, nmade its way toward
the snow field. They appeared to have conme fromthe shadows of the nountain
range in the near distance. In a nmonent, Philip could hear their honking
cries.

"One sunmer a very long tine ago," Mchiko said softly, "in a small village
not far fromhere, there lived a girl. She was the only child of a
stonecutter, whose wife had died in childbirth. She was willful and
headstrong. This was not surprising, for the stonecutter treated her as the
sole light of his life. Though he often wi shed to discipline her for her
frequent bad behavi or, he could not. There was already enough sadness in their
lives, he would think, and he would | et her have her way.

"One day, an old, blind man arrived at the village. The man was sick with a
fever and could not wal k. Instead, he was carried on the back of a young,
handsome nan.

"I't happened that the stonecutter was just returning hone when the old nan on
the boy's back cane up the street. Being a kind-hearted man, the stonecutter
of fered his house for the pair to stay for as long as the old man needed to
recover his strength.

"The boy thanked the stonecutter profusely. \Wen he brought the old man inside
t he house, the girl took one look at the boy and fell nmadly in love with him
Thereafter, though her father sent her to fetch the village physician, though
t he physician gave her specific instructions on how she nmust care for the old
man, the girl only had eyes for the boy. By day she followed his every nove
with her mnd as well as with her eyes. By night her dreans were filled with
his virile presence.

"The stonecutter went to his neighbor and friend the woodcutter and arranged
for the boy to work in the village, because he and the old man had no noney
and the boy was adamant about paying the stonecutter and the physician for the
services they had provided. It was true that the girl did many of the things
that the physician instructed her to performon the old, blind man. But it was
just as true that she spent hours |eaning out of her wi ndow to watch the
strong back of the boy as, stripped to the waist, he worked at choppi ng wood
for the village's houses.

"This particular sutmmer was the hottest anyone in that village could renenmber.
And perhaps the stifling heat contributed to the old man's eventual death. On
the other hand, the girl was certainly not blaneless. She neglected to feed
the old man sone of the potions the physician had prescribed for him She
failed to wipe himdown with a cool cloth at regular intervals.

"And yet, even at the funeral, over which the boy and her father presided,
along with the village priest, the girl could think of only one thing: the
boy. She watched the back of his head when he was turned away from her, the
bol d sil houette of his face when the priest instructed himin sone of the
rites.

"The next day, the woodcutter took the boy into the forest. Neither of them
returned. Arising stormfromthe southeast deterred a search party from
venturing out into the night. But it did not prevent the girl from hangi ng out
the wi ndow. When news that the two were missing flew through the vill age, her
heart had turned to stone. But she thought only of the boy, not the

woodcut ter, whom she had known from birth, who had brought her presents on
each of her birthdays, who had sworn to care for her if ever her own father
should nmeet with an untinmely end.

"Long after her father had gone to sleep, the girl, drenched to the bone by
the wi nd-driven rain, still hung fromher w ndow in hopes of spotting the boy.
She had set a lantern in her roomwhere she was certain it could be seen

t hr ough her open w ndow.

"I'n the hour of the rat—sonetime between m dni ght and two in the norni ng—she
started. She had heard a voi ce.

Perhaps it had only been the wi nd? But no! Now she heard it again. It was the



boy's voice, calling to her

"Wt hout another thought, she raced fromthe house. The storm beat at her, but
she did not care. She heard the boy's voice and she followed it, through the
streets of the town and out into the countryside.

"The stormwas at its height. The wind how ed, the rain poured down in
torrents. The ground was a slick norass. Mdre than once, the girl slipped and
fell face down in the nud. Al ways, she picked herself up and, hearing the

cal ling again, pushed on. Deeper and deeper into the woods she flew, until she
no | onger knew where she was. She no | onger cared. The thought of life w thout
t he boy was inpossible for her to bear

"At last, the forest gave way to a clearing. She saw a shadowy figure there
and, joyously, she shouted the boy's nane.

"The figure turned. It was, indeed, the boy. She ran into the clearing and
threw her arms around him

"And then, with a how of anguish and disbelief, she |urched backward. Only to
peer into the boy's face. It was true, she saw, though she pinched herself to
make sure that she was not dreami ng. The boy's face was as white as a sheet of
ice, and as glossy and cold. In fact, as she reached out, her fingers
trenbling, she discovered that it was a sheet of ice.

"As inmpossible as it seenmed, the boy was frozen solid.

"The girl's heart broke. She called out the boy's name one | ast, desperate
time, then she threw herself upon him clawing at the ice with such ferocity
that she tipped hi mover

"The two of themcrashed to the forest floor, and to her astonishnent, the ice
shattered, showering her with chill fragnments. On her hands and knees, the
sobbi ng girl fought her way through the ice shards in search of the boy. But

t here was not hing. And soon, the wind-driven rain had nelted all the ice away.
"In time, she staggered to her feet. She felt frozen herself. Her heart was
encased in ice. She noved with a shanbling, uncoordinated gait to the edge of
the clearing. There, she threw her arnms around the trunk of a tree to steady
hersel f.

"She turned to take one | ast | ook at the place where her woul d-be | over had

br oken apart. She gasped.

"For on that very spot a kind of gray snoke was coal escing. And as the girl
wat ched, it turned fromtransparent to translucent to solid. In solid form it
had a shape. And the girl recognized the conely form the high cheekbones, the
| ong eyes, the flowing hair, stippled by a light that seemed to emanate from
all around her.

"A profound fear took possession of her and shook her like the grip of a wild
animal . But her utter desperation nonentarily overcane her terror. 'The boy!’
she called out. 'Wat have you done with him'

"The figure turned, and a grin so horrifying emanated fromit that the girl
cried out and was forced to throw an arm across her eyes. "The boy,' a voice
like a knife cut came to her. 'There is no boy. There never was a boy. Nor an
old, blind man.'

"Now the girl could see that the figure was frosted in snow. On her shoul ders,
her arms and | egs glistened a pure snow of a white so | uni nescent and
brilliant that for an instant the girl was blinded.

" "There was only nme, who knows only eternal sadness and despair. | amconme to
| ead you to that which is your reward."'

"Then the painful Iight was gone. The girl blinked her eyes. The gl ade was
deserted. She returned home, but no one recogni zed her, not even her father
whom she di scovered weeping for his daughter lost in the storm

"It was not until she looked in a nmirror that, horrified, she at [ ast
understood. Her white face was filled with the lines and sags only tine can
produce. In the space of a heartbeat, she had gone frombeing a girl in the

ri peness of youth to an ol d wonan.

"She left the village the next norning, for she could no | onger tolerate the
presence of anyone she had known and who now did not know her. In time, she
cane to a nmountain pass much travel ed by those journeying from Tokyo to Kyot o.



There, she settled in a long deserted anjitsu, a sinple building used by
itinerant priests. And there she spent the renmai nder of her days, dispensing
food, aid and confort to weary travelers using the nmountain road.

"But always remaining in her nmenory was the presence of that ghastly snowclad
figure in the forest glade on that storm swept night: Megam Kitsune, the

f ox- goddess. "

The geese had | anded on the snow covered field. Their honking filled the air
with a nmel ancholy sound. Their waddling gait seened ungainly and com cal
conpared to their grace in flight.

Philip, with his armaround Mchiko said, "Is it this fox-goddess you are
afraid of ?"

She | ooked at himw th sad eyes and nutely nodded her head. They wal ked away
fromthe shrine. The last of her joss stick had burned. The geese had
qui et ened, and now only an occasi onal gust of w nd, soughing through nearby
branches, brought sound to their ears. A rabbit, frightened by their presence,
bolted ahead, its white tail bobbing as it bounded away.

"What | am afraid of = M chi ko stopped, turned her head away as if gathering
her courage. "I amafraid that | amlike the young girl. | amselfish. | want
you. Yet you are married, just as | amnmarried. Sonmetines | |ie awake at night
cold with the dread of ny transgression.”

"It's mine as well," he pointed out.

She gave him a bl eak smile, but she did not respond when he hugged her to him
As M chiko said, there had been nuch to do while her father, Wataro Taki, was
tendi ng the orange groves in Kyushu. He had already prepared for themfiles of
intelligence on the three nost powerful Yakuza families in Tokyo. But this was
al | background, and useful as it was, he had left it up to Philip and M chiko
to ferret out the current activities, inclinations and | ong-range goal s of
these three fam lies—er, as they were known in Yakuza society, -gumni.

One of the three famlies was known as the Taki-gumi, so it was clear to
Philip that Wataro wi shed to take over the operations of this clan. As he had
explained to Philip, the overriding power of the Jiban in both business and
bureaucratic circles had forced Wataro into the only avenue of power he saw
open to him the underworld of the Yakuza. Here, outside the confines of the
rigid Japanese caste society, Wataro saw his opportunity to build a power base
wi t hi n Japan.

As the oyabun, the boss, of the Taki-gumnm, doors into business, the

bur eaucracy, even the government, would be open to himin the decades to cone.
For Wataro the visionary understood what few others did: that the Yakuza were
still in a stage of infancy. Under his guidance and | eadership, he could bring
forces to bear against the Jiban. The Yakuza, he felt, possessed the enornobus
potential for good, if taken in the right direction. Already he could see the
Conmuni st i nfluence in the worker riots along the docks. If, for instance, he
could use the Taki-gum to help quell these riots, in which dozens of Japanese
pol i cemen had been killed, the governnent would owe hima great debt.

This, too, was part of his strategy. For he also saw the

Yakuza as his best base fromwhich to expand into .legitimte busi nesses, the
government and, eventually, even the bureaucracy, the Jiban's stronghold. Only
t hen, when he had enough power, would he strike out and defeat the Jiban

But that strategy, he cautioned, would require great patience and discipline.
Li ke the Jiban's schenme, Wataro's plan woul d need decades to come to fruition
And the first step was to establish his power base by taking over the

Taki -gum . What was | ess clear was how he nmeant to handle the renaining two
famlies.

Though there was certainly rivalry anong all three, it becanme increasingly
clear that the aftermath of the war and the occupation of the country had in
some basic sense united the clans—even if tenporarily and a bit shakily. They
had begun to close their ranks agai nst what they saw as outside interference:
The American Occupation Armmy had al ready begun a serious crackdown agai nst
Yakuza cri ne.

Per haps the intense work of trying to figure out the convolutions of the



famlies' alliances, rivalries and conpeting territories, both overt and
covert, made Philip oblivious to the changes taking place inside his own
househol d. O perhaps the continuing anxiety he felt over not being able to
crack the puzzle of Colonel Silvers's nmurder caused himto be inordinately
distracted. Or again it mght have been his nounting obsession with M chiko
When he was with her, Philip felt as if he were sinking deeper and deeper into
the continent of Asia, into a nythic real mbeyond the pale of nere nortals. He
had once read H Ri der Haggard's She, and now he was beginning to feel nore
and nore like the hero of that novel, stunbling across a lost civilization

rul ed by a goddess of extraordinary beauty and power.

In any event, it was not until many years |ater, when he was on Maui and
running fromhis pursuers, that Philip began to put all the pieces together
Only then did he see the enormty of the puzzle that had haunted him for
decades.

As it was, he paid scant attention to Lillian when she told himthat she had
gotten a job with the Anerican enbassy in Tokyo. That David Turner had
reconmended her. That the anbassador |iked her work so nmuch that after six
weeks, she had been pronoted into his personal staff.

In increasing nunber, Lillian began reading the books David Turner recomrended
to her: The Octopus by Frank Norris, U S. A by John Dos Passos, The Goose-step
and Wrld's End by Upton Sinclair. There were al so, on occasi on, books about

t he Scottsboro boys and the Haymarket riots. It was a library of philosophica
t hought heavily wei ghted toward socialism but Lillian was too engrossed in

t he experience of learning to notice.

The world, fornerly defined by the iron-bound linmts her father had inposed
upon it, was opening up to her. Through her dinners with David Turner and

t hrough the readi ng he recommended, she was in a very real sense going back to
school . A school run by, to her, the nost fascinating professor in the world.
She began to be exposed first to all of the world s economc systens, then to
the nore conpl ex geopolitical factions. She |earned about the history of her
own country through its great witers: Norris, Dos Passos and Sinclair. These
great minds revealed to her the other side of capitalismthe darker side that
Ceneral Hadl ey, her father, had ensured that she woul d never see.

She read of the French Revol ution, the Russian Revolution, as well, and the
Spanish Cvil War, so that gradually, like the sun rising after a long, arctic
ni ght, she becane witness to the entire panoply of the inperative of
revolution on a worl dwi de scal e.

She became aware of how capitalismexploited the people in her own
country—rminly the workers, who were neant to benefit fromthe system She saw
how a handful of greedy capitalists controlled the Iives and fate of tens of
mllions of people throughout America. She cane to understand, at |ast, how

t he oppressed were unaware of their terrible oppressi on—how that know edge was
bei ng systematically kept fromthem by the sane handful of greedy
capitalists—ust as this know edge had been kept from her by her father

And in the end, she could agree with—and synpathize with the cause of +the
cadre of right-thinking intellectuals (the noral vanguard, as David Turner
referred to then) whose responsibility it was to bring about a revolution to
free the masses fromthis invisible—and insidi ous—ensl avenent.

Though Philip was slow to pick up on the changes bei ng wrought in her
realization finally did cone.

The argument began nundanely enough. He had cone in typically late and,
instead of finding Lillian in bed asleep, he sawthe light on in their

bedroom Lillian was sitting up in bed, reading a nagazine. Turner strictly
forbade her to bring home the books he gave her. H s explanati on—and a
perfectly reasonable one it seenmed, too—was that he did not want

Philip to question Lillian on who she was seeing and why. "After all," Turner
said with a grin, "your husband m ght think that we're having an affair."
"\Where have you been?" she asked, closing the magazine.

He was prepared for this. In fact, he was surprised it had taken her so |ong
to broach the subject. "Wrking."



"Hardly," Lillian said, staring at him "I called Jonas."

He was not ready for this. It should have been very sinple. Lillian was a

si mpl e woman. "You've been checki ng up on ne? Wy?"

