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encyclopedia ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS No character in The Miko bears the slightest
resemblance to any actual person, living or dead, save those mentioned as

obvious historical figures. Though MITT is real, and though its power and role
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in the development of the postwar Japanese economy have been accurately



portrayed here, certain specific events at the time of its formation as well

as the ministers depicted are purely a product of the author's

imagination. Thanks are due to the following people: Roni Neuer and Herb
Libertson, the Ronin Gallery; Richard Bush, the Asia Society, Washington,
D.C., for unlocking the riddle of the Wu-Shing; Charlotte Brenneis, assistant
to the president, Asia Society, New York City; Nancy Lerner; All at the

Grill & Bar, Kapalua, for helping to make work so pleasurable; HM, for
editorial assistance; VSL, for editorial assistance and spiritual sustenance;
and, especially, Tomomi Seki, the Ronin Gallery, for translations, assistance
in all things Japanese time and again, not only for the The Miko but for The
Ninja as well. Domo arigato, Seki-san. Tsugi-no ma-no tomoshi mo kiete
yo-samu kana The next room's light that too goes out, and now— the chill of
night Shiki (1867-1902) MRS. DARLING: George, we must keep Nona. I will
tell you why. My dear, when I came into this room to-night [ saw a face at the
window. ]. M. Barrie, Peter Pan NARA PREFECTURE, JAPAN SPRING,
PRESENT Masashigi Kusunoki, the sensei of this dojo, was making tea. He knelt
on the reed tatami; his kimono, light gray on dark gray, swirled around him as
if he were the eye of a great dark whirlpool. He poured steaming hot water
into an earthen cup and, as he took up the reed whisk to make the pale green
froth, the form of Tsutsumu shadowed the open doorway. Beyond his bent body,
the polished wooden floor on the dojo stretched away, gleaming and

perfect. Kusunoki had his back to the doorway. He faced the edge of the shoji
screen and the large window through which could be seen the cherry trees in

full blossom, clouds come to walk the earth, marching up the densely wooded



slopes of Yoshino, their oblique branches as green as the hills beyond,
covered with ancient moss. The scent of cedar was very strong now, as it
almost always was in this section of Nara prefecture, save during those few
weeks of winter when the snow lay heavy through the ridges and rises of the
terrain. Kusunoki never tired of that view. It was steeped in the history of
Japan. It was here that Minamoto no Yoshitsune sought the shelter of these
fortresslike mountains in order to defeat the treachery of the Shogun, his
brother; it was here that the great doomed Emperor Go-Daigo assembled his
troops and ended his exile, beginning his attempt to return to the throne;

here, too, where Shugendo developed, the way of mountain ascetics, a peculiar
fusion of Buddhism and Shinto. Mount Omine was out there and on its slopes
congregated the yamabushi, the wandering, self-mortifying adherents of this
syncretic religion. He looked now at the tea, its color lightening as the

spume rose, and he saw all there was to see beyond that thin pane of

glass. Behind him, Tsutsumu was about to announce himself softly but, seeing
the sensei kneeling, unaware, froze his tongue. For a long time he
contemplated the figure on the tatami, and as he did so his muscles began to
lose their relaxedness. He had been alert; now he was ready. His mind sought
the many pathways toward victory while his eyes drank in the utter stillness
in the other. The hands must be moving, Tsutsumu told himself, because I know
he is preparing the tea... yet he might as well be a statue for all I can see

of it. He knew the time to be right and, unbidden, he rose, unfurling himself
like a sail before the wind. Taking two swift, silent strides, he crossed the

threshold and was within striking distance. His body torqued with the first



onset of intrinsic energy. At that instant, Kusunoki turned and, extending

the hot cup of tea, said, "It is always an honor to invite a pupil so quick to
learn into my study." His eyes locked onto Tsutsumu, and the student felt as
if he had hit against an invisible, impenetrable wall. All the fire of the
energy he had banked for so long, now at last turned loose, was stifled, held
momentarily in thrall, then dissipated. Tsutsumu shivered involuntarily. He
blinked as an owl might in daylight. He felt intensely vulnerable without that
which had always been his. The sensei was smiling pleasantly. "Come," he
said, and Tsutsumu saw that another cup of tea had somehow materialized. "Let
us drink together... to show respect and our mutual good intentions." The
student smiled awkwardly and, shakily, sat on the tatami facing Kusunoki.
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Between them was a break in the reed mats that was far more than an
architectural or an esthetic delineation. It was the space between host and
guest, always observed. Tsutsumu took the cup and, holding it carefully and
correctly in both hands, prepared to drink. The warmth of the tea rushed into
his palms. He bowed to his sensei, touched the curved rim of the cup to his
lips, and drank the intensely bitter beverage. It was very good, and he closed
his eyes for an instant, forgetting where he was and, even, who he was, to the
extent that that was possible. He tasted the earth of Japan and with it all
things Japanese. History and legend, honor and courage, the weight of kami,
hovering. And, above all, duty. Giri. Then his eyes opened and all was as it
had been before. He felt again the uncomfortableness of being so far from

home. He was from the north and Nara was an alien place to him; he had never



liked it here. Yet he had come and had stayed for two long years. Giri. "Tell
me," Kusunoki said, "what is the first thing we assess in combat?" "Our
opponent," Tsutsumu said immediately. "The exchange of attitude and intention
tells us where we are and how we are to proceed." "Indeed," Kusunoki said, as
if this were a new concept to him and he was mulling it over in his mind. "So
we think of victory." "No," the student said. "We concern ourselves with not
being defeated." The sensei looked at him with his hard black eyes that

seemed ripped from a hawk's fierce face. "Good," he said at last. "Very good,
indeed." Tsutsumu, sipping his tea slowly, wondered what this was all about.
Words and more words. The sensei was asking him questions to which any good
pupil must know the answers. Be careful, he cautioned himself, remembering the
instantaneous dissolution of his attacking force. Be on guard. "So here we
equate defeat with the end of life." The student nodded. "In hand-to-hand we
are on the death ground, as Sun Tzu has written. We must fight, always." Now
Kusunoki allowed a full smile. "But Sun Tzu has also written, 'To subdue the
enemy without fighting shows the highest level of skill. Thus, what is supreme
is to attack the enemy's strategy." "Pardon me, sensei, but it seems to me

Sun Tzu was speaking solely about war in that instance." "Well," Kusunoki

said evenly, "isn't that what we are also talking about?" Tsutsumu felt his

heart skip a beat and it was with a great personal effort that he kept himself
calm. "War? Forgive me, sensei, but I do not understand." Kusunoki's face was
benign as he thought, And Sun Tzu also wrote that those skilled in war can
make themselves invincible but cannot cause an enemy to be vulnerable. "There

are many faces war may take on, many guises. Is this not so?" "It is,



sensei," Tsutsumu said, his pulse in his throat. "We can ask, what war can be
made here"—his arm drifted through the air like a cloud, describing an arc
toward the wonder and peace of the wooded hillsides visible through the
window— "in Yoshino where the history of Japan lives and thrives. One might
think war an outmoded concept here among the cherry trees and the

cedars." His great black eyes fixed on Tsutsumu, and the pupil felt a muscle
along his inner thigh begin to tremble. "Yet war has come to this indomitable
fortress of nature. And thus it must be dealt with." Now Tsutsumu was truly
terrified. This was no ordinary invitation to sit at the sensei's feet and sip

tea while speaking of mundane matters, the substance of daily lessons. "There
1s a traitor here in Yoshino," Kusunoki said. "What?"' "Yes, it is true."
Kusunoki nodded his head sadly. "You are the first [ have spoken to about it.

I observe you in class. You are quick, quick and intelligent. Now you will
work with me on this matter. You will spy for me among the students. You will
begin now. Have you observed anything out of the ordinary that might help us
in identifying the spy?" Tsutsumu thought furiously. He was not unaware of

the amazing opportunity being afforded him and was immensely grateful for it.
He felt as if a great weight had been taken off his chest. Now he must make

the most of this opening. "I seem to remember," he began. "Yes, yes. There is
something. The woman"— he used a most unflattering inflection—"has been seen
here late into the evening hours." "What has she been doing?" There was no
need to name her. The dojo contained only one woman—a choice of the sensei
that was not popular with his pupils though none dared voice their displeasure

where he could hear. Nevertheless, he knew about it. Tsutsumu shrugged. "Who
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knows, sensei1? Certainly she was not practicing." "I see." Kusunoki seemed
engulfed in thought. Tsutsumu sought to press his advantage. "Of course there
has been much talk lately concerning her; a great deal of talk." "She is not
liked." "No, sensei" Tsutsumu confirmed, "most of the students do not feel

she has a place here within the sanctity of the dojo. It goes against

tradition, they feel. This kind of...ah...training should not be open to a

woman, they believe." The student bowed his head as if reluctant to go on.
"Forgive me, sensei, but there has even been some talk that her presence here
was the reason that you left your high position within the Gyokku ryu. They
say she came to you there, that on her behalf you went to the council of jonin
and sought their vote for her entry into the ryu. They say it is because you
could not muster enough votes within your own council that you left." His head
raised. "All because of her." Invincibility lies in the defense, Kusunoki
thought. The possibility of victory is attack. To his pupil, he said, "It is

true that I was once jonin in the Gyokku ryu; that much 1s common knowledge.
But the reasons for my departure are my own; no one else knows them, not even
the other members of the council. My great-great-grandfather was one of the
founders of Gyokku; it took much thought on my part to make the decision. It
took much time." "I understand, sensei," Tsutsumu said, thinking that what he
had just been told was an utter lie. He was certain within his own heart that
Kusunoki had, indeed, jeopardized his entire career for this one woman.
Inexplicably. "Good." Kusunoki nodded. "I thought you might." The black eyes

closed for a moment, and the student breathed an inaudible sigh of relief. He



felt a trickle of sweat creeping like an insect down the indentation of his

spine and he struggled to keep his body still. "Perhaps I have been wrong
about her, after all," the sensei said. With a great deal of elation, Tsutsumu
recognized the sadness in the other's voice. "If what you have gleaned is
indeed the truth, then we must deal with her swiftly and

ruthlessly." Tsutsumu's head swung around at the mention of the word we.
"Yes, sensei," he said, thinking, Softly, softly now, knowing he was moving
in, trying to keep his jubilation in check. "Any way I may serve you is an
honor. That is why I first came here, and I have not wavered in that

resolve." Kusunoki nodded. "It is as I suspected. There are few one can trust
even in this day and age. When I ask for your opinions now, when I ask for you
to take action, both of these must be given willingly and

faithfully." Tsutsumu could barely contain his euphoria; outwardly he showed
nothing. "You have but to ask me," he said. "Muhon-nin" Kusunoki said,
leaning forward, "this is all I ask." The word traitor had only begun to

register on Tsutsumu's brain when he felt the incredible pain engulf him and,
looking down, saw the sensei's hand gripping him just below the collarbone. It
was not a strike he had yet mastered and, staring bewil-deredly at it, trying

to fathom its secrets, he died, a froth of pink saliva bubbling between his
trembling lips. Kusunoki, watching life escape like a puff of invisible

smoke, took his hand away from the corpse. Without his support, it swayed and
fell to one side, the pink drool staining the tatami on which Tsutsumu

knelt. Behind the sensei a shadow appeared to move behind the shoji and then

a figure emerged. Hearing the pad of bare feet, the sensei said, "You heard it



all?" "Yes. You were correct all along. He was the traitor." The voice was
light, pleasingly modulated. Female. She wore a dark brown kimono, designed
with gray plovers within circles of black. Her gleaming black hair was drawn
tightly back from her face. Kusunoki did not turn around at her silent

approach. Instead, he was staring at the rice-paper scroll hung in a niche

along one bare wall. Just below it was an earthenware bud vase in which he had
placed one perfect day lily. At dawn this morning, as he did every morning of
his adult life, he had gone walking in the wilderness, strolling the slopes,
through glades still dark and misty with remnants of the night, past rushing
streams etched with the last silvered thorns of moonlight, in search of this

one flower that would reflect its mood of peace and contemplation all through
the day. Plucking it carefully, he had made his way back to the precincts of