"Because it seens that you need checking up on." She fol ded her arns across
her breasts. "I want to know where you go and what you do so that you're never
hore. "

"Since you're suddenly so chummy with Jonas,"’
undress* "get ny itinerary fromhim™"
"Spoken just like ny father." WAs there an odd note of triunmph in her voice?
"He was al ways adept at keeping the real world at arm s di stance from ne.

was |like a prize horse to him one that he had to put blinders on whenever he
took it outside."

Philip | ooked at her. Was this truly the sane wonman he had married just over a
year ago? he asked hinsel f. What's happened? "I'm not your father," he said,
hangi ng up his jacket and taking off his tie.

"I said you were like my father."

"I's this a debate?" He did not think she even knew what a debate was.

"I'f you want it to be," she said.

Whi ch shoul d have been the first tip-off. This kind of semantic wordplay was
far too sophisticated for the worman he had married. The only area in which
Lillian had formerly been sophisticated was fashion. In other respects, she
had been nore like a country girl, sinple and straightforward in her
personality. At least this was how Philip had seen her. It was part of what
had attracted himto her. But now that he was enotionally estranged from her
it was hardly surprising that he should be slow in discerning the changes
bei ng wrought in her.

"I don't want it to be anything," he said. He came and sat beside her on the
bed, took her hand in his. "Lillian, |I've been working very hard these | ast
few nonths. Silvers's death put us all on edge."

"This has nothing to do with Silvers's death," she said. She searched his face
with the intensity of an archaeol ogi st digging for signs of life. "Wat's

Philip said, beginning to

happened to you, Phil?" she asked. "It's like we're no | onger husband and

wi fe. W never go out. We never make | ove anynore."

"I know," he said, stroking the back of her hand. "I |eave you al one too
nmuch. "

"It's not that," she said in a peculiar tone of voice. "After all, | have ny
job at the enmbassy, and |I'm given nore responsibility every day. | handle the
trafficking of all the sensitive dispatches now, including nmy father's. And
when you're not honme for dinner, | fend for nyself."

Now Philip recogni zed the peculiar intonation. Wiere was that little girl of
softness and light he had fallen in | ove with? Sonetime when he hadn't been

| ooki ng, she had been replaced by a hard, self-sufficient edge. Was t hat
confidence he heard in her voice now? |npossible. That would nean that she had
changed nore radically than he coul d i magi ne.

"What does that nean, fend for yoursel f?"

"Is that a trick the C G taught you?" she said. "To turn the questioner's
guestions around? | asked you where you' d been."

"Who are you seeing, Lil?" he asked quietly. "lIs it Jonas?"

"You're being idiotic."

But what ever el se she had picked up, she had not yet |earned to be a conpetent
liar.

"I want the truth," he said, wondering why it was so inmportant. He was having
an affair, why shouldn't she? But he knew why. Sonehow, he could not consider
his relationship with Mchiko an affair. It was far froma fling by a

di scontented husband. What, then, he asked hinmself, was it? He had no clear
answer .

"The truth,"” Lillian said, "You want the truth? Wiy? | don't think you'd
recogni ze the truth if you heard it. You' re too enmeshed in your secrets,
Phil. They've taken you over completely."

"You' re exaggerating."



"Am | ? Just | ook at yourself," she said. "You talk to me without saying
anything at all. You won't answer ny questions—

"Your prying, you nean."

"You won't answer ny question," she persisted. "You won't account for your
time, even though much of where you go is not, apparently, related to your
work. What am | to think? What would you think if the situation were
reversed?"

"Do you want to know what the real trouble is, Lil?" Philip

said. "lIt's that you want me to be someone |' m obviously not."

"It's convenient to lay this all at ny feet," she said. "Does that assuage
your conscience any? Well, forget it. | won't allow that. You're half of this
marriage; the fault is at least half yours."

"The fault for what?"

Lillian cl osed her eyes. "I |love you, Phil," she whispered in a bleak voice.
"God help nme, but it's the truth.” Her eyes snapped open. "If you're cheating
on me, | don't think I could forgive you. But | couldn't |eave you, either
You're still the man | want, the nman | need."

"Maybe you need too nuch of ne,
under stand. "

"I's that because | can't?" she said. "Or because you won't let ne?"

He said nothing. The truth was that he was afraid to reply.

Lillian shook her head sadly. "That's what's wong between us, Philip. Don't
you see? There's not enough understandi ng between us. W don't try to know
each other. And because we won't try, we'll never know what we're capabl e of

t oget her . "

"That isn't altogether true," he protested.

"OfF course it is." There it was again, that curious note of confidence. "You'd
much prefer to remain unknowable. It appeals to your sense of secrecy. You and
Jonas huddl e together, plotting your schenes. It seens to ne that the two of
you enjoy hatching those secrets and keepi ng them between you."

"That's business. | think you're taking this far too personally, Lil."

"No, I'mnot," she insisted. "You don't think of it as your business. You |ove
it, and | find nyself conpeting with it for your tine. But conpeting with
what ? The shadows. And | know that given a choice between the shadows and the
light, Philip, you'll always choose the shadows."

"Then why can't you accept that?"

"Because it's wong," she said. "That's no way to live your life. You're like
the parts of capitalismthe brutal, power-hungry, war-hungry aspects—we're not
meant to |l ook at too closely, that others want to keep hidden."

"What ot hers?"

Lillian shrugged. "People like nmy father."
He stood up. "That nust nmean me as well,"
"Since you say that I'mlike your father."

he said. "There's a part of me you'll never

he said, angry despite hinself.

"How | wi sh you weren't," she said.

"I"'mnot, Lil," he said. "I wish | could get you to believe that."

"But don't you see how nuch alike you two really are? You both crave secrets.
You thrive on them | don't think you'd be able to survive w thout them And
living in a world built of secrets |eaves nme out."

"It doesn't."

"By definition, Phil, it does." Her words were neasured, controlled. "The

first question | asked you when you cane in is where you had been."

“Lil—=

She lifted her hand. "It's all right. | didn't expect an answer. | had hoped
that you would want to tell ne. That you would want to nmake everything al
right between us." She paused, and in the silence he heard her urging himto
prove her wong. In time, she nodded. "But | didn't really expect anything at
all.”

Philip was preparing the way for Wataro Taki's return from Kyushu. The
difficulty lay in the fact that the official American occupation policy of
trying to break up the Yakuza had caused the three Yakuza famlies to form



alliances anong them This was not the normfor them

An eneny with alliances was far nore dangerous than an eneny standi ng al one.
Accordingly, Philip and M chi ko had worked on a scheme to break apart the
alliance by pitting the three famlies agai nst one another. Though this would
entail considerable loss of life anbng the three famlies, it would be a
relatively sinple thing subsequently, then, to take over the Taki-gum wth a
m ni num of addi ti onal bl oodshed.

They presented their conmplex plan to Wataro Taki upon his return from Kyushu.
He was | ooking fit and strong, but his features were so different that Philip
was not certain it was the same man until Wataro Taki spoke.

"Good norni ng, Doss-san.”

Philip continued to scrutinize this man. Had he once been Zen Godo? "Wat's
happened to you?" he asked.

Wataro Taki laughed. "It is good that you did not recognize ne. Mchiko did

not know nme either when she met ne last night. | warned her not to say
anything to you so | could get your honest reaction.” H s snile faded.
"Frankly, | was concerned about my face in my newlife. So | did nore than

pi ck oranges while | was away. | had nyself reborn." He put his fingertips up
to his cheekbones. "The doctors cracked the bones to reshape them cut away
flesh here and there, noved pockets of fatty tissue.”

H s face was coppery, burned by the sun and wi nd he had encountered during his
I ong hours in the orange groves in the south, so that one had to cone very
close to himto see the network of tiny scars that were still healing.

"Wthin a nonth," he told them "all trace of the scars will be gone.™

But just as inpressive as the alteration of his face were the changes in his
body. He seened | onger, broader, certainly nore nuscul ar. He seened, in short,
in every way a younger, larger person than the man nanmed Zen Godo, who had
departed sone ei ght nmonths previous.

"l am concerned, too, about M chiko. She is, still, after all, Zen CGodo's
daughter, even though she is a Yamanoto by marriage. Therefore, | will hire
her. And after | have becone oyabun of the Taki-gum, | will adopt her as one

of the Taki family. If anyone asks about ny close involvement with her, well,
she is married to Nobuo Yamanoto, neh? A very powerful businessman who can
extend ny clan's power base into |legitimte business.”

Wataro Taki listened carefully to their proposal as they sat drinking tea in

t he new house they had bought for him M chiko had spent upward of two nonths
| aundering the proceeds fromthe sale of the Godo fam |y house, so that when
she bought this one, no one could trace the origins of the noney she paid.

In the end, he rejected their scheme. "Too nuch bl ood nust be spilled," he
said gravely. "Not that | harbor any softness in ny heart for these bandits
who are bleeding their brothers. But it is inefficient to destroy even part of
t hat whi ch one w shes to appropriate.

"I have been thinking long and hard these past several weeks since you sent ne
your | ast detailed update on the three famlies, and | believe that | have
found a method of taking over the Taki-gum w thout destroying a single life.
"CGen Taki, the current oyabun, the boss, of the Taki-gum has built up a
reputation for being a genius in his defensive tactics. It is these

wel | - known—and feared—tactics that keep himas the domnant force in this
uneasy triad of Yakuza.

"Now, according to your information, Gen Taki is not the initiator of these
strategies as is comonly thought. It is his adviser, Kenji Harigam ,6 who
secretly runs the Taki-gum . Kenji Harigam is Gen Taki's nost prized
possession. Wthout him Gen Taki will turn white with fear, and we wll get
what we want fromhim Therefore, we nust find Harigam -san's weak spot."

"I don't think he has one," Philip said. "He is the perfect famly man. He is
married, has two children. From what we have gathered, his wife is devoted to
him"

Wat aro Taki grunted. He nodded, and M chiko refilled his cup. "Doss-san," he
continued, "you will soon cone to realize that famly men in Japan—all famly
men—have another life. Sonmetines it is secret, sonetines not. But always it is



there. We nmust | earn what Kenji Harigam's secret life is."

Philip had cone to suspect that they all might have nmade a terrible m stake.

It began with a nightmare that woke himout of a troubled sleep. He was a boy
back in Latrobe, Pennsylvania. He carried his father's .22 rifle. It was

ni ght, and he was running down his prey. Through fields rimed with frost, into
a forest stirring with nocturnal sounds, down into a riverbed turned silver by
the light of the full nobon. The water burbled, the | eaves on the trees
rustled. An ow hooted.

He knew that he was gaining on his prey, and he picked up the pace, the rifle
at the ready. He forded the shallow stream feeling the chill biting into his
ankl es through his boots. He was panting, his breath com ng in quick bursts of
st eam

Then he had sighted his prey and was stunned to find that it was human, not

ani mal , as he had thought.

Down on one knee, he brought the rifle up to his shoulder and aimed it. Before
he had a chance to fire, his prey clawed at his own face. That face came off,
and Philip could see another face beneath it. Hauntingly famliar

Just when he thought he knew whose face it was, it was ripped away and anot her
face appeared. Frightened, Philip squeezed the trigger. The bullet snashed
into his prey's face. But, acting unlike a .22 bullet, it shattered the face.
Only to reveal another one underneath.

Philip awke in a sweat. For a monent, he did not know

where he was. Then he turned, saw Lillian lying asleep beside him It was then
that Philip understood the nature of his dream

The next norning, he got hold of Ed Porter, the CI G aide who Silvers had
assigned to him and Jonas when they had first arrived in Japan

"I want you to do sonething for me, Ed," he said.

"Sure." Porter was carrying a sheaf of files fromone office to another

Philip led himinto a storage closet, turned on the light. He | ooked at the
sheaf of files Porter was holding. "Got a | ot of work?"

"It's crap," Porter said dismssively. "Turner's got ne shuttling back and
forth as his errand boy. 1've got to nmake sure that all the new ministers that
the Jiban's intelligence has accused are put up in our safe house. |'ve got to
make sure that the reports of their 'deaths' are believable and are

di ssem nated to the press. |'ve got to take care of the grieving famlies. Al
so that we can go on gulling the Jiban into believing that we're not onto
them™

"Not |ike the old days, huh?"

"Shit, no," Porter said. "Colonel Silvers had nme out in the field. I know how
to collect intelligence, but since he's gone, nobody here wants to give ne a
shot . "

"That's because of Silvers," Philip said. "Nobody wants to be rem nded of the
rotten apple."”

"And that's another thing," Porter said. "Colonel Silvers was no double."

"He wasn't?" Philip cocked his head. "What makes you say that? The evi dence—=

"The evidence was a cock-and-bull story." Porter put down his load, lit a
cigarette. "Believe ne, Lieutenant, if you gave nme half a day, | could nake it
seemas if you had nurdered your nother. |I know for a fact that the col one

was | egit, because of all the intelligence | passed on to him | would have
known if he was passing ny stuff on to the Jiban or anybody el se. He wasn't.
The proper action was always taken on the intelligence | gave him of that I'm
sure. "

A shiver of prenonition passed through Philip's body, and the fear of his
dream of the night before rose up in his mnd. "Did you tell this to anybody?"
he asked.

"Sure. Turner. He wote it all down. Said he'd pass it on through channels."

"I see." Why hadn't Porter come to himw th this? he wondered. Then he
realized that he should have gone to Porter hinmself. But he had been too ready
to accept the evidence. Sure. Wy not? It had been spread out for himto find,
like a picnic on a table. Angry at hinself for being such a fool, he tapped



his forefinger against his lips. "Tell me, Porter, how d you |like to get back
into the field?"

Porter's eyes lit up. "You wouldn't have to ask twi ce, Lieutenant. Being
Turner's mule is no fun. Besides, | mss it."

"Good," Philip said. "How are you on tails?"

"I could follow O pheus into hell without himknowing it." Porter grinned.
"Besides, | know Tokyo like it was hometown. Every nook and cranny of it." He
stubbed out his cigarette. "Just give ne the target's name and description
and 1'll do the rest."

"Al'l you need is the nane,"” Philip said.

Sonething in his voice nade Porter turn serious. "Wat do you nmean?"

"I mean," Philip said, "that I want you to follow ny w fe wherever she goes."
It was Philip who found the way into the Taki-gum . Reading one of the weekly
CIGfield reports that concerned a U S. Arny raid on a Yakuza ganbling
syndicate in the northern suburbs of Tokyo, he cane across a faniliar nane:
Kenji Harigarni, the Taki-gunm's chief counselor.

The C1Gs interest in the ganbling syndicate extended to one of the owners,
who was suspected of illegal inportation of small arms. Kenji Harigam was one
of the ganblers caught in the raid. However, according to the report, he had
bought his way out of the mess and had never been arraigned.

Philip pondered this for a time. The information coul d mean not hi ng. Many
Yakuza were inveterate ganblers. But he did sonme digging on Kenji Harigam and
found that the man frequented a number of independent ganbling-syndicate

parl ors not under Yakuza control. This seened nore significant, and he
reported the information to Wataro Taki

Taki spent two weeks charting Kenji Harigam's novenments. Interestingly,
Harigam's favorite ganbling spot was an out-of-the-way place so small it was
bound to elude the growi ng presence of the Yakuza for sone tine, perhaps
forever.

"He is ganbling a great deal of noney," Wataro Taki told

Philip and M chiko at one of their regular neetings. "And he's losing all of
it."

"How nmuch?" M chi ko asked.

And when her father told them Philip said, "Were is he getting that nuch
cash?"

Wataro Taki smiled. "Wen we discover that, Doss-san,” he said, "we will have
found the lever that will get us into the Taki-gum."

Several days later, Ed Porter found Philip in the hallway of Cl G headquarters.
"Had | unch yet, Lieutenant?"

Philip | ooked at him "How about the park?"

The first blush of cherry blossons filled the air with a kind of aural

radi ance that was possible only in Japan. Children ran, |aughing, belowthe
whi t e- pi nk cl ouds.

"What do you have for nme, Porter?"

"Not hi ng you'll want to hear, Lieutenant."

Philip watched a small boy clutching the string of a kite, a blue-white and
red carp. "Tell nme anyway."

"Well, okay." Porter seemed inordinately nervous. "David Turner's got a thing
going with your wife, Lieutenant. Sorry."

So it wasn't Jonas after all, Philip thought. There was a sense of relief in
that, but also a good deal of anger. He had di scovered, much to his surprise,
that Lillian was still a part of his life. He did not want to give her up

"What kind of thing?" he said.

The carp di pped and shivered in the breeze as the boy noved it expertly al ong,
keeping it away fromthe cherry trees.

"Well, that's the odd part,"” Porter said. "The part | can't figure out.
They' re not shacking up or anything."

Philip looked at himfor the first time since they had entered the park. "Are
you sure?"

"Sure |'msure. They always neet in a public place. A restaurant, a nightclub



The O ficers' Cub is one of their favorite places."

"What about afterward?”

"That's the odd part, Lieutenant. Afterward, Turner takes your w fe hone.
Period."

"She never goes to his apartnment?” Philip asked.

"No. O to a hotel, if that's what you're thinking."

"\What about mny apart nment ?"

"Jesus, Lieutenant," Porter said, "he never stays. He just escorts her
upstairs, then |l eaves. He's a perfect gentleman.”

The breeze was picking up, and the boy was reeling in the kite to keep better
control of it through the swirling gusts.

"I's that it?" Philip asked after a tine.

"Just about," Porter said. "Ch yeah, | alnost forgot. There's one place that
Turner goes twi ce a week |ike clockwork after he has lunch with your wi fe.

A . furo, a public hot bath." He shrugged. "But so what? He's not neeting your
wife there."

"Where is the furor

Porter told him "But it won't do you any good, Lieutenant. You can't go in
there, just like I couldn't. Not w thout Turner sporting you right away. It's
nostly a Japanese place, but there are sonme foreigners who frequent it, too."
" For ei gner s?"

"Yeah," Porter said. "You know. Diplomatic types. You'd know better than ne.
The kind your father-in-law, General Hadley, sonetimes entertains."”

"When | amwth you," Mchiko said, "I amwhole."

Philip held her tightly.

"When you |l ook at ne," she said, "you do not |ook through ne."

Qddly, with his eyes closed, there was a quality she shared with Lillian. The
new Lillian. Many years later, he was able to identify it as strength. Which
was odd. Lillian was weak in so many ways; she struggled with herself in so

many others. \Wereas M chiko did not struggle at all. Qutwardly.

Then he knew. Buried deep inside Mchiko there was a fundanmental insecurity
about being a woman. Buried deep inside Lillian was the strength of a sanurai
"I know," she said, "that when you enter ne you are searching for sonething.
Sonething | want to give you. Something | never knew | possessed—er could
possess. "

She took his ranpant nmenber in her hand, drew himtoward her. They were
sitting facing one another on the tatam . M chiko was wearing a sal non-col ored
ki nono that was open down the front. Tender shadows outlined the delicious
curves of her flaw ess body. The fire-red |ine of her underki mono covered her
ni ppl es, her knees, her feet. Her inner thighs, bared and curved, were painted
i n darkness. He could snell her special scent. Forever after in his mnd it
woul d be inextricably Iinked with the fresh, haylike odor of the reed nats.
"If I talk like this while we make |ove," she said, "I can cone as many tines
as | wish. Until all | see is you. Until all | feel is you." She began to rub
the head of himover her noist lips until his nouth parted and he was panti ng.
The sight made her want to faint. She was delirious with the desire she was
causing in him

He reached out, slid the fire-red underki nono away from her nipples. He bent
his head toward them Wen his |ips enconpassed one, she hunched her hips
forward, taking half of himinside her

She felt the explosion of his breath against her sensitive nipple, and she
caressed his shaft. He noved forward and her thighs parted fully, until the
two of them were agai nst one anot her

"This is what you're |l ooking for," she sighed. "This is my anchor." She
shuddered and cane. She could feel himswelling, pulsing at the very core of
her. If it ended now, she knew that she could not bear it.

"As | explore you," she whispered, "I discover nyself. |I have found a secret
continent to travel, and in so doing, | cone upon the hidden cities inside
nmysel f." Moving, noving, swaying as if they were dancing to a slow, sensua
beat. "You watch nme and beneath your gaze | becone real. Now that | amreal,



amdifferent. | amno longer content to play the roles of ny life. The
Japanese wife, the Japanese nother, the Japanese |over." She gasped, spasned
agai n, noaning, "Ch, oh, oh," in his ear

Adinging wetly to him accelerating the beat of her loins as she felt the
irrevocabl e tension grip him

"You have shown me that my strength is in ny heart. And you have changed t hat
forever. Ah, ah, ah," as she heard his deep-felt groan, felt his heavy
spurting deep inside her. "You love it too. Ch yes!" Joining himin ecstatic
rel ease.

"I have negotiated to buy the ganmbling syndicate that Kenji Harigam
frequents,"” Wataro Taki told Philip and Mchiko a week later. He | aughed to
see the look on their faces. "It was quite easy, actually." Hi s eyes gl eaned.
"The fact is that Kenji Harigam has already accumul ated a great deal of debt
with the syndicate. He refuses to pay off what he owes. Instead, he continues
to ganble with cash. The syndicate, of course, is terrified to cross himin
any way, since his wath would surely bring theminto the sphere of the

Taki -gum , who would take themover in a mnute." He |laughed again. "They were
really quite pleased to accept nmy generous buyout offer. Now we have our
chance. W nust nake the nost of it."

Three days later, when Kenji Harigam walked into the ganbling den, he found
the sane snoke-filled room the same squinty-eyed, sour-snelling | ot he was
used to. A beautiful woman was setting out the tiles, and a Caucasi an man by
her side was assisting. He had never seen either of these two before, but he
hardly cared. He was here to assuage his unendi ng passion. He was interested
inthe tiles and nothing el se.

Eveni ng passed into night, night into early nmorning, with the usual results.
The heavy wad of cash Kenji Harigam had brought with himwas just about used
up. Many of the ganblers had already left. Only the die-hards were still at
it.

It was inpossible for Kenji Harigam to see the tiles being played and not to
take part. He placed the last of his noney on the table. The tiles canme down,
he | ost.

It was the | ast pass. The remmining ganbl ers rose and, one by one, left the
room Kenji Harigam did not want to |eave, but it was late and the tiles were
bei ng packed up

Kenji rose, stretched and turned to | eave. Al at once the Caucasian man was
at his side. "The owner would like to see you," the man said in idiomtic
Japanese.

Kenji hid his surprise as best he could. A look of disdain filled his face.
These small fish are all alike, he thought. They think they owmn the world. "If
it's about my debts, I've already told the owners," he said brusquely. "M
credit is good."
"This is a new owner,'
yoursel f."

"Do you know who— Kenji broke off, feeling the pain. "Wat are you doi ng?" he
cried, trying to struggle free of the hold the Caucasi an man had on him

"Come along with me," the man said in Kenji's ear

"You woul d be wise to do as he asks,"” a femal e voice said.

Kenji turned his head. The woman who was putting away the tiles now brandi shed
a katana. "Wio are you?" he said, |ooking fromone to the other

"The new owners," the worman sai d.

Philip and M chi ko took Kenji through the back of the building, into a tiny,
cl austrophobi c office. Behind the tiny desk, wedged into a corner, sat Wataro
Taki. He was dressed in a Western business suit.

t he Caucasi an man said. "You'll have to tell him

"Good evening, Harigam -san," Wataro Taki said. "I am pleased that you so
graciously accepted ny hunmble invitation." H's hands noved across the desktop
"Tea?"

"What is this all about?" Kenji said angrily.

Wataro Taki spread out a wad of chits. "It is concerning these, Harigam-san,"

he said. "Your debts. | amafraid that the sumis such that | must ask you to



pay the full amount, plus twenty-five percent interest, immediately. That
cones to, let's see—~ He presented a figure.

Kenji laughed. "Ridiculous!" he said. "I don't have that kind of nobney on ne.
| lost everything tonight."

"Neverthel ess," Wataro Taki said, "l nust insist on inmedi ate conpensation.”
Kenji | eaned forward so that his fists were on the desk. He grinned fiercely.
"You are either naive or a fool. | amchief counselor to the Taki-gum.
Yakuza." It was clear fromhis tone that he was used to invoking the nane to

inspire fear in those he wished to do his bidding. "R ght now nmy clan takes no
noti ce of your flyspeck of a place. But one word fromme and the full might of
their fury will come down on you. They will level this stinking place, and you
with it." He stood up, his threat conmplete. "I would be careful, if | were
you, about whom you push around."

"Sit down, Harigam-san," Wataro Taki said evenly.

"I'"ve said what will happen to you if you—~

"l said sit down, sir."

Philip kicked Kenji's legs out fromunder him and he went down hard. The
space was so snall, he hit his forehead on the corner of the desk. Philip
pull ed himoff the floor, shoved himonto the one chair the office could
acconmobdat e.

"Now, " Wataro Taki said, "let me tell you where you stand. | amnot afraid of
Yakuza. | amnot afraid of the Taki-gum . Mst of all, Harigam, | am not
afraid of you.

"As | see it, you are in a bind. You owe me a great deal of nopney. | want that
nmoney now—er | want some form of compensation,” Wataro Taki said. "That raises
several possibilities. | could take your life, for exanple. A great nunber of
nmy regul ar custoners know how much you owe ne. If | let you get away with
that, they will all want the same treatnment. | cannot allow that. So your

death woul d be of some good use to ne."

"You're insane!" Kenji said. But the sweat breaking out along his hair |ine
attested to his fear.

Wataro Taki ignored him "I want ny noney, Harigam, and | want it now. "

"But 1've told you | don't have it. You can't get water out of a dry sponge.”
"Then suggest an adequate conpensation."

"Li ke what ?"
"Tell me what your oyabun's weaknesses are."
Kenji's eyes fairly bugged out of his head. "Now | know you're crazy. 1'd be a

dead man in a matter of hours."

"I will protect you," Wataro Taki said softly.

Kenji |aughed. "Against Gen Taki? It's an inpossibility. Those who have tried
are all with their ancestors."

Wat aro Taki shrugged. "Then you | eave ne no choice. If you do not have the
nmoney to repay ne and you are unwilling to provide the conmpensation | seek, |
will kill you." He nodded toward M chi ko, who brought her |ongsword up over
Kenji's head.

Kenji's neck twisted so quickly they all heard it crack. "You're all crazy!"
he said, his eyes open w de.

"I assure you," Wataro Taki said, "I nean what | say."

Kenji w ped his forehead with a handkerchief. "I see that," he said. H s hand
was trenbling. "Just give me a nonent. | need to think."

Wat aro Taki nodded, and M chi ko | owered her katana.

"Al'l right," Kenji said. "I can get you your money. Al of it, including the
usurious interest. But | need two days."

"Twel ve hours is all you will get," Wataro Taki said.

"One day, then."

"Twel ve hours, Harigam , and that is all."

Kenji nodded, admitting defeat. "You'll get your npney." He rose to |eave.
Wataro Taki waited the requisite time. He wanted the man to believe that he
had fool ed them WAitaro Taki suspected that Kenji had no intention of getting
t he noney. The monent he left this building, he would go to Gen Taki and carry



out his threat to destroy the ganbling-syndicate building and its new owners.
"One monent," Wataro Taki said. "It occurs to nme that | mght be naive to
all ow you to | eave here on the strength of your word. Not that | believe for
an instant that you are not an honorable man, Harigam -san. But after all,

do not know you at all."

"I assure you," Kenji said, "that you will have your noney inside of twelve
hours."
Wataro Taki was snmiling. "Oh, | have no doubts on that score,"” he said.

Mormrent s before, Philip had slipped out. Now he returned with someone. "That is
because | have taken the proper precautions."

Kenji whirled. "Hanal"

"Yes," Wataro Taki confirnmed. "It is your daughter, Hana. She will stay with
us until you return.”

"You bastard!" Kenji was shaking with rage.