his dojo. On the rice-paper scroll a Zen master of the eighteenth century had
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written in flowing characters: "Rock and wind/only they remain/through
generations." "But you allowed him to get so close to you." Kusunoki smiled
up at her and said, "I allowed him the luxury of cutting his own throat. That

is all." He watched her as she sank down on her knees. He was conscious of the
fact that she chose a spot near his right hand and not directly in front of

him. "Often, times dictate that one becomes more intimate with one's enemies
than with friends. This is a necessary lesson of life; 1 urge you to listen

well. Friends engender obligations and obligations entangle life. Always
remember: complication breeds desperation." "But what is life without

obligation?" Kusunoki smiled. "That is an enigma even sensei may not



unravel." He nodded toward the fallen form. "Now we must find the source from
which this muhon-nin sprang." "Is that so important?" Her head turned
slightly so that the flat curve of her cheek was outlined in the soft light
filtered by the shoji. "He has been neutralized. We should return to our
work." "You are not yet privileged to all that goes on here," Kusunoki said
seriously. "The martial and the military arts are but two. It is essential

that we discover the source of the infiltration." "You should not have
destroyed him so quickly then." The sensei closed his eyes. "Ah, rash youth!"
The voice was soft, almost gentle, but when the eyes snapped open the female
felt her insides fluttering involuntarily, drilled by that basilisk gaze. "He

was professional. You will learn someday not to waste valuable time on men
like him. They must be dispatched as quickly and as efficiently as possible.
They are dangerous—highly volatile. And they will not talk. "Therefore we go
onward." His hands folded into his lap. "You must return to the source... his
source. The people who sent him, who trained him, represent a very great
threat to Japan." He paused, his nostrils quivering as if he sensed some
telltale vibration. When he spoke again, his voice had lost its hard edge; his
eyelids drooped. "There is more hot water. Tea is waiting." Obediently she
went past him, grasping the tea pot and pouring while the light went out of

the sky and purple clouds obscured the terraced mountains. Carefully she
brought the tiny cups toward him on a black lacquered tray; a small flock of
golden herons lifting off from racing water painted there. Delicately, she set
the tray down, began to use the whisk with practiced strokes. Her wa—her

harmony— was very strong, and this was what Kusunoki felt engulfing him. At



that moment he was very proud of what he had helped to create. Six, seven,
eight, the female turned the whisk, creating the pale green froth. On the

tenth stroke her delicate fingers dropped the whisk and in the same motion
were inside the wide sleeve of her kimono. Reversing the motion the short,
perfectly honed steel blade flashed upward, biting into the back of Kusunoki's
neck. Either her strength was at such a level or the blade was so superb that,
seemingly without effort, the steel bit through flesh and bone, severing the
spinal column. In a grotesque gesture, the head came forward and down, hanging
only by the thin length of skin at the neck, as if the sensei was deep in
meditational prayer. Then crimson blood spurted upward from the severed
arteries, fountaining the room, spattering the tatami where they both knelt.

The senset's torso jerked spasmodically, its legs tangling beneath it as it

tried to leap forward like a frog. The female knelt rooted to the spot. Her

eyes never left the body of her teacher. Once, when he lay on his side and one
leg spasmed a last time, she felt something inside herself trembling like a

leaf before a rising wind and she felt one tear lying hotly along the arch of
her cheek. Then she hardened her heart, strengthened her will, and dammed up
her emotions. With that, elation filled her. It works, she thought, feeling

her heart thundering within her rib cage. Jahd. Without it, she would never
have been able to mask her intent from him, she understood that quite

clearly. As she stared down at her handiwork, she thought, It's nothing
personal; nothing like what that bastard muhon-nin Tsutsumu had in mind. I am
no traitor. But I had to prove myself. I had to know. And therefore I had to

take on the best. She got up and, moving like a wraith across the tatami,



avoiding the spattered stains that had already begun to seep away across the

floor onto other tatami, went to him. You were the best, she thought, staring

Page S

down at her mentor. Now I am. She bent and wiped the blood—his blood—from her
weapon. It left a long scar on the fabric of his kimono. The last thing she

did there was to strip him and reverently fold the precious garment as if it

were the national flag. Soon it disappeared into an inner pocket. Then she

was gone; and with her absence came the rain. BOOK ONE SHIH [Force,
influence, authority, energy] NEW YORK/TOKYO/HOKKAIDQ SPRING,
PRESENT Drowsing, Justine Tomkin became aware of the nightblack shadow that
slowly pierced the sunlight like the blade of a sword. Her mouth opened wide

and she tried to scream as she saw the face and recognized Saigo: the images

of blood and carnage, a deathhunt too frightening to contemplate. The odor of

the grave had pervaded this once peaceful room in her father's house on Long
Island so full of childhood memories: of a Teddy bear with one eye missing and

a plaid gingham giraffe. Her powerful scream was muffled by the thick wind of
Saigo's passage, as if he could control all God's elements with a wave of his
hand. His torso expanded, extending through the light streaming down through

the great glass dome in the ceiling, an opalescent mist rising about him as if

his connection to the earth was not meant for her eyes. He bent over her

prostrate form and while her mind screamed, Wake up! Wake up! he slowly began
to work his magic on her, the icy menace in his eyes as dead as stones somehow
transferring itself into her heart. She felt the horror squirming there like

a palmful of live worms. An unholy bond was forming which she was powerless to



deflect. Now she was part of him, she would do his bidding like a servant,
take up his fallen katana and slay his enemy for him. She felt the cool haft

of the heavy katana beneath her curling fingers as she drew it upward off the
floor. She wielded it just as Saigo would have had he not been dead. And
before her stood Nicholas, his vulnerable back to her. She raised the katana,
its shadow already beginning to slice through the sunlight striking his spine.
Nicholas, my one and only love. Her mind whirled in a sick fury and her last
thought before she began the lethal downward strike was not her own: Ninja,
betrayer, this is your death!... Justine jerked awake. She was in a sweat.