"Just prudent," Wataro Taki said. "I knew that you would try to destroy us the
monent you left here." He smiled. "You see, Harigam -san, | am neither naive
nor a fool."

In the car, while they followed Kenji, Philip told M chi ko about the

assi gnment he had given Ed Porter and what Porter had subsequently di scovered
about David Turner's nmovenents. Philip did it mainly to kill tine, and to use
M chi ko as a sounding board for his own theories.

"I think Turner's been our man all along," he said as he watched Kenji's car
t hrough the click-clack of the windshield wipers. A soft spring rain was
falling, but the sky did not seemthreatening. "I think Turner set Silvers up
as the rotten apple.™

"You may be right," Mchiko said. "If so, we nust find out as soon as
possi bl e. Because it will nean that Turner is passing all your information on
to the Jiban. It neans they already know that the ministers they have targeted
for CIGtermnation have not really been killed."

"The problemis the furo, the bathhouse,” Philip said. "I can't get in there,
and neither can any Cl G agent. Turner would spot themfor sure. But the uro's
the key, I"'mcertain. He nust be using it as an rdv. W' ve got to get inside

to see who he's neeting on a regul ar basis."

"I can do it," Mchiko said.

"But you won't. It's too dangerous."

Up ahead, Kenji's car had pulled over. They watched himget out, hurry into a
pachi nko parlor. It was one of those on the Taki-gunmi's protection |ist,
nmeani ng that the Yakuza clan extorted noney fromthe business on a nonthly
basi s.

Philip and M chi ko | ooked at one another. They foll owed Kenji to another
parlor, then a third and a fourth.

"So that's how he gets his ganbling noney," Philip said. "He's skinmng off
the top. He's enbezzling fromhis own enployer."

M chi ko grinned. "lIsn't Gen Taki going to be interested in that!"

Philip grunted. "Know ng your father, Gen Taki wll never find out. He's going
to use this information to bind Kenji Harigam to himbody and soul ."

He started the car, and they headed back to the ganbli ng-

syndi cate parlor where Wataro Taki was waiting with Kenji's daughter

But Philip's thoughts were far away. He was thinking of howto get inside the
furo. How to find out what David Turner was up to in there.

My darling, Philip read, | have done what you suggested. There was nerit in
it, and | sawthat if it was to be acted upon, it was up to me to do it. |
have gone inside the furo, and have found who it is David Turner is neeting

there. That is startling enough. But there is nore, | believe. Mich nore.
have taken Ed Porter with ne. | believe that by the tinme you read this, we
wi || have been successful. Please neet nme at eleven at the suno stadi um

Philip glanced at his watch. It was already past ten. The note had been
delivered by hand by one of Wataro Taki's nen. Philip shot questions at him as
soon as he had read the note, but the man knew nothing nore than that M chiko
had handed himthe sealed note at just past five in the afternoon and told him



to deliver it to Philip at ten that evening.

Philip drove northeast, into Ryogoku. To the sump stadi um

He sat in the car, tapping his fingers against the wheel. There was not hi ng
about this situation he liked. He felt |ike a puppet on a string. He got out
of the car. Afine mst was falling. Geat gingko trees rose up all around
him They | ooked as if they were weeping.

What, he thought, had M chi ko found out about David Turner? And what was she
doi ng at the suno stadi un?

There was no one about, no traffic. He felt alone and terribly vul nerabl e
wal ki ng across the deserted street. Touched the inside of his left wist. Into
t he shadows of the stadium He nmade a conplete circuit, found one door ajar.
Poked his head in and quickly pulled it back. A light burned in the concrete
hal | way. Not hi ng el se.

He was aware of the acceleration of his pulse, the terror knotting his

i nsides. And years later this would be the nonent he woul d renenber, when, in
retrospect, he could appreciate the enornous folly he had committed when he
had unt hi nki ngly verbalized his thoughts to M chi ko. She had taken him
literally. He knew now that she had believed he had given her an order to
infiltrate the bathhouse.

Though he would later say | never asked her to do this, he would be ashanmed of
his words. O course he had asked her.

In the Japanese fashion, he bad indicated to her the dire circunstances, the
probabl e rewards and how, in this instance, he hinmself was incapable of

acting.

He had quite deliberately revealed to her this slender, gleam ng thread. He
had needed her to act, because she could get into the furo where he could not,
and so had contrived a way to pull her along its fragile | ength, unm ndful of
the terrible danger that |urked there.

But this would come later. At the nmoment, all Philip knew was that he was
going into the sumpb stadium M chiko and Porter were there.

I nside, the place snelled of straw and sweat. Both were stale odors, as if
what ever had occurred here had done so many years ago. There were ot her

mani f estati ons of disuse. There is a sense one gets when a place is deserted.
It is akin to the odd—and infinitely subtle—hange in sound of a phone ringing
at the other end of the |line when no one is hone.

What ever that was, Philip sensed it now as he went out into the high-ceilinged
arena. Rows of benches, tier upon tier, dinmly seen in the partial illumnation
fromthe bare bul bs screwed into the sockets along the hallway. In the center
t he dohyo, the traditional sunmo ring, raised two feet off the floor. He wal ked
toward it. Once, the fifteen-foot-dianmeter ring had been constructed by

pl aci ng sixteen rice bales side by side. Now, of course, nore nodem net hods
wer e used.

There was a sound, and Philip | ooked up. The center of the dohyo was struck by
a lance of light. Philip started. An enornous sunmb westler crouched there.
The light flooding over himreveal ed the el aborate nature of his hair style.
Thi s ichonage was the sign of a grand chanpion, the highest |evel of

achi evenent in the world of suno.

As Philip watched, the sump took up a large cup of water and drank fromit.
This was the mi su-sakazuki, the water cerenmpny, one of the rites of
purification that preceded a match. |In ancient days, the water cup was
ritually exchanged between warriors who, before entering into battle, would
toast one another's courage, knowing that it mght be for the last tinme.
Putti ng down the cup, the sump squatted. His weight was on his heels; his
hands, curled into fists, rested on the mat. This was shikiri, the position of
r eadi ness.

It was then that the suno stared directly into Philip's eyes. The chal | enge
was unm st akabl e.

Philip turned toward the door be had used to enter the arena area. A second
shaft of |ight reveal ed another figure. He brandi shed a sword. The
swor d- bearer, who traditionally acconpani ed the grand chanpi on. Wiat was so



fam liar about this figure's stance? About his sil houette? There was no tine
to think.

Philip took off in the opposite direction. He was aware of novenent. The
swordsman was racing after him the suno had begun his clinb down into the

ai sl e nearest Philip.

Philip put on speed, junping tiers, downward toward another exit door. He
crashed into it. Locked. He went on, trying door after door. Wile the two
Japanese closed in on him

At | ast he cane to a door that gave. Threw it open and dashed through

When he went down, it was with a sense of despair. Hit the concrete and

roll ed. The back of his neck, where he had been struck, throbbed, and he felt
a tingling down one arm

Shook it, and kicked out at the sane tine. Heard a grunt, and ki cked agai n.
This time, felt his foot caught, twi sted painfully. Used his other leg in a
sweep, and his assailant came crashing down atop him

Philip used the conbat judo he had been taught, two short, vicious strikes
that cracked the other's rib cage. Then Philip extracted the thin bl ade
secreted along the inside of his left wist. Slid it hone.

Heard noi ses, becom ng abruptly |ouder, and he scranbled to his feet.
Continued to shake his sem nunb hand as he ran. Some of the bul bs had burned
out along this stretch, and it was difficult to see. He stumbled once over a
box or an overturned chair, righted hinself and pounded on

At last he turned a corner and spotted the door through which he had entered
the stadium It was |ike com ng hone.

So it wasn't until he was quite close that he saw the odd shadow. The novenent
caught his eye fast, brought himup short. It was swaying. Like a pendulum it
rocked back and forth in a short, twisting arc.

Panting, Philip approached it. A horror grow ng inside him

"Ch ny God," he whispered. The breath sawed in and out of him H's tongue felt
like cotton batting. "Ch ny God."

Stared up into the shadows, a face w thout features, the tongue extended
grotesquel y between slack Iips. The noose tight around the neck

Swi nging li ke a pendul umoff the floor

Back and forth. Back and forth.

"M chi ko! "

It was a screamto disturb the dead.

"Here, Philip-san." The voice, watery, ethereal. "I am here." Echoing through
the deserted corridors of the stadi um

Wth an inarticulate cry, he turned the body into the light. It was a male
figure. Wth a sickening lurch, he recognized the face of Ed Porter, bl oated,
dr ai ned of bl ood.

He wheel ed fromthe grotesque corpse, saw by the dimlight M chiko huddled in
a coner. There was wire flex wapped around her wists and ankles. Her skin
was broken and bl eedi ng where she had tried to free herself. The Sesh was

al ready bl ack-and-bl ue, puffed up in furrows.

"M chi ko!" Took her head in his hands. "Thank God you're alive!" He was
weeping with relief. He kissed her cheek, felt wetness, and a salty taste on
hi s tongue.

He turned her head fully into the light, and she gave a tiny cry of pain.

"M chi ko! What is it!"

She did not, or could not, answer.

Her head was trenbling. There was bl ood on her face.

In a mounting frenzy, Philip began to wipe it away. It continued to seep out.
"Ch ny darling, what have they done to you?" But, his heart |urching, he knew,
and an icy fear stole through him He remenbered the fable of Meganm Kitsune,
t he fox-goddess, and M chiko's fear of retribution for the sin of loving him
"Not hi ng, " she whi spered. "Nothing." And then, her head bowed agai nst his
breast, she broke down at |ast, sobbing like a child. "Oh Philip-san, they
have taken away ny sight! | amblind!"

"Acting on the information M chi ko gave nme," Wataro Taki said, "I have



di scovered who David Turner really is."

"But M chi ko=

"I do not wish to speak of her." Wataro Taki poured nore tea. They were
sitting facing one another in a tea shop in Tokyo. It was the day after the

i ncident at the suno stadium Philip had not seen—er heard fromM chi ko since
he had delivered her to her father

"I's she all right?" Philip persisted.

Wataro Taki stared down into the dregs of his tea. "No," he said at |ast,
is not all right. Her wounds will heal in

time," he said hastily, seeing the alarmon Philip's face. "On that matter you
need have no worries."

"But her sight—= He could not bring hinmself to go on

"Her sight, Doss-san, is lost to her forever. W nust all get used to that
now. "

"Because of me, she went to the furo. And that led her to the suno stadium"
"This is all a matter over and done with," Wataro Taki said. "Don't you
agree?" There was a note of warning in his voice.

M serably, Philip nodded.

"Therefore," Wataro Taki said, "as to the matter of David Turner. Your

suspi cions of himwere quite well founded, | amafraid."

"Who is he?" Philip asked. "Really."

"Hi s nane is Yvgeny Karsk," Wataro Taki said. "He is a colonel in the Soviet
NKVD. He was neeting the Soviet first attache at the furo. Karsk, it seens,
was trained inside Russia to be as Anerican as you are, Doss-san.”

"Jesus." He was an expl osion of breath. Philip shook his head. "Then | was
right—and so was Ed Porter. Turner-Karsk was the link to the Jiban. He al ways
was. He laid the false evidence for me to find that inplicated Silvers."

"He knew you were becom ng suspicious of the intelligence he was bringing to
the G G fromthe Jiban. He knew that you were suspicious of the Jiban's
notives," Wataro Taki said. "Turner-Karsk cleverly provided an appropriate
quarry."

"Silvers was murdered before he could refute the fal se evidence,” Philip said.
He renmenbered General Hadley telling himthat he had told Jonas and Turner of
the evidence that Philip had found inplicating Silvers. That had been the

ni ght before the nmurder. So Turner knew what was going to happen, and had the
time to do somet hing about it.

Wataro Taki nodded. "It seens clear now that Turner—

"Don't call himthat!"

"That Karsk nurdered your Col onel Silvers."

"But what | can't understand," Philip said, "is why Kozo Shiina, the |eader of
the Jiban, a radical reactionary clique of high-level Japanese ninisters,
woul d hook up with a Russian agent."

"That is sinplicity itself," Wataro Taki said. "Kpzo Shiina is the heart and
soul of the Jiban. It is his brainchild. Shiina has built a kind of

phi | osophi cal cult around hinmsel f. He sees capitalismthe Amrerican brand of
capitalism with its em

phasis on free enterprise for the individual gain—as particularly pernicious
to the Japanese way of life. After all, here in Japan, we strive together as a
nati on, for the good of the nation—and the Enperor. The individual is nothing.
"For now, at |east, the Soviet way of thinking is enough like Shiina's to
allow himto enlist Russia's aid. The Russians can be powerful allies."

"And dangerous foes,"” Philip said, picturing the ascetic profile of David
Turner-Yvgeny Karsk in his mnd. "Karsk is a nmurderer. Who knows what el se
he's capabl e of ?* Then, in a flash, be remenbered the sil houette in the suno
stadium "My CGod, Karsk was there last night!" he said breathlessly, "when

t hey blinded M chiko."

"Now both Karsk and Shiina are your bitter enemies,"” Wataro said.

"Why?" Philip asked. "Karsk may know ne, but Shiina does not."

"Perhaps that was so up until last night," Wataro Taki said. "The fight at the
sunmo st adi um changed everything. You see, Philip-san, the young man you kill ed

she



during the fight at the stadiumwas Kozo Shiina's son."

"Jesus!" Philip let out a heavy breath.

"It is fortunate that Zen Codo is dead, neh? Qtherw se, | am convinced that

M chi ko woul d be dead now. But as far as Shiina—and everyone el se but you and
M chi ko—+s concerned, Zen Godo and Wataro Taki have no relationship to one
anot her.

"Kozo Shiina has been ny nortal eneny for years. Now he is yours as well, neh
Doss-san? Shiina is enough to think about. Now a new foe has entered the
arena. Yvgeny Karsk. It is clear that, together, Karsk and Shiina nust have
mast erm nded the entire affair to permanently cripple the CIG It seens to ne,
Doss-san, that in Yvgeny Karsk we have nmade a nost powerful and dangerous

eneny. "

"Only," Philip said, "until | hunt himdown, and put a bullet between his
eyes. "

"I'f I cannot have him | wll kill myself."

"You are tal king nonsense."

"I nean it," Mchiko warned. How had her father found out about her affair
with Philip? she asked herself. They had been so careful

Wat aro Taki shook his head. "Then you are a foolish, foolish girl."

"It is not foolish to know what | want. What | need."

He stared at her unconprehendingly. "What you want. Wat you need. This is
totally uninportant.” He wore a Western business suit. H s hands were

mani cured, his hair pomaded. He was a man of the new, prosperous age into

whi ch, he was certain, he and Japan would be entering. "Wat this fam |y needs
shoul d be your only concern.”

"He would | eave his wife for me," Mchiko said. "I knowit."

"What Philip Doss would or would not do is immterial," Wataro Taki said
sharply. Looking at her sightless face, swathed in bandages, he wi shed to cry.
But that would be a mistake. He nust be strong so that she would remain
strong. He knew that any sign on his part of how he was feeling, and she woul d
break down utterly. Far better, he thought, for her to learn to cope fromthe
outset. "Have you forgotten your own vows? Wiat about Nobuo? Have you thought
of hin? Bad enough that you have had to spend so much time away from your
husband. Now you w sh to di shonor himconpletely."

"I never |oved Nobuo, Father. You knew that when you set the marriage with the
Yamanot os. "

"It has turned out to be the best decision | ever made," he said. "The
Yamanot os have been ny staunchest allies through the worst of times. They have
shown their loyalty to nme tine and again. Wiich is nore than | can say for ny
own daughter's filial piety. Wat would your nother have thought of this
rebel | i ous behavior? I amglad that she is not here to witness it."

"How convenient,"” Mchiko cried, "that you invoke the menmory of my nother only
when you need it."

Anger and duty rose sinultaneously within him H's heart broke to see his only
daughter sightless. In his heart, the need to revenge hinmself upon those who
had mutilated her was a living thing, pulsing, crying out for rel ease. But he
knew t hat he was standing on sand, as his father used to say. Dangerous
territory, for here the footing seemed fal sely secure. At any nonent a wave
could rise up and suck the sand from beneath your feet.

Wataro Taki knew that if he nade a nove agai nst Kozo Shiina or any of the

Ji ban now, their suspicions would be aroused. Who was this man who had noved
agai nst then? What were his notives for revenge? They woul d begin to dig and,
with the vast resources at their disposal, he would be in danger of being
exposed.

He thought of Philip Doss. It was Philip Doss who had suggested that M chiko
follow David Turner. It was Philip Doss who, in a sense, nust share

cul pability for this tragedy. Let Philip Doss becone Wataro Taki's stalking
horse. Let Philip Doss be the sword of his revenge agai nst Kozo Shiina and the
Ji ban.

Thi s decided, he said, "I forbid you to continue this liaison with Philip



Doss." It would now be far too dangerous for Mchi ko to be near Doss. M chiko
had al ready been blinded by his enem es; Wataro Taki did not want her dead.
"You cannot do this,” Mchiko whispered. "Please, Father. Ch please! | beg
you!"

He ignored her. "Arrange it. Say your goodbyes to your |over and then return
to your husband."

M chi ko bowed her head. "Now I will have nothing. You have condemmed ne to a
life of ashes and dust."
"Then that will be your own doing," Wataro Taki said. "You have your sins to

contenpl ate and your punishment to serve. It is your liaison with Doss-san
that led to your blindness. Neverthel ess, you are nmy daughter, and | know t hat
you will obey ne. Your first—and only—duty is to your famly. | am confi dent
that you will never forget that, Mchiko." He straightened his tie, pressed
the pal ms of his hands against his shiny hair. "Nobuo knows nothing. He will
continue to know nothing; | will see toit. As for Philip Doss, you will put
your personal feelings aside. As of this nonent, it is over."

But, of course, he could not know how wrong he was. He woul d never know t hat

i n di sobeying him M chi ko woul d one day save his dreans.

Jonas called. Philip had just gotten home. He could hear Lillian in the
bedroom stirring. She called out to him and he said, "I've got it."
He could tell imediately that a wheel had conme off. "Were the hell've you

been? 1've been trying to get you for a half hour?" Jonas was in a sweat.
"I't's happened, buddy," he said in a breathless voice. "The worst nightmare
you coul d i magi ne. "

"What is it?"

The line was secure, so they could talk directly.

"The safe house where we've been keeping the nministers on the Jiban's hit |ist
has been breached."

"Jesus! What happened?"

"They're all dead, Phil," Jonas said. "Every single one of the mnisters.
Soneone got in and detonated a hal f dozen grenades. There isn't enough left to
scrape off the rugs."

"Where's Turner?"

"What ?"

"Turner!" Philip was shouting now. "Where is David Turner?"

"I'n charge of the prelimnary investigation. He's at the safe house."
"I'"'mgoing down there,"” Philip said.

"It's security city there," Jonas said. "I'Il call and clear it. I'mon nmy way
t here anyway."
"No," Philip said. "I want you to get over to Turner's apartment."

"What for?"

"There's no time," Philip said inmpatiently. "Turner's a Russian spy, Jonas. He
killed Silvers, and it's a sure bet he masterni nded the safe house break-in as
well. Just do as | say. And for Christ's sake be careful!"

Philip checked his service revolver before going up the steps to the safe
house. As Jonas had said, the place was alive with soldiers and Cl G personnel
Fire trucks were parked half on the sidewal k, and hoses snaked in through the
front door.

He used his credentials, but it was still a tough job getting through. Inside
the safe house, an iron-jawed sergeant stopped himin the foyer, got one of
his men to keep Philip there while he went off to find Turner. An efficient
forensic teamwas at work. The place snelled |like a chanel house. Sonewhere
the remmants of a fire were still burning, and Philip saw several firenen
rushi ng through.

The sergeant came back, a puzzled | ook on his face. "That's funny," he said.
"Li eutenant Turner was here a minute ago. | was here when he took a phone
call."

"How | ong ago?" Philip barked at him

"Coul dn't have been nore than five or ten mnutes,

the startled sergeant



sai d.

"Do you know who he was speaking to?"

The sergeant shrugged. But Philip was al ready racing outside, back to his car
He approached Turner's apartment on foot. There was only one entrance and, as
was typical of Japanese apartment buildings, there were no fire escapes. One
way in, one way out.

It was clear to himthat soneone had tipped Turner off that

Philip was on his way. That meant two things: that his phone line wasn't
secure after all and that Turner had an acconplice at Cl G headquarters,
because that was where Jonas had phoned himfrom Philip filed the know edge
away.

It was Turner-Karsk he was concerned with now. Karsk, who had set himup to
point the finger at Silvers. Karsk, who had nurdered Silvers. Karsk, who had
nmur dered Ed Porter. Karsk, who had blinded M chi ko. Karsk, who had bl own away
four top-level mnisters at the Cl G safe house.

Philip went in the front door, his revolver drawn. The small | obby, dimand
cool, looned enpty. Turner-Karsk lived on the fourth floor. The el evator was
open in the |lobby. Philip found a nai ntenance nop and wedged it agai nst the
door to keep it open so no one could use it. Then he took to the stairs.
Sounds echoed up the open space of the stairwell. None of themwere

recogni zable. Philip kept hinself against the inner wall as he went up. He
cane out onto the fourth-floor |anding. Crouching, he |ooked first one way,
then the other. The hallway was cl ear.

He went down toward Tuner-Karsk's apartnment. The front door was | ocked. He

st epped back and shot out the |lock. Imediately, he kicked the door open
rolled out of the way.

But there was no answering fire. Philip picked hinmself up, scuttled crabw se
into the apartment, his revolver held in the standard two-handed grip before
hi m

The wi ndows were open, curtains blowing in. The bed was unmade. There were
papers scattered all over. Sone of themwhirled |ike oversized confetti in the
draft Philip had made opening the front door

Heard a noise conmng fromthe tiny bathroomand threw hinmsel f | engthw se
across the threshol d.

Jonas was in there. He was hol ding his shoul der, which was oozing bl ood from
around his grip. Jonas's face was pasty white.

"You okay?"

Jonas nodded. "The bastard shot me, then went out the w ndow. "

Philip made a nove to foll ow Karsk's escape route, but Jonas said, "Forget it.
He went across the rooftops |like a bat out of hell. You'll never find him"
Philip clinmbed out the wi ndow. The apartnent rose above the height of the rest
of the roof. Asphalt rooftops stretched away in every direction. Jonas was
right. Karsk had di sappeared as if into thin air.

"I have sonething for you."

"What ?"

M chi ko came silently across the room knelt on the tatam . The bandages had
cone of f, and one needed to be very close indeed to see the scars. She pl aced
an engraved kyoki wood box on the | ow table between them

"A present."

"M chi ko—=

But her voice deflected him "First," she said, "tea."

He watched her as she slowy, gracefully, seemingly effortlessly, brewed the
green tea. She used the whisk to make the pale froth on its top. Turning the
cup, turning. Now her fingers guided her, so subtly that unl ess one was

| ooki ng, one woul d not suspect that she was blind.

Finally, she held out the cup for himto take. She used to love to watch him
drink the tea she made for him Now she listened as he took his first sip.
Only when he had finished it all and had given her back the cup did she
prepare the second pot. This time it was for themboth. "WII we make |ove

t oday?" she asked when they were drinking.



"W al ways make | ove when we are together," he said. "Anbng nany ot her
things." He cocked his head, perhaps sensing sonething. "Is today different?"
"I amdifferent." Her eyelids were | owered.

Qutside, the runble of traffic cane to themlike a distant storm a harbinger
of great change, but not yet near enough to affect them

"The tea is delicious."

"Dono." Thank you

"There is nothing different about you.'
cocked her head.

"M chi ko," he began, "what happened in the sunp stadi um—=

"I understand," she interrupted. "You lost a good friend and conpatriot in Ed
Porter."

"That's true," he said. "But | was speaking about you—

"Ah." She snmiled, so sweetly that he was disarnmed. "But there is nothing to
say. | amthe lucky one, neh? | amhere. | amalive."

"But if | hadn't told you about the furo—=

"Then we woul d never have discovered that David Turner is a Russian NKVD
agent."

Philip bowed his head in concession. He knew better than to continue this |line
with her. In any case, whatever guilt he felt was a purely Wstern enotion; it
had no pl ace here.

He took a nmoment to clear his throat of all his roiling enotion. "The

Taki -gum has accepted your father's arrival," he said. "Not even his nost
rabi d eneny woul d ever suspect that Wataro Taki and Zen Godo are one and the
same. "

He put his cup down. She heard, and

"My father has taken a woman," M chiko said. "They will be married inside a
nont h. "
He | ooked at her, knowi ng that there was sonething on her mnd. "Is that

strange? Your father has been essentially alone since your nother died sone
years back. Are you jeal ous of this new woman?"

"She is pregnant, | think." Mchi ko kept her eyes lowered. It was the only
sign she gave that there was sonething wong with her sight.

"I's that why they are getting married?" He wanted to get to the source of her
di sconfort.

"I don't think so. No." She seened inordinately still. "Understandably, ny
father wi shes to have sons. His sons will one day control what he has
created.”

"Rat her than you, his daughter?" He was on a fishing expedition

"I have no desire to followin his footsteps,” she flared. "Whatever gave you
that idea?"

"M chi ko," he said softly, "what is it?"

"I want you inside me," she said. "Now"

She was wild, alnost brutal. It was as if whatever was inside her had sucked
all tenderness out of her so that she engulfed himw th every fiber of her
bei ng.

Uterly spent, they fell asleep in each other's arns. Wen Philip awoke, she
was al ready preparing tea. He rose, sat down opposite her. She had not put on
her ki nmono or even her underki nono, which was unusual

"M chi ko?"

"Drink now." She held out a cup to him It was not the one he had used before.
It was rmuch lighter, nmuch finer, a celadon green. It had on its side a
gold-billed heron. A black fish was struggling between its jaws, and its
spread wi ngs were beginning to open. It was the cup he had al nost broken the
ni ght of Zen Godo's supposed death; the signal they had

agreed upon that would alert her, in another room to his presence in the

dar kened house.

He saw that the kyoki wood box was open. Was this its contents; his present?
He stared at her inquiringly.

"Drink," she said. "Half the tea."

He did so.



She waited until he put the cup back into her cupped hands. She finished off
the rest of the tea. Then she carefully wi ped the cup with a silk cloth, felt
for the kyoki wood box, placed it inside. He was right. It was his present.
But why?

She closed the lid, slid the box toward him "This is to remenber ne by," she
said softly. Her face was pale, a ghostly reflection half seen in a mrror
"What do you nean?"

"I am goi ng away," she said. "Back to nmy husband."

"But why? Did your father order this? Does he know about us?"

She shook her head. "This is my doing. Mne alone. W are both narried. There
are vows—nportant vows, holy vows, if we are true to our spirits—wahich mnust
be preserved. For a time we forgot them But not forever."

"Not forever," he said, his heart sinking. "But for now Wy not now?"

"It is inpossible."

"M chi ko—=

"Why must you make this more difficult? You nmust accept—

"I can"t!"

"But you nust!" Her voice was trenbling; she was close to tears. "If you care
anyt hi ng about ne, you will dress and go. Now. Wthout saying another word.

Wt hout |ooking at me again."

He was stunned. "Am | crazy? AmI| waking up froma drean? WAs there nothi ng
bet ween us?"

"This must be because there was sonet hing between us."

"l don't understand."

She was bent over so that her hair cascaded over her face, over the kyoki wood
box. She was silent.

In a nonment, he rose, went into the bathroom He stared into the mrror and
wondered what it was he saw there. Wose face was that? What deeds had that
person done while he was somewhere el se? He could not say. Or perhaps, nore
accurate, he did not want to renenber. Suddenly, he was so cold that he began
to shiver.

When he energed, he was dressed. The shivering, |like an ague, had passed.

M chi ko had not noved. He crossed to the table, picked up the box. It seened
lighter than air.