Her heart was thumping uncomfortably, as loudly as a blacksmith strikes his
anvil. Slowly, she ran a shaking hand through her damp hair, pulling it back,
away from her eyes. Then, with a great indrawn breath that halfway through
turned into a wracking shudder, she clamped both arms about her body and began
to rock back and forth as she had when she had been a child, frightened by
dreams welling up from the pitch blackness of the night. Blindly she reached
out to the empty spot beside her in the large double bed, and fear touched her
heart anew. It was not the terror of her own private nightmare which reared up
at her. This was a new fright and she twisted, grabbing up a pillow from
beside her where normally Nicholas would have been and, holding it tightly to
her breast, squeezed it as if this gesture might bring him back to her arms,

and the safety of America. For Nicholas was on the other side of the Pacific
and Justine was quite certain now: the fear she now felt was for him. What was
happening in Japan? What was he doing at this moment? And what danger was

amassing itself against him? In a moment she lunged for the phone, a little



cry filling the silence of the room. "Ladies and gentlemen, we are beginning
our descent into Narita Airport. Please make sure your seat back is in the
upright position and that your tray table is closed and secured. All hand
luggage must be stowed under the seat in front of you. Welcome to Tokyo,
Japan." While the unseen flight attendant repeated her short speech in
Japanese, Nicholas Linnear opened his eyes. He had been dreaming of Justine,
thinking of yesterday, when they had driven out of the city to get away, as
they often did, from the pressurized life they led within the steel and smoked
glass canyons of Manhattan. Outside their house in West Bay Bridge they had
doffed shoes and socks and despite the early spring chill loped across the
white sand. Running down to the sea after her, the cerulean waves cutting off
her feet and ankles in violent foam. Catching up with her, long, dark hair in
his face as he turned her around, linking them, a softly feathered wing coming
down at the close of night. His hard burnished arm around her, pulling her to
him, the feel of her like liquid against flesh heated by the sun and
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more. Whisper of the salt wind, "Oh, Nick, I don't think I've ever been happy
before; not ever. Because of you I have no more sadness in me." She was
voicing the knowledge that he had saved her from the many demons that life
held in its fisted claw, not the least of which was her own masochistic self;
an ego robbed—so she said—by the domineering specter of her father. She put
her head on his shoulder, kissing the side of his neck. "I wish you didn't

have to go. I wish we could be here in the surf together forever." "We'd turn

blue." He laughed, not wanting to catch her abruptly melancholy mood. He felt



his love for her like a gently purling river in the night, hidden from sight

yet present nonetheless. "Anyway, don't you think it's better that we're both

so busy before the wedding? No time to get cold feet and back out." He was
joking again but she lifted her head and he stared into her extraordinary

eyes, highly intelligent yet possessing an odd kind of naivete he had found so
alluring when he had first met her. He still did. He watched the several
crimson motes floating like a hint of her soul in the midst of her left iris.

Her eyes were hazel, that day more green than brown, and he found himself
feeling grateful mat the harrowing events of the past year had not altered the
essence of her. For through those eyes he could still see her heart. "Do you
ever dream of 1t?" he asked. "Do you ever find yourself back in the house with
the dai-katana in your hands; with Saigo in your mind?" "You took all that he
did—the strange kind of hypnosis— away," she said. "That's what you told
me." He nodded. "That's what I did." "Well then." She took his hand and led
him from the chilly curling wavelets up above the high-tide mark, strewn with
the dark wrack of sea grape and odd bits of ashy wood, as perfectly smooth as
stones. She turned her face up toward the sun. "I'm glad winter's over; I'm
happy to be out here again with everything returning to life." "Justine," he

said seriously, "I just wanted to know whether there had been any—" He broke
off, searching for an English equivalent to the Japanese thought. "Any echoes
of the incident. After all, Saigo programmed you to kill me with my own
sword. You never speak of it." "Why should 1?" The light turned her eyes
dark, concealing all their delicate colors. "There's nothing to say." There

was silence for a time, and they were engulfed by the rhythmic suck and pull



of the sea along whose edge they had begun to walk again. Near the flat
horizon a trawler hung as if suspended in a gulf of piercing blue. She was
looking out there, as if the ocean's expanse contained within it her future.
"I've always known that life isn't safe. But up until the time I met you, I

had no reason to care one way or another. It's no secret that [ was once as
self-destructive as my sister is." Her eyes broke away from the glitter of the
horizon. She stared down at her laced fingers. "I wish to God it had never
happened. But, oh, it did. He got hold of me. It's like when I had chicken pox
as a kid. It was so bad I almost died; it left scars. But I survived. I'll

survive now." Her head lifted. "I must survive, you see, because there's us to
think about." Nicholas had stared into her eyes. Was she keeping something
from him? He could not say, and he did not know why it should worry him. She
laughed suddenly, her face becoming that of a college girl, innocent and
carefree, the light dusting of freckles over her creamy skin catching the
warming sunlight. She had a pure laugh, untainted by sarcasm or cynicism.
There were no danger signs in it as there were in many people. "I won't have
you here beside me tomorrow," she said, "so let's make the most of today." She
kissed him tenderly. "Is that very Oriental?" He laughed. "I think it 1s,

yes." Her long artist's fingers traced the line of his jaw, pausing at last

to touch the tender flesh of his lips. "You're more dear to me than I thought
anyone could ever be." "Justine—" "If you'd travel to the ends of the earth
I'd find you again. That sounds like the unrealistic statement of a little

girl, but  mean it." To his astonishment, he saw that she did. And he saw in

her eyes at that moment something he had never seen there before. He



recognized the determination of the samurai woman that he had encountered
years ago in his mother and aunt. It was a peculiar combination of fierceness
and loyalty that he thought nearly impossible for the Occidental spirit to

attain. He was warmed by how proud of her he felt. He smiled. "I'll only be
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gone for a short time. Hopefully no more than a month. I'll make sure you
don't have to come after me." Her face had turned serious. "It's no joke,