Then he did as she had asked. He said nothing. And he did not |ook at her

agai n.
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Lillian went into Ungaro. But everything seemed a bit too way-out for her, and

she wound up at Dior. She was feeling exceptionally fine. Having nade the
break fromthe deadening circle of Washington life, she felt weightless, as if
she had managed to escape purgatory. If only | knew that Audrey was safe, she
t hought .

Di or had al ways been her favorite. The designs were always trés chi c—never
outré. The el egance of line was tineless, and this was sonething to which she
responded whol eheartedly.

The fashi on house was on the Avenue Mntaigne, just steps fromthe Pl aza

At henee. As she surveyed the delicious array of clothes, Lillian felt again
that shivery thrill of being far, far froma prison of her own naking.

She bought a sequi ned eveni ng gown, which she asked be sent to the hotel after
it had been altered, and an el egant but discreet casual dress, which fit her
perfectly and which she decided to wear out.

Back on the Avenue Montaigne, she was at first undecided as to which way to
go. She could head down the Rue Francois le to the Cours |la Reine, which ran
al ong the Seine. That way she woul d pass closer to the G and Palais and the
Uni -versite. Like her children, she loved the water, and the Seine was no
exception. But then she renenbered that she would al so have to pass the

bat eaux station, watching all the gay tourists piling onto the boats for their
nmedi ocre nmeal while traveling up the river. She couldn't bear the thought of
that, so she headed up toward the Rond Point.

At the Chanps-Elysees, she turned to | ook toward the Place Charles de Gaulle.
The Arc de Trionmphe glowed a cool white. Even with the traffic streani ng
around it—er, perhaps, because of it—t seenmed grander now than the first tine
she had seen it. But then all of Paris had that effect on her, it seemed. It
grew nmore beautiful, nore desirable, every tinme she visited. That was its npst
endearing quality. Every large city in the world had a facade it paraded
before visitors that nade it exciting. But the nore one returned, the nore the

seans showed, the nore tarnished the facade becane. Until image and reality
separated, and one could never think of the place in the same way again.
That woul d never happen here, Lillian thought as she began to wal k down the

Chanps- El ysees. Here the facade only hinted at the pleasures to be
entertained. The nore one cane to Paris, the nore one enjoyed it.

She coul d see the obelisk at the Place de | a Concorde, rising in the near

di stance. Strolling down the wi de avenue, beneath the ancient chestnut trees,
Lillian felt the air of centuries rolling over her. She breathed in deeply and
si ghed. There was a sense of history—and, with it, a sense of place—wth

whi ch everyone was attuned. She could hear the soft hooting of the bateaux.

For just an instant she was unaccountably swept up in the utter contentnent
here, as if she had joined a famly whose nmenbers, though outwardly
forbi ddi ng, had turned out to be warm and generous.

The Pl ace de | a Concorde was blue with the diesel fumes of the tourist buses
lined up like tin soldiers while their progeny swarned outward toward Rue
Royal e and Sai nte-Mari e Madel ei ne.

Lillian went quickly onward, past the Orangerie and into the Tuileries. Men

| eani ng agai nst the trees were ostensibly watching a group of boys playing
boul es on a large patch of bare earth. In reality, they were eyeing the

fashi onabl e Pari sian wonmen striding by. Lillian was happy that she was wearing
the Dior dress. |In Washington, where power was the only cityw de obsession
being well dressed in the Parisian sense was a talent that had atrophied.
Maybe it was the crass-ness of the new world that had done it, or perhaps
America's national obsession with disposability.

In any case, one needed only to walk the streets here to see how peopl e should
be clothed. Even the elderly were chic, not only in the nmanner of their dress



but in their hair style and makeup as well. As often as not, one could not
tell the difference between a sixty-five-year-old and a forty-year-old. That
was anot her manner in which the city remained tineless. There were no traces
of the aging self-consciousness: as in the graying of Anerica. The Pari sians
woul d | augh at such an i dea.

Lillian sat down on a bench, watched the children at play. They were very

i nvol ved in the gane, and she wondered what significance winning this match
woul d have in their |ives.

Al of life is a gane, Philip had once said to her. It was early on in their
rel ati onship, while they were still in Tokyo, and she had not understood what
he meant. His refusal to explain it had only nade her resent her own

i gnorance. Now, of course, she understood it perfectly. She remenbered how her
di scovery of the answer had, in sone profound way, also been the answer to her
own nature.

She had al ways believed that she was half a person. That falling in | ove woul d
produce in her mate her nissing half. But her marriage to Philip had, rather
the effect of defining her own Iimtations. Wich certainly, before she had
met bun, she had no idea of. Being married to Philip had described the
boundaries of the world in which she lived. And for that, she supposed, she
must al ways be grateful to him

But when it cane to Philip, there was so nuch else to take into consideration.
Such as their first—and only—+rip here. It had been on her insistence, of
course. His reluctance to encounter any part of the old world was |ike an
anchor wei ghing them both down. H s idea of a trip had probably consisted of
two weeks in the hinterlands of Burma or the Hindu Kush

For their last night in the world' s nmost romantic city they had booked a

di nner cruise on a bateau nobuche, which Philip had m stakenly called a
barquette, much to the anusenent of the waiter.

She al ready spoke fluent French, and he was chagrined by his | ack of
expertise. (If they had gone to Burma or the H ndu Kush, Lillian was certain
t hat he woul d have spoken any dial ect they could encounter there.) That had
made hi m angry, of course. O angrier, because he was already angry at havi ng
been tal ked into comng to Paris. There was no such thing as civilization
anywhere in Europe, he had told her in no uncertain terns. A

Eur opean—especially a Frenchman—had no concept of what true civilization
meant. And furthernore, when he was confronted with sonmeone—a Japanese,
say—-who was truly civilized, he was incapable of conprehending it.

Maybe, Lillian had said in an attenpt to appease himand thus sal vage what was
left of their trip, the Frenchman was just incapable of admtting it.

That had nade himsee red. The only thing a Frenchman was capabl e of
admtting, Philip had said hotly, was that he was God's gift to the fairer
sex. Which was so patently foolish he did not want to discuss it further

So she had spent nuch of the dusky-rose twilight sitting alone at their
white-linen-covered table, watching the Right Bank or the Left Bank slide by.
When she found hersel f watching the backs of heads while the boat floated
slowy past the Notre Danme, she got up and went in search of Philip.

"You | ook lIike death warmed over," Eliane said. "Didn't you sleep at all on

t he pl ane?"

M chael nmaneuvered the rented Nissan through the multi-lanes of traffic. "How
could I?" he said. "I kept thinking about Audrey." It was late evening in
Tokyo. Was there any tinme of the day or night when the access roads from
Narita Airport weren't clogged? "How did that bastard Ude get her into that
DC-9? And how did they get off the ground w thout tower clearance?"

She did not take her eyes off him "How are you feeling?"

"Not bad." He flexed his torso in the linmted anount of roomthe seat belt

af forded him Caught a glance at his heavily bandaged nose and upper Iip.
"I"'ve felt better," he admitted. Thinking, too, about Jonas. How depressed he
had sounded. As if he were sick. But M chael could not renmenber Uncle Sanmy
being sick a day in his life. Wiich made this all the nore frightening.

There had been no answer at Uncle Sanmy's hone. The BI TE station chief had



flown in fromHonolulu to straighten things out with the INS. Wat a nmess—but
that was his problem M chael and Eliane had needed to get out of Hawaii

qui ckly. Followi ng the DC-9 with Audrey.

The wi ndshi el d wi pers whi ck-whi cked back and forth, snmearing the lights of the
oncom ng traffic as they cleared away the drizzle that had begun to fall. Rain
that seemed to himto be the sky crying. There was a nmood of despair inside

M chael that he found difficult to dispel

"I can sense that you're in pain," Eliane said. "Are you sure you're al

right? You haven't said a word since we |eft Maui."

"Leave ne al one," he snapped. "And stop reading into things. \Watever you
sense is wong."

"Why are you angry with ne?"

"I"'mnot angry," he said, knowing that he was. "I'mjust tired of your belief
inthe spirit world. The next tinme we're on some kind of sacred ground, |eave
me out of it, okay?"

"That kind of stupid conment nmakes nme sure |I'mright," she said.

"What does that mean?" He wondered why he was suddenly so angry with her

Then, with a start, he realized that he had been angry at her all through the
flight.

"It was all right when you saved ny life in Kahakul oa, because you're the
man," Eliane said. "You re supposed to act heroic. But when the situation is
reversed-when | save your life, it's hard to take, isn't it?"

"That's ridiculous," he said, but even he recogni zed the lack of conviction in
hi s voi ce.

They continued on in silence. The whi ck-whick of the w ndshield w pers counted
of f the seconds.

"I"'msorry," Mchael said after a long tinme. "You're right. But only in a way.
I think I"'mnmore angry with myself. | |ooked like a goddanm amat eur back there
in the plane."”

"But, Mchael," she said, putting a hand on his leg, "that's exactly what you
are. An amateur. There's nothing to be ashamed of in that."

"Tsuyo, my sensei, would never be forgiving. If you hadn't been there, 1'd be
dead now. "

"It's foolish to think about what night have been," she said softly, "don't
you t hi nk?"

He nodded. Inside, he was nore confused than ever. Eliane had saved his life
by interveni ng when Ude was about to kill him Did that nean she was on his

si de? Maybe. But if she were working for Masashi, she would want himalive, at
| east until he had uncovered the riddle of where his father had hidden the
Katei document. But then, wasn't Ude ostensibly working for Masashi ? Wy,

then, would he want to kill M chael ?

The brilliant lights of Tokyo shone through the rain and m st with such
intensity that the night gave grudgi ng way before the power of its aura.

M chael drove on, his thoughts chasing one anot her around and around until he
was dizzy. And still in the back of his mnd was the naggi ng suspicion that he
was m ssing an essential element that lay right in front of him

"Where are we goi ng?" Eliane asked. "You made reservations at the Ckura. This
isn'"t the way to the hotel."

"We're not going there," Mchael said. "Masashi's sure to have his nmen on the
| ookout for me. Maybe they'll find my name at the Ckura and waste sone tinme
staking it out, waiting for ne to show up."

She watched him the silver reflections of the rain sliding down the side of
his face. "Maybe you' re not such an amateur after all."

He grinned at her. "No," he said. "I'mjust a quick study."
Lillian found him after a fashion
Rat her, she saw him And what he had found. A tall, slim Japanese woman with a

narrow, patrician head and eyes with such pronounced epicanthic folds they
were barely nore than slits.

There was not hi ng beautiful about this woman that Lillian could see. But then
her heart had been | ocked tight against Orientals for sone tinme. She could



recogni ze, however, in the sinuous novenents of the Japanese woman a kind of
sexual ity she could only define as sinister. Not only because it was directed
at her husband, but because it possessed, in its own right, a quality wholly
unknown—and t herefore unfathonable—+o0 her. It was sonething beyond the limts
of her world, and thus not only alien but, to her way of thinking, dangerous.
Whi ch was, of course, why, she had told herself, her husband courted it. She
was fully aware of Philip's professed affinity with the Oriental nmind—t could
hardl y have been otherw se. But that did not necessarily mean that she
believed him Rather, it was far easier—and safer!—to tell herself that his
reaction was akin to hers. He |liked danger; he had made no secret of that.

Craved it, in fact, like an al coholic needs his booze. That was all right as
long as it went no farther than his work. But Lillian suspected that it did
not .

Now, as she watched her husband with the Japanese woman, all her suspicions
burst open Iike a wound. They stood cl ose enough so that their bodies were
touchi ng. They were not kissing, but they m ght have been. There was an odd
kind of intimcy at work that caused her to shiver, though the evening air was
war m enough.

They were not naking |ove, but they mi ght have been. What is it, Lillian had
asked herself with a terrifying degree of desperation, that was passing

bet ween thenf? She was certain that she woul d never know. She was not even sure
that she would understand it if it were explained to her. She felt |ike
Philip's Frenchman confronted with a truly civilized man.

The sense of inadequacy that washed over her was so overwhel ning that she was
dizzied. And with it cane a kind of despair. It was as if she were a little
girl watching two adults act and react in a world of which she was not a part.
Because it was she who was being betrayed, and the sense of inevitability—that
of course this was happening; it was a consequence of her own i nadequacy—was

crushi ng.
She fought back tears of hurt. Or so she had thought at the time. Years later
when she contenpl ated the notivation for her own betrayal, it would occur to

her that they were also tears of rage

Masashi and Shiina were on the wooden catwal k that overhung the vast basenent
of the warehouse at Takashi ba.

"I must admit," Masashi was saying, "that | was wong about Joji. | didn't
think he had it in himto challenge ne for the clan.”

"I was silent at the tine," Shiina said, "because you did not seek ny advice.
And this is your fanmly, after all. Joji is your brother. But | felt then that
he woul d not accept being cut off fromthe only | egacy your father left for
you. "

They were watching a large crate being wheel ed into the chanmber bel ow t hem
The nmen surrounding the crate wore |l oose-fitting suits that covered them from
their ankles to the tops of then- heads. They wore thick-sol ed boots. The
clicking of their hand-held Ceiger counters could be heard, anmplified by the
acoustics of the open space.

"l suppose,"” Masashi said grudgingly, "that ny brother is not quite the

whi pped dog | had thought himto be."

"Far fromit," Shiina said. "You know Dai zo's prowess. He woul d not have been
easy to defeat."

"Joji was always good at |earning," Masashi said. "And the martial arts were
no exception. | just never believed that cut off from M chiko, his chief ally
agai nst me, he woul d have the stomach for a personal war."

"Now you are witness to your mistake," Shiina said. "And a costly error it has
proved to be."

"I"ll be able to replace Daizo quickly."

"I wasn't thinking of Daizo," Shiina said. "I was thinking of your |oss of
face anong your men." His old face was shiny in the harsh fl uorescent
lighting. "You rmust kill Joji."

The nmen had the crate open now. They were carefully easing the contents onto a
heavy-duty | ead-topped trolley.



"I already have the death of one brother on ny conscience," Msashi said. "I
have no desire for another."

"What ot her choice do you have?" Shiina said. "If you

don't avenge the dishonor done to you, your power as oyabun of the Taki-gumni
will quickly erode."