Nick. Japan is at the ends of the earth, as far as I'm concerned. That

country's terribly alien. Anywhere in Europe I may be somewhat of a foreigner
but still and all I can trace my roots back there. There's at least some

feeling of belonging. Japan's as opaque as a stone. It frightens me." "I'm

half Oriental," he said lightly. "Do I frighten you?" "I think, yes, at times

you used to. But not so much now." Her arms slid around him. "Oh, Nick,
everything would be perfect if only you weren't going." He held her tightly,
wordlessly. He wanted to say that he'd never let her go but that would have
been a lie because in less than twenty-four hours he would do just that as he
boarded the plane bound for Tokyo. Too, his Eastern side—and his training—
made him a private man, inward directed, the enigma of the blank wall.
Nicholas suspected that his father, the Colonel, had been much the same way
though he had been fully Occidental. Both father and son had secrets even from
the women they loved the most in life. He took a deep breath now, felt the
change in pressure, the ozoned air, so thin and dry it clung to the back of

the nose. The 747-SP was banking to the left in a slow, lazy arc, chasing the

streaking cloud layer until pale green fields, striped with perfectly



regimented furrows, began to appear. Then, in the distance, the snow-capped
crown of Fuji-yama, majestic and immutable. He was home again. Then they were
into the heavy smog layer, lying like a pall over a festive party, drifting in

an ever-widening circle from the intensely industrialized areas of the

swarming metropolis. "Christ," the stocky-muscled man beside him said,

craning his neck for a better look, "I should've brought my goddamned gas

mask." A pudgy finger stabbed out at what lay beyond the Perspex window.
"They've got an inversion layer worse than the San Fernando Valley." His

lined, aggressive face was absorbed in the disappearance of the rising

landscape outside. He had the eyes, Nicholas thought, of a seasoned Roman
general, canny and weary at the same time. Both were a result of hard-fought
experience, battles on two arenas, the huns in front and the political

infighting behind. The man's hair was short cropped, a gunmetal gray; he was
dressed in a handmade lightweight business suit of a conservative cut. He was

a man who over the years had become accustomed to a measured degree of luxury,
but the twist of his nose, the thickness of the lips indicated that such had

not always been the case. He had not been born to money, Raphael Tomkin,
millionaire industrialist for whom Nicholas now worked. He was the man whom
Saigo had been paid to kill; and though Nicholas had protected him, defeating
Saigo, this was the same man who, Nicholas was certain, had ordered the death
of Detective Lieutenant Lew Croaker, Nicholas' best friend. Nicholas watched
the profile of Tomkin's powerful face without seeming to. American power,
Nicholas had come to learn, was often merely skin deep, and for him to incise

beneath that layer to the soft interior was not difficult.'But Tomkin was



atypical of his fellow board chairmen. His wa was very strong indeed, proof of
his inner determination and rock solidness. This interested Nicholas

intensely because his vow to himself and to the kami of his dead friend was to
gain access to the interior of this man and, once having possession of that
knowledge, sow the seeds of his slow destruction. He recalled his thoughts on
learning that Tomkin had ordered Croaker's seemingly accidental death in a car
crash just outside Key West. Croaker had been there on his own time, and only
Nicholas also knew that he had been running down the one solid lead in the
Angela Didion homicide. She had been a high-fashion model who had once been
Raphael Tomkin's mistress. A modern rendering of a well-known tactic of
leyasu Toku-gawa, greatest of all of Japan's Shogun, whose family ruled for
more than a thousand years, keeping tradition alive, safe from dilution from

the West: To come to know your enemy, first you must become his friend. And
once you become his friend, all his defenses come down. Then can you choose
the most fitting method of his demise. Nicholas' vow of revenge had led him,
despite Justine's fervent arguments, to accept Tomkin's offer of employment a
year ago. And from the first day on the job, all their energies had been

Page 8

directed toward this moment. Tomkin had been brewing this proposed merger of
one of his divisions with that of one of Sato Petrochemicals' kobun. Any deal
with the Japanese was a difficult enough task, but this kind of complex merger
of two highly sophisticated entities was utterly exhausting. Tomkin had
admitted that he needed help desperately. And who better than Nicholas

Linnear, half-Oriental, born and raised in Japan, to render that



assistance. The wheels bumped briefly against the tarmac and they were down,
feeling the drag as the captain put the four powerful jet engines into reverse
thrust. Now as they unstrapped and began to reach for their coats in the
overhead compartment, Nicholas watched Tomkin. Something had happened to him
since he had first made his vow. In coming to learn about Raphael Tomkin, in
gaining his trust and, thus, his friendship—a gift the industrialist did not

give often—Nicholas had come to see him for what he really was. And it was
clear that he was not the ogre that his daughters, Justine and Gelda, were
convinced he was. In the beginning he had sought to communicate this new
aspect of Tomkin to Justine, but these discussions inevitably ended in bitter
fights and at length he gave up trying to convince her of her father's love

for her. Too much bad blood had gone on between them for her ever to change
her mind about him. She thought he was monstrous. And in one way at least she
was correct, Nicholas thought as they walked off the plane. Though
increasingly it had become more difficult for him to believe that Tomkin was
capable of murder. Certainly no man in his position got there by turning the
other cheek to his enemies or those whom he had to climb over. Broken careers,
bankruptcies, the dissolutions of marriages, this was the detritus that such a
man as Raphael Tomkin must leave behind him in his wake. He was smart and
most assuredly ruthless. He had done things that Nicholas could never even
have contemplated. And yet these seemed a long way from ordering a death in
cold blood, a life snuffed out with Olympian disdain. His genuine love for his
daughters should have precluded such a psychotic decision. Yet all the

evidence Croaker had unearthed had led directly back to Raphael Tomkin



summoning his bodyguard and authorizing him to end Angela Didion's life. Why?
What spark had ignited him to do such a desperate thing? Nicholas still did

not know, but he meant to find out before he meted out his revenge on this
powerful and complex man. Perhaps this quest for knowledge would delay the
time of his vengeance, but that had no real meaning for him. He had taken in
with his mother's milk the concept of infinite patience. Time was as the wind

to him, passing unseen in a continuous stream, secrets held within its web,
enactment inevitable but coming only at the propitious moment, as Musashi
wrote, Crossing at a Ford. Thus he had set for himself the task of first

coming to understand his enemy, Raphael Tomkin, to peer into every nook and
cranny of his life, stripping away flesh and bone until at length the soul of

the man lay revealed to him. Because only in understanding the why of the
murder could Nicholas find salvation for himself for what he himself must
eventually do. If he should fail to understand Tomkin, if he should rashly

hurl himself down the narrow bloodred path of vengeance, he would be no better
than his enemy. He could not do such a thing. His cousin, Saigo, had known

just that about Nicholas and, using it, had caused the death of Nicholas'

friends. For mad Saigo had no such compunctions concerning murder. He had
learned how to destroy life through Kan-aku na ninjutsu and, later, through

the feared Kobudera. But somewhere along the line the forces he was attempting
to tame had taken him over, using him for their own evil designs. Saigo had
possessed the power only to become possessed by it. In the end he had been too
weak of spirit and it had driven him mad. Nicholas took a deep breath and

shook his head to clear his mind of the past. Saigo was a year dead. But he



was back in Japan and so the past had begun to crowd in on him like a host of
kami chittering in his ear, all clamoring for attention at once. So many
memories, so many sensations. Cheong; the Colonel; Itami, his aunt, whom he
knew he must eventually see. And always Yukio, sad doomed Yukio. Beautiful
Yukio stunning his adolescent mind when they had first met at the keiretsu
party. The first contact between them had been electric with sexual promise.
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Her warm, firm thigh between his legs as they danced through the chandeliered
room, staring into each other's eyes, oblivious of the glare the young Saigo
leveled at them from his place at his father's side. Though she be dead at
Saigo's hands, still her kami continued to haunt him. Though he loved Justine
with all his heart, still his spirit danced that first dance with Yukio in a

kind of private glowing world where death held no dominion. The mind was an
awesomely powerful instrument and i1f the dead could ever be said to have been
resurrected, Nicholas had brought Yukio back from her watery grave with the
power of his memories. And now his feet were back on his native soil for the
first time in over ten years. It seemed like centuries. Closer to Yukio now,

to all that had happened to him. Dance, Yukio, I'm holding you tight and as

long as I do nothing can come between us, nothing can harm you anymore. "Good
afternoon, gentlemen." A young Japanese woman stood, bowing, before them.
"Sato Petrochemicals welcomes you to Japan." Just behind her and to the left
was a young Japanese male in a dark business suit and wraparound sunglasses.
He reached out and took their bag claim checks. They had just cleared Customs

and Immigration. "Junior will take care of your luggage." Her smile was sweet.



"Won't you follow me, please?" Nicholas hid his surprise at being met by a
woman. Of course he would not tell Tomkin this but it did not bode well for
their coming negotiations. He might find this creature charming and Tomkin
might not care either way, but to any Japanese this would constitute a serious
insult. The more important the emissary of the company who met you, the higher
your status in the eyes of that company. In Japan, women were very far down
the executive ladder indeed. She took them through the congested heart of
Narita, past scurrying tour groups, their leaders brandishing stiff

calligraphied banners to rally them just as generals on the ancient

battlefields of Japan had once done with their troops. Past regimented
school-children, uniformed and gaping at all the incredibly tall gaijin

stumbling bewilderedly by them. Around old couples with brown paper shopping
bags, sidestepping one brilliantly colored bridal party being seen off on

their honeymoon. Tomkin was huffing by the time the young woman brought them
out into the vapid sunshine and across to the waiting limousine. She paused

as she held the back door open for them. "I am Miss Yoshida, Mr. Sato's
administrative assistant," she said. "Please forgive the discourtesy of my not
introducing myself earlier but I felt it prudent to remove all of us from that
tumult most expeditiously." Nicholas smiled inwardly at the endearing
awkwardness of her English. He watched her as she bowed again, returning her
gesture automatically, murmuring, "There was no discourtesy, Miss Yoshida.
Both Mr. Tomkin and I appreciate your thoughtfulness," in idiomatic

Japanese. If she was at all startled by his use of her language she gave no

outward sign of it. Her eyes were like glass, set in her oval, seamless face.



In any other country she might have made millions putting that countenance on
display before the camera. But not here. Sato Petrochemicals was her second
family, and she owed it all the loyalty she devoted to her blood family,
Nicholas knew. What it asked of her she performed flawlessly and without
question. This, too, was tradition handed down from the time of the Tokugawa
Shogunate. "Won't you please take advantage of the car's comforts?" "Jesus,

I could use some real comfort," Tomkin growled as he ducked his head and
entered the black gleaming limo. "That trip's a ball breaker." Nicholas
laughed, pretending it was a mysterious gaijin jest, relieving Miss Yoshida of
her embarrassment. She laughed lightly in concert with him, her voice musical.
She wore a rather severely cut business suit of raw silk, its forest green
contrasting nicely with the toffee-colored blouse with its deep maroon string
tie at the tiny rounded collar. On one lapel she wore a discreet gold and
lacquer pin emblazoned with the feudal design of Sato Petrochemicals. On the
lobes of her ears were gleaming emerald studs. "It must feel good to be home
again, Linnear-san," she said, pronouncing it "Rinnearu." It would not have
been good manners for Nicholas to have acknowledged her oblique reference: she
had cleverly told him that she had been briefed on his background without ever
having said it outright. He smiled. "The years have melted away," he said.
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"Now that I am back it seems only moments since I left." Miss Yoshida turned
her beautiful face away from him. Junior was emerging from the terminal,
loaded down with their luggage. Her eyes returned to his and her voice

lowered, became less formal for an instant. "There will be a car for your



use," she said, "should you desire to light joss sticks." Nicholas struggled

to hide his surprise. He now knew the extent of the briefing Miss Yoshida had
been given on him. Not only had she said that Sato would provide
transportation for him if he chose to visit his parents' graves but also that

he would want to light joss sticks on his mother's stone. It was not widely
known that Cheong had been at least half Chinese; "joss stick" was a
peculiarly Chinese term, though the Japanese, being also Buddhist, lit incense
at the graves of family and friends. Miss Yoshida's eyes lowered. "I know I
have no right to offer, but if it will be easier for you to be accompanied on
such a journey I would make myself available." "That is terribly kind,"
Nicholas said, watching Junior approach out of the corner of his eye, "but I
could not ask such an enormous inconvenience of you." "It is no bother," she
said. "I have a husband and a child buried not far away. [ would go in any
case." Her eyes met his but he could not say whether she was telling the