Shi i na knew whi ch buttons to push, which strings to pull. Being oyabun was
paramount in Masashi's life. He was a man who had lived his entire life in his
father's shadow. That was a burden that Masashi did not want to bear. Shiina
understood this. Men too proficient to be noved by a sword, he believed, could
of ten be mani pul ated by sonething that the long years had shown himto be far
nore powerful: the human nind.

That was the fallacy of being so involved with one's own body, Shiina had

| earned: One always saw force as action. Wth the gradual erosion of his own
body, Shiina had conme to rely nmore and nore on his nmind. And gradually his
definition of force had changed. He had cone to see the truth: that force was
intent.

"I read the reports on the FAX s test flight," he said. "Very inpressive."
"You shoul d have seen it," Masashi said. "It does everything Nobuo promised it
woul d. "

"Good. And he has nodified the fusilage for this rather unique payl oad?"

"It is all done."

Now on to the difficult work, Shiina thought. Knowi ng the answer already, he
asked, "Has Ude brought Audrey Doss back yet?"

"Ude is dead," Masashi said. "There was sone difficulty at the airport.
Apparently, M chael Doss discovered Ude's plan and tried to prevent himfrom
sendi ng Audrey Doss off. The inportant thing is that Mchael Doss is still on
the trail of the Katei document his father stole fromme. He will not slip our
surveil l ance. ™"

"Did Ude discover who killed Philip Doss?"

"No. There seenmed to be no clues. Then he stunbl ed upon Audrey Doss, and she

t ook precedence."

Shiina, wanting to know what Masashi was doing with Eli-ane Yamanoto, said,

"How wi | | you ensure that M chael Doss |eads you to the Katei docunent?" He
was angry over Ude's death. Ude had been useful to him it was a shanme that he
was gone

"I should kill her," Masashi said, his mnd still focused on Audrey Doss, "for
the trouble her father has put ne to."

"Kill her or let her live," Shiina said. "Wat does it matter? It is only a
life. The Katei document is what is inportant to us both." He repeated his
guesti on.

"M chael Doss will not slip the leash | have on him" M-sashi said. "And when
the Katei docunent is returned, that sane | eash will be wapped around his
neck. He will strangle on it."

Shiina considered. The | eash Masashi had on M chael Doss nust be Eliane
Yamanot o. Why el se would she be in Maui, and with hin But why would Eliane do
Masashi ' s bi ddi ng? She hated him Then Shiina renmenbered a conversation he had
had with Masashi. | wouldn't worry about M chi ko, Masashi had said. | have
already put into notion a plan that will effectively neutralize her. If that
pl an neutralized M chi ko, Shiina wondered, would it al so coerce her daughter
El i ane, into working for Masashi? It seemed so.

Shiina saw it all now Masashi was using Eliane to get close to M chael Doss,
become hi s conpani on—hi s coconspirator, even—n his quest to find the Kate
docunent. Eliane would be useful to leak certain information to Doss at the
proper times. She would be even nore useful when the Katei document was found.
She woul d kill M chael Doss. This, Shiina could not allow It had been Philip
Doss who had nurdered Shiina's son so many years ago. It was Shiina's desire
to kill M chael Doss hinmself. That was only fitting: a son for a son
"Information has cone to ne," Shiina said, "regarding the death of Ude."
Masashi turned. "You knew about his death?"

At that noment, Shiina alnmpst felt pity for Masashi. He was so young, far too



young to manage the enornous power that Wataro Taki had | eft behind. Masash
had shown his surprise. A true oyabun would not have allowed any enotion to be
seen by either friend or foe. Enptions were di sadvant ageous when they were
made manifest. It would be many years, Shiina suspected, before Masashi woul d
learn that vital lesson, and by then it would be far too late for him

"I knew," Shiina said. "I also know that it was not M chael Doss who killed
Ude. It was Eliane Yamanoto."

"Eliane? | don't believe it! Were did you get this information?"

"I have a contact high up in the U'S. Inmgration and Naturalization Service
in Hawaii. He contacted ne sone hours ago, after he had finished his
prelimnary investigation."

"But it is inmpossible!l Unthinkable!"

"Why? Because Eliane Yanmanoto is working for you?" Shiina | aughed. "Your
expression betrays you, Masashi. | guessed. Just as | have guessed that you
have coerced her and M chi ko in sone nanner. | congratul ate you on your

cl everness. But | also nust caution you to bring Mss Ya-manoto in as quickly
as possible, to find out what she is up to. Perhaps she is nore devious than
you expected, eh? Perhaps she w shes the Katei docunent for herself."

Masashi thought about this for a nonent. He was furious with Shiina for having
seen parts of his plan that Masashi had no intention of revealing to him But
he was even nore furious with Eliane. What was she doing interfering? And if
Shiina's information was correct, why had she killed Ude?

Rel uctantly, he nodded. "I1'll bring her in," he said
The nmen in the baggy suits were finished unpacking the contents of the crate.
"Look," Shiina said, pointing. "It's finally here. The begi nning of our dreans

for a finer Japan.”

The two of them stared down at the nucl ear device.

"How did you get it?" Masashi asked. He was a bit awed, despite hinself.

"The Ji ban has far-ranging connections,"” Shiina said. "W have nmany friends
who are synpathetic to our cause.”

"lIt's so small," Masashi said as the men in the antiradiati on suits wheel ed
the device into the underground | aboratories beyond the gallery.

"That is its beauty,” Shiina said. "And its desirability. But don't confuse
size with strength. This device will level one third of Beijing on inpact. The
i nhabitants of the rest of the city will die within several days, those in the
out | yi ng suburbs perhaps as nuch as a week later."

"But | ong before that," Masashi said, "whatever is left of the Chinese
government will have capitulated to our demands. Japan will finally have al
the roomit needs for its people."

He t hought of Hiroshi ma and Nagasaki. He thought of the air shaking itself
apart. He thought of the rip in the cosnmc fabric that would be made when the
m ssile they would | aunch detonated over Beijing. Fromthat nonment on he was
certain that history would renmenber him Masashi, not his father, the god

Wat aro Taki .

The boys were al nmost through with their game of boul es. The nen who had been

| oungi ng al ong the periphery of the rough circle had already begun drifting
away. All save one. This man waited until the very end. Then he sauntered over
to Lillian's bench and sat down. He was good-| ooki ng, obviously French. He did
not |l ook at her but, rather, opened up a current edition of the Internationa
Heral d Tri bune and began to read.

Lillian watched the boys | aughing and cuffing one another good-naturedly.
Their cheeks were red fromthe exertion, and they scuffed clouds of dust

wher ever they wal ked. Again she was struck by how at home she felt here. And
by how far she had cone since standing in Dulles Airport waiting to depart.

It was |late afternoon now, and the quality of light was striking. It had

t hi ckened all around, as if she had become part of a pointlllist painting. The
glow in the deepening sky cane froma sun already behind the western quarter

A cool breeze was blowi ng. One |last burst of laughter fromthe departing boys,
a solitary balloon lofted into the encroachi ng eveni ng.

The man on her bench rustled the paper as he folded it. He lit a cigarette.



When he was fini shed snoking, he got up and left, heading toward the Rue de
Rivoli.

Morments later, Lillian herself left. She strolled back along the
Chanps- El ysees. The vendors were closing down for the night; |overs walked arm
in arm There was a nel ancholy air, echoed by a young man, with hair to his
shoul ders, playing a Spanish guitar. Lillian dropped five francs into his
upended hat, and he sniled at her, mouthing a silent, Merci, nadane.

Back at the hotel, she went into the bar and ordered a Lillet on the rocks.
She stretched her legs out, for a nonent savoring the appreciative gl ances
fromthe wonen as well as the nen. She slipped off her high-heel ed shoes,
luxuriating in the confort of being barefoot.

Her drink came, and she sipped at it. It occurred to her, as if for the first
time, that she could get up right now, go to the concierge's desk and have a
tabl e booked for her at a reconmended restaurant. Then, tonorrow, she could go
hone. To Washington. Bellehaven. If that was home. Had it ever been? she asked
herself. It depended on one's definition of home, she supposed.

For just an instant, she entertained the fantasy of doing that. But there was
only a feeling of enptiness. Wiy, she asked herself, would anyone willingly
return to purgatory? She could not think of an answer.

I nstead, she picked up the edition of the International Herald Tribune that
the man had left on the bench. Now there was a sense of inpendi ng qui ckness.
As if she were riding a

horse which had just begun to gallop. She had no desire to get out of the
saddl e.

She opened the paper to the correct page and, as she continued to sip at her
drink, read the nessage neant only for her

"Howdy, " Stick Haruma said. He bowed, then stuck out his hand.

El i ane shook it, startl ed.

"Come on in, it's pouring out there." He was wearing Levi's jeans, L. A Cear
sneakers wi thout socks and an oversize sweatshirt with ohio state buckeyes

sil k-screened across the chest. He had a face that woul d have been nondescri pt
except for the inner energy he exuded. Eliane found his intense animation
infectious. "Hey, Mke." Stick Haruma's grin faded when he saw t he bandages,
the cuts and the bruises. "Wo tried to erase your face?"

"It's a long story," Mchael said. He slapped Stick on the back. "W haven't
seen each other in nore than five years," he said as he introduced the tall
thin Japanese to Eliane. "W nmet here many years ago. Stick and | were
students together at the sanme martial-arts dojo."

"Yeah, we were real cutups in those days," Stick Haruma said. "Come on in. M
casa es su casa, as they say in the U S "

Stick Haruma's apartnent was essentially an ell-shaped |iving space with a
loft that served as his sleeping quarters. Of the living roomwas a den, a
kitchen and bath. Al the roons were tiny by American standards, but nore than
adequate to the Japanese way of life.

"I sure was glad to hear your voice when you called fromthe airport," Stick
said. "You don't get back here as much as you should."” He did not say a word
about the sorry state of their clothes or the fact that they had arrived

wi t hout any | uggage. Nothing surprised Stick. "Wiat can | get you guys? Are
you hungry? How about sonething to drink?"

M chael | aughed at Eliane's expression. "You'd better get used to the way he
talks. Stick spends all his free tinme hanging out with the Anericans in

Shi nj uku. "

"I love everything Anerican,"” Stick Haruma said. "My fondest dreamis to own a
1961 Corvette. Preferably, white with red | eather seats. Then |I'm gonna drive
it along the G nza while | scarf down a Big Mac, french fries and a Coke."
El i ane | aughed in disbelief.

"He works for the U S. enbassy, translating for the diplomts," M chael said.
"It's adirty job," Stick Haruma said, "but sonmebody's got to do it. Besides,
they like the fact that I've got all the latest idions down pat."

He ushered themto the sofa. "Now what'Ill it be? Beer, Coke? M ke, your face



is a ness. That's got to smart sonme. If you ask ne, you' d better have a scotch
to kill the pain."

"That'd be fine," Mchael said. "Do you mind if | nmake a | ong-distance call?"
"Use the phone upstairs,” Stick Haruma said, pointing to the loft.

M chael clinbed up the wooden | adder, sat on the edge of Stick's futon. He

di al ed Jonas's nunber. He felt gingerly along his cheekbone, w ncing slightly.
"Hel | 0?"

"lI's Jonas there?"

"Who' s speaki ng?"

"M chael Doss. I'mcalling from Tokyo. May | speak with my uncle, please?"

"M chael, this is your grandfather Sam" Ceneral Hadl ey said from Jonas's
study. He had conme there the nmonent his investigators had shown up at the BITE
offices. By that time, the anbul ance had already arrived and t he paranedics

had done everything they could to revive Jonas. "lI'msorry to be the bearer of
bad tidings, Mke, but Jonas is dead. He had a fatal heart attack about an
hour ago. I'mat his house now, going through his papers.™

M chael cl osed his eyes, but the tears squeezed through nonethel ess. \What will
| do without Uncle Samy? he thought. \Wat would the Darlings have done

wi t hout Nana?

"M ke?"

"Yes."

"Are you all right?" General Hadley said. "You were quiet so long. | know this
must be quite a shock."

"I was just thinking."

"About Jonas. | know." He cleared his throat. "M ke, 1've got a lot of work
ahead of ne. Whatever you wanted to tell Jonas, you can tell ne."

M chael remenbered what Jonas had sai d about BITE being cl osed down. But what
did that matter now? Jonas was dead.

"M ke, if you've got sonething specific, nowis the time to say it."

M chael told his grandfather everything that had happened up until a noment
ago, including the existence of the Katei document. \Wen he was done, Hadl ey
was silent a long tine.

When he spoke, his voice was grave. "Wat about Audrey? Have you found her
yet ?"

"No," Mchael said. "But I've followed her this far into Japan. | won't stop
until 1've found her. 1'll bring her back, Sam don't worry."

"I know you'll do your best," Hadley said. "I've already gone through Jonas's
notes on your mission." He paused, cleared his throat. "I want to know,

M ke—scratch that. | need to know if you will go on. | know you're not an
agent. | know that as your grandfather | have no right to ask you to continue
to put yourself in danger. But your father's dead, and now so is Jonas. You're
the only hope we have. If you can get your hands on that Katei document. This
is vital. If it is all you say it is, with it in hand, | have no doubt we can
swi ng a deal .’

M chael was bew | dered. "Wat do you nmean? \Wat kind of deal ?"

"Why, with the Japanese, of course,"” Hadley said. "At last we'll have

somet hing that can cause thema tremendous |oss of face. It will give us
untold leverage. It will bring themback to the bargaining table, it wll
force themto come to terns with us in this terribly dangerous trade war. It's
what Jonas woul d have done, what 1'll do. Look, Mke, there's very little
time. |'ve been going through the BITE field reports. There has been a
systematic | eakage of high-level intelligence to the Soviets. The evidence now
clearly points to a deep-cover Russian agent inside BITE itself. That's one of
the reasons | decided to close the shop down.

"But now that I'mat Jonas's house, | can see what he was tal king about. The
report | comm ssioned has the incept date of the |eak at about six years ago.
Accordi ng to what Jonas uncovered shortly before his death, the | eaks go back
much farther than that.