truth or simply employing a Japanese lie in order to make him feel more
comfortable with her offer. In either case he determined he would take her up
on it when a lull in the negotiations permitted it. "I would be honored, Miss
Yoshida." Inside the car, as Junior hurled them into the stifling traffic

on the outskirts of the city, Tomkin leaned forward, staring out the

gray-tinted windows at the growing expanse of the steel and glass forest
rising from the borders of the farmers' green fields. "Jesus," he said, "it's

just like New York. When the hell're they gonna stop building? I come twelve
thousand miles and I feel like I never left home." He sat back with a sudden

lurch, a smirk on his face. "Except, of course, that you and I're the tallest



creatures for a thousand miles, eh, Nick?" Nicholas gave his employer the
semblance of a nod and in the -same motion said to Miss Yoshida in the front
of the car, "Gaijin are often rude without meaning to be, eh?" He shrugged his
shoulders. "What else can you expect from ill-bred children." Miss Yoshida
covered her bowlike lips with the palm of her hand, but her mirth was obvious
in her sparkling eyes. "What the hell're you two chattering about?" Tomkin
growled, feeling left out. "Just informing the natives that it isn't only

height that's out-sized on foreign devils," Nicholas lied. But he'd struck

the right chord. "Hah!" Tomkin guffawed. "You're damn straight! Very good,
Nicky." Just over an hour later, the three of them stepped off the high speed
elevator at the summit on the triangular Shinjuku Suiryu Building. All of
Tokyo lay shimmering like a dusky multifaceted jewel beneath them. Suspended
six hundred and sixty feet—fifty-two stories—in the air, Nicholas was amazed
at the profusion of ultra-modern skyscrapers that had sprung up in his

absence. They shot from the bedrock pavement like a Mandarin's glittering
fingernails, lifting the Shinjuku District of downtown Tokyo into the dome of
the heavens. Tomkin grimaced as he stopped them and, pulling Nicholas close
beside him, whispered, "Coming here always reminds me of cod liver oil. When |
was a kid my father insisted I take two spoonfuls every morning. He kept
telling me 1t was for my own good, just like he did when he beat me if he
found me dumping the stuff down the toilet. Then I'd have to gag on that vile
stuff anyway." He grunted heavily. "Huh, you can eat your raw fish with these
barbarians, Nick. I've still got the taste of cod liver oil in my

mouth." Miss Yoshida led them through a set of wood-paneled doors, the



oversized knobs carved into the Sato crest. Down a corridor softly lit by
indirect lighting. Edo period ukiyo-e prints by Hiro-shige, the master of

rain, Hokusai, the master of the countryside, and Kuniyoshi, the master of
Japanese myth, hung on the walls. A dove gray carpet was beneath their feet,
acting as a damper for the bustle of work going on all around them, drifting

out from a multitude of office doorways. Teletypes chattered softly, and in
another section a battery of electronic typewriters were going full

speed. Miss Yoshida stopped them before another set of doors. These were of
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thick slabs of ash burl fitted together with wide wooden pegs in the

traditional Japanese manner. The handles were of roughly worked black wrought
iron, reminding Nicholas of the riakon—the inns of the countryside—he had
stayed in. "Mr. Sato knew you would have a strenuous trip," Miss Yoshida
said. "Such a journey is fatiguing even to the strongest of constitutions.

That is why Junior has gone on to the Okura with your luggage. He will see to
your rooms." Her arm raised, her hand held palm upward. It was a simple
gesture, yet elegant for all that. "Here you may relax without concern or
worry." Now her cherry blossom lips pursed in a smile. "If you will be so kind
as to follow me." Tomkin's angry voice checked her. "What the hell's going on
here?" His eyes were belligerent. "I didn't come halfway round the world to
scorch my flesh in some sitz bath while the big man goes about his business."
He tapped his black crocodile attaché case. "I've got a merger to consummate."
He snorted. "This other stuff can wait as far as I'm concerned." Miss

Yoshida's face showed nothing of what she must be feeling. The smile was still



on her face and to her credit it had not frozen there. "Mr. Tomkin." she

began, "let me assure you that—" "Sato!" Tomkin's strident voice overrode her
quiet controlled tones. "I want to see Sato now. He can't keep me cooling my
heels like some goddamned functionary. Raphael Tomkin waits for no one!" "I
assure you, Mr. Tomkin, no disrespect is intended," Miss Yoshida pressed on,
struggling to contend with this irrational outburst. "My task is to serve you,

to help you relax, to put your mind into the proper frame of—" "I don't need
you or anyone else to tell me what my frame of mind is!" Tomkin thundered,
taking a step toward her. "Now you get Sato in here or—" Nicholas stepped
forward, coming between them. He could see that despite herself Miss Yoshida's
face had gone ashen beneath the artful cosmetics. Her hands were

shaking. "What d'you think you're doing, Nick?" Nicholas ignored Tomkin,
using his own powerful frame to move his employer back. At the same time he
composed his face, smiling easily, projecting his own relaxation in order to
short-circuit the woman's obvious alarm. "Please excuse the gaijin," he said

in Japanese, not wanting to use Tomkin's name. "He's had a long, uncomfortable
trip." He lowered his voice and went on, keeping the pressure on Tomkin as he
did so. "The truth is, Miss Yoshida, his piles are bothering him and he's like

a dog who's sat on a warrior anthill. He snaps at anyone and everyone." He
grinned. "And he hasn't the sense to be cordial to so dutiful a blossom but in

his pain seeks out to blindly crush the beauty before him." Miss Yoshida gave
Tomkin a wary look before she bowed, thanking Nicholas. "Sato-san will be with
you shortly," she said. "His wish is only for your comfort and ease before the

rigors of negotiations begin." "1 understand completely, Yoshida-san,"



Nicholas said kindly. "It is most thoughtful of Sato-san to be concerned with
our total well-being. Please be so kind as to extend our compliments to him."
He bumped his muscular shoulder against Tomkin's struggling form. "And as for
the gaijin, leave him to me." Miss Yoshida bowed again, relief flooding her
face; this time she made no attempt to mask her feelings. "Thank you,
Linnear-san. I cannot think what Sato-san would say to me if he knew I had not
performed as he had anticipated." Half running, she squeezed by them both and
hurried back down the corridor. Tomkin felt a lessening of the awesome
pressure brought to bear on him and broke away. His face flushed. He raised a
sau-sagelike finger. "You owe me an explanation, Nick, and it goddamned well
better be a good one or—" "Shut up." It was not said particularly loudly,

but some hidden tone seemed to strike Tomkin's nervous system. His mouth
snapped shut. "You've done enough damage to us already," Nicholas said,
struggling as Miss Yoshida had to keep his emotions under control. "Damage?
What are you—" "You lost us incalculable face with that woman. We'll both
count ourselves lucky if she hasn't gone straight to Sato with the affront."