"I think perhaps Jonas was beginning to suspect who the mole was. Pity he's
dead. "



"I'f Jonas found the clues,"” Mchael said, "so can you. You're not letting the
matter drop, are you?"

"I"'mnot sure it makes sense to pursue it any further," Hadley said. "At |east
in this way. You see, the nole took one | ast nassive chunk of information—-al
the data on our Soviet networks, including active agents, |ocal informants and
sl eepers. The retrieval of that intelligence is of paramount inportance. Al so,
it appears that the nole has bolted with the intelligence. Mt likely, he's
al ready on the other side of the lron Curtain.”

"And that's it?" M chael was incredul ous.

"What el se would you have ne do, son, call out the army? Sonetines you have to
take your lunps, learn fromyour m stakes and get on with the business at

hand. This appears to be one of those tinmes." General Hadley cleared his
throat. "The only ray of hope fromthis nmess is that you have a | ead on the

Katei docurment. Now | ook, Mke, get it for ne, will you? | can't begin to tel
you what it would nmean for us. It may be our salvation."”

Takashiba Pier. Brilliant spotlights, into which noths the color of ash hurled
t hensel ves in suicidal abandon, illunminated the purling harbor waters. The

[ ight bounced off the | ow waves, turning the water as bl ack and opaque as
obsidian. It | ooked solid enough to walk on

Pal e wi sps of nist crept along the ground, softening the oil-stained concrete
sl abs. Here, as throughout the city, the streets were arunble with trucks and
articulated sems, for in Tokyo, business deliveries could only be nade at
night. Qut in the water, scarred tankers and | ow|ying ships were ablaze with
lights as their crews off-1oaded oil and produce bound for Tokyo's varied

whol esal e markets, where they would be traded at first |ight.

It had not been difficult to fool Masashi's guards. In the bath at her house,
M chi ko had called the maids back in, had dressed one of themin her robes and
sent her out with the other girl attending her

"Go to ny rooms," she had said to the girl. Msashi's guards never went into
her roons but, rather, stood watch outside. "Get into bed as if you are ne and
stay there until | return.” Wich, she had said to Joji, had better be before
t he breakfast hour, when the guards sent one of the girls in to wake her

It began to pour alnpbst as soon as Joji and M chi ko got out of the car. He
pull ed the collar of his raincoat up over his neck and, keeping a firmhold on
her, hurried them al ong the pavenent. He had kept Mchiko in the car for
nearly fifteen mnutes while he observed the nocturnal rhythnms of the area.

But her anxiety was overpowering, and at |ast he broke off his vigil.

There was no one on the street. Several trucks |unbered by, but they neither
st opped nor slowed and Joji concentrated on the building where he and Shozo
had encountered Daizo. It appeared just as it had then

He went to the door, opened it slowy. He went in first, gun at the ready.
They stood quite still.

Joji breathing in the sanme fish-and-oil fumes until his eyes adjusted to the
gloom "Do you hear anyone?" he whispered. M chiko mght be blind, but her

ot her senses were, he knew, far keener than his. She shook her head.

The tiny vestibule, the nearly vertical flight of stairs, the shabby walls and
ceiling, materialized slowy fromout of the darkness. He could hear the rain
beati ng agai nst the door like a drunken vagrant.

The door had creaked slightly on opening. But aside fromthat, they had nmade
no sound since conming in off the street. He could hear a hunmi ng, as of an
engine, and a slight vibration comng up through the floorboards. But that was
all.

Keeping to the extreme inside of the stairs, they ascended slowy. Every three
steps or so, they paused, listening still. The hunmm ng was so | ow now that he
could barely discern it. The vibration bad | essened as well.

Hal fway up, he directed all his concentration on the hallway at the top of the
stairs. There was a ninbus of pale light there, no doubt one of the
streetlights comng in through a window To the right, he knew, was the |arge,
vacant roominto which Shozo had di sappeared, blasting away with his sawed- of f
shotgun. Joji sniled at the thought. Loyal Shozo.



He turned to Mchiko. "I want you to stay here," he said in her ear. Did not
wait for a reply, but crept upward, a step at a time. Rain, drummi ng on the
flat concrete roof, quickly became an overpowering sound. He took the |ast
five stairs very quickly.

Now he was in the hallway. He turned left, but there was only bl ackness. To
the right, the watery light. He went in that direction

In the vast room the sound of the downpour was very loud. Joji could see why.
The wi ndows along the far side were open. Rain dribbled onto the floor, making
puddl es streaked with pale color as they reflected the arc lights from
out si de.

Joji crept out into the sem darkness. He could see the closed door behind

whi ch he had seen Tori held prisoner. He noved cautiously toward it, keeping
to the shadows as best he coul d.

When he was three steps away fromthe door, he prepared hinself. Put his face
close to the door and said |loudly, "Open up! Masashi-san wi shes to speak to
the little girl!" Rapping on the door with the butt of the pistol

The door swung open at his touch, and Joji's heart sank. It wasn't |ocked. He
stepped into the room

It was deserted.

"Hey, buddy, what happened?" Stick Haruna asked. He handed M chael a gl ass
with scotch and ice. "You look like you' ve just seen something that goes clank
in the night."

"M chael ?" Eliane reached for him "Are you all right?"

M chael, at the foot of the |ladder to the loft, gulped the liquor in a

convul sive gesture. "My uncle's dead," he said tonel essly.

"You mean Uncl e Sammy?" Stick Haruma shook his head. "I'm sorry, buddy. |
remenber that old bird. | liked him"

El i ane was | ooking fromone to the other, careful to keep her enotions under
control.

"Yeah," Stick Haruma said. "Ad Jonas Sanmartin was the |ast of a breed."
"How did it happen, M chael ?" Eliane asked.

"A heart attack. He keeled over in his office.”

"Just like that, huh?" Stick Haruma poured M chael another shot of scotch
"Drink up, Mke. Life is fleeting. You never knew when it's your tinme to check
into the astral plane.”" He lifted his glass, clinked it first against

M chael's, then Eliane's. "Let's all toast Uncle Samry. He was a helluva guy."
M chael drank the scotch mechanically, not feeling it at all. "I've got to get
out of here for a while," he said to no one in particular

Eliane took a step toward him but Stick nade a nmotion to hold her back.

"What ever you say, buddy," Stick said. "Sonetinmes it's better to be alone.”
But as soon as M chael had left, Stick turned to Eliane and said in Japanese,
"I"'mgoing to keep an eye on him Stay here until we get back. | know

somet hing serious is going on, otherwise Mke would have brought a present,
nehT

El i ane nodded. Japanese custom dictated that presents be brought for a w de
variety of everyday events. Conming to a friend' s house was only one of many.
To fail to do so was a serious breach of etiquette.

"It's very serious," she said.

He nodded absently, repeating, "Stay here," as he went out the door

How does one find another human being in a city of ten mllion souls crowded
toget her like | emmi ngs? The sidewal ks of Tokyo were choked with people, the
streets strangling in traffic so thick it barely noved. In winter the
secondhand button stores did a | and-office business; the buttons of one's
overcoat were continually being ripped off by the crush of people. In sunmer
it was a futile effort to carry one's picnic lunch to the park. Invariably,
the food woul d be smashed flat by the crush of the masses of people | ong
before one arrived.

As if this were not enough, Tokyo was laid out in no discernible pattern. It
was a literal maze of great w de avenues and twi sting side streets. No
bui | di ng address was ever posted, so that one continually saw even long-tine



Tokyo residents asking for directions at the | ocal nei ghborhood police
precincts.

As he wandered through the dense throngs, M chael was appalled by the
congestion of human bei ngs and nechani cal conveyances. Stick had been right,
he thought. It had been a long time since he had been here. O course he
renenbered Tokyo as being crowded, but nmenories were often difficult to
assess. This reality stunned him There was so little space for so many
peopl e! He had heard about but had never seen the so-called capsule hotels
popul ar with the frugal Japanese busi nessnmen throughout the country. Instead
of a room one clinbed into a capsule of approximately six by four feet. It
contai ned at futon on which to sleep, a light and a cl ock radi o. Japanese did
not conpl ai n about such quarters, which would drive an Anerican into a frenzy.
Overcrowdi ng was a fact of life in Japan, sonething with which one grew up

M chael stopped to ook into a departnent-store window. It was filled with
colored lights, w nking and gl owing. H s gaze shifted, and he saw Stick
Haruma's refl ection
"You forgot an unbrella,
"How you doi ng, pal ?"

M chael shook his head. "I don't know. "

"Come on," Stick said. "Let's grab a bite."

They went into the departnent store, a veritable city within a city. There
were six restaurants in this one. Stick took themup to the roof |evel. Soon
they were seated at a table overlooking the city. The blaze of |ight was
stunni ng. Enornous spires rose fromthe Shinjuku section, reaching skyward
with a kind of blind arrogance.

"I think you'd better tell me about it," Stick said after they had ordered
I'"ve got to tell soneone, M chael thought. He | ooked at his friend, and for
the first time since Uncle Sammy had called himto tell himthat his father
had been killed, he felt safe. "Here's how it started," he began. He ran

t hrough everything, |eaving nothing out except his suspicions concerning
Eliane. He did not want to prejudice Stick; he wanted to know what his friend
t hought of her first.

That's how he wound up. "Wat do you think of Eliane?" he asked.

The food had come by then, and Stick was already digging hi. "First you tel

me what you're doing running around with Eliane Yamanoto."

M chael al nost dropped his chopsticks. "What do you nean? She told ne her nane
was Eliane Shinjo."

"She lied," Stick said. Hi s face registered real concern now. "MKke, this
worman' s the daught er of Nobuo Yanmanoto, the head of Yamanoto Heavy

I ndustries."

It was as if a shotgun had gone off inside Mchael's head. Were there had
been only enigmatic darkness now there was light. Mchael recalled his
conversation with Uncle Sanmy. M chael had felt that there nmust be sone
ulterior notive for Nobuo's odd behavior at the neeting at the Ellipse O ub

At the time, Mchael had thought it odd that Nobuo shoul d deliberately seek to
torpedo the trade tal ks. Why would he want to do that? M chael had asked Uncl e
Sanmy. Jonas had told himto keep his mind on the task at hand: finding out
who within the Japanese Yakuza had nurdered Philip Doss and why.

Stick said, holding his opened one over their heads.

Now, M chael thought, | run—iterally!—nto Nobuo Ya-manoto's daughter on
Maui, who tells ne she's Yakuza and who, in effect, becones my partner. Why?
What does she want? What the hell is going on?

"If she is Yamanoto's daughter,"” he said, still alittle disbelieving, "howis
it she knows the workings of the Taki-gunm Yakuza clan inside and out?"

"Now, that's a good question," Stick Haruma said. "And one that nost people
her eabouts woul dn't be able to answer. But |'m plugged into the bureaucratic
network that nakes this country run. You ever hear of Wataro Taki ?"

"The godfat her of the Yakuza?" M chael said. "Everybody's heara of him"

"Well, Eliane's nother, Mchiko, is Wataro Taki's adopted daughter. Ever since
old Wataro died, the Taki-gum has been ripped apart by factionalism The
youngest son, Masashi, is the oyabun, but it's said that he had his el dest



brother, Hi-roshi, murdered. For sure he threw out the third brother, Joji, so
that he would have a clear run at succeeding Wataro. As for their stepsister
no one knows where M chi ko Ya-manoto's allegiance lies. She was totally
devoted to Wataro." He shrugged. "Now that the old man's gone, who knows?"

M chael | ooked at his friend and thought, Jesus Christ, Eliane's in the mddle

of it all. She could be working for any of the factions. "Stick," he said,
"I"'min trouble. | need your help."

You' ve only to ask," Stick Haruma said. He pointed with his chopstick. "You
going to finish that sashinml It'd be a shame to waste any."

"Take it," Mchael said. "I don't have nuch of an appetite.”

"That's a mistake." Stick Haruma reached over, exchanging his enpty plate with
M chael's half-full one. "It has always been ny opinion that strategy is best
wor ked out on a full stomach." He dipped a piece of raw fish into a

conbi nati on of soy sauce and wasabi. "Hunger never did anyone any good."

M chael | aughed, his black nood dispelled. "You haven't changed, have you?" He
shook his head. "Thank God for that."

"God has nothing to do with it," Stick said, around another piece offish. "God
is a concept | find it deplorable that honest nmen are expected to accept."

M chael shook his head. "I've m ssed you, buddy. That's for sure.”

"Ckay," Stick said, finishing up, "what do you want to do?"

M chael dug into his pocket, took out the length of dark-red braided cord. He
placed it on the table between them "Do you recognize this?"

Stick picked it up, turned it over as he examined it. "Isn't this fromthe
tenmpl e?" There was no need to explain further. The two students, having
studi ed under the sane sensei, knew which tenple.

M chael nodded. "It is. My father left this for ne on Maui. | was thinking
about it on the plane all the way over here. Now |'msure that it's a clue to
where he hid the Katei docunent."”

"At the tenple?"

"Ri ght."

Stick sat back. "COkay, suppose you're right," he said thoughtfully. "But what
are you going to do about Eliane Yamanoto? You don't know where she stands in
all this or what she wants. How are you going to find out?"

"That," said Mchael, "is where you come in."

"What' s happened? What's the matter?"

He could see her face, dead white in the wash of lights fromthe wi ndows out
onto the pier. He thought that he had never seen so nuch terror concentrated
in one face.

"Tori's not here," Joji said. "They nust have noved her."

"Why woul d they do that?"

"Because of ny raid, because Daizo is dead, because Ma-sashi knows |'m com ng
after him | don't know "

"Joji-chan," Mchiko said, "we nust find nmy granddaughter.”

"She coul d be anywhere. She—=

"No. No." She was shaking him "Don't talk like that. W have these hours of
the night to find her." She took his hand. "Now, cone on. And put away that
gun. We can't afford the noise. Use this." Joji took the tanto, the |ong
dagger she handed him

She | ed hi m back down the hallway. Being blind was no inpedinent to her. She
had |1 ong ago | earned to conpensate by using her other sen