The last was a lie. Miss Yoshida was so frightened of offending the guests
she'd do no such thing. But Tomkin would never know that, and some fear was
good for him right now. Nicholas pushed by him. He found himself in a rather
small, dimly lighted room with a cedar slat-boarded floor. Along one wall was
a row of spacious metal lockers. He went over to one and opened it. Inside he
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found not only a terry-cloth robe but comb and brush, an entire array of

toiletry items. Off to the right an open archway led into a mirrored bathroom



with sinks, urinals, and a row of toilet stalls. Nicholas could hear the

muffled sounds of water dripping, as if within the walls. To the left of the

row of lockers was a plain wooden door. The baths, he surmised, must be
beyond. The air was moist and warm, decidedly inviting. He began to

disrobe. Tomkin came in behind him. He stood rigidly in the middle of the
room, glaring at him, willing Nicholas to face him. Nicholas went methodically
on with what he was doing, his long, lean muscles rippling, consciously
letting Tomkin steam. After a time, Tomkin said, "Listen, you bastard, don't
you ever do that to me again." His voice was thick with pent-up fury. "Are you
listening to me?" he said finally. "Get your clothes off." Nicholas folded

his trousers, hung them over the metal hanger. He was naked now, stripped of
the layers that civilization dictated he must wear. It was clear he possessed

an innate animal quality that was almost frightening. Justine had felt it the

first moment she had seen him moving naked across the room like a wraith, a
dancer, a nocturnal predator. Even when he made so mundane a move as putting
one foot in front of the other, he used his body as an instrument, achieving a
confluence of grace and power. "Answer me civilly, dammit!" Tomkin's voice
had risen, a function of not only his anger but his abrupt fear of the man
standing in front of him. He was nonplussed. In his world of corporate
business, nakedness was a state of vulnerability. Yet looking at Nicholas
Linnear now, Tomkin felt only his own vulnerability, so acutely that he was
aware of the thunder of his heart pumping, his accelerated pulse. Nicholas
turned to face Tomkin. "You hired me for a specific purpose. Kindly allow me

to do my job without interference." There was no anger in his voice now; he



had that under control. "Your job is not to insult me," Tomkin said in a more
normal tone of voice as he struggled to control his runaway pulse. "You're in
Japan now," Nicholas said simply. "I'm here to help you stop thinking like a
Westerner." "You mean loss of face again." Tomkin snorted and hooked a
spatulate thumb at the closed door. "That was just a girl. What the fuck do I
care what she thinks of me." "She is, in fact, Seiichi Sato's personal
representative," Nicholas said in a calming tone. "That makes her important."
This lie was essential now to keep Tomkin under control. If he should even
suspect the slight that had been dealt them, there would be no stopping him.
"As such, here, she is part of Sato himself and therefore no less

important." "You mean I should bow and scrape to her? After Sato didn't even
have the courtesy to meet us himself." "You have been over here many times,"
Nicholas said evenly. "It astonishes me that you have learned nothing at all
about Japanese customs." He gestured. "This treatment is accorded to only the
highest dignitaries. Do you have any idea what this setup— the Japanese
bath—must cost with space at such a high premium in Tokyo." Nicholas sighed.
"Stop thinking with your Western ego and try a little acceptance. That will go
a long way here." He reached into his locker, brought out a fluffy white towel
embroidered with a dark blue triple wheel, the emblem of Sato
Petrochemicals. Tomkin was silent for a moment. Then, abruptly, he grunted
and began to undress. It was as close to an apology as he was going to come.
When he, too, was naked, he drew out his towel and the key to the

locker. "Don't use it," Nicholas said. "Why not?" They stared at each other

for a moment, then Tomkin nodded. "Loss of face, right?" Nicholas smiled,



opening the wooden door beside the bank of lockers. "Come on," he said. They
stepped into a chamber perhaps twenty feet square. The floor was the same
cedar slats but here the walls were of gleaming blue tile. The ceiling, of

smaller tile, was a mosaic whose center was the interlocking wheel pattern of
the company's logo. The room was taken up by two enormous bathtubs both now
filled with steaming water. Two young women stood in attendance. Without
hesitation Nicholas stepped in front of them, allowing them to pour scalding
water over him, then begin rubbing him down with soapy sponges. After a moment
spent taking this in, Tomkin followed him. "This I understand," he said,

allowing the woman to wash him. "First get clean, then let the heat relax
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you." They were rinsed off carefully, shampoo provided for them, then,
dripping, their flesh steaming, walked to one of the steaming tubs. Here the
water was even hotter, making Tomkin cringe. They discovered niches within the
walls of the tub so that they could sit with just their heads out of the

water. Tomkin's face was red, beads of sweat rolling freely down his cheeks.
He found that if he moved it made the heat intolerable. Nicholas' eyes were
closed, his body relaxed. There was no sound save the soft, hypnotic lapping

of the wavelets their own bodies created in languid movements within the bath.
The tiled walls were stippled with moisture. Tomkin put his head back against
the wood, stared up at the Sato triple wheel. "When I was a kid," he said, "I
remember [ hated to take a bath. I don't know why. Didn't think it was manly

or something. There was a fag kid in school always smelled like he'd come from

the bath. Jesus, I hated him. Beat his brains out one day after class." His



chest moved up and down slowly with his breath. "I thought, you know, that
1t'd make me some kind of hero with the other kids, but it didn't." His voice
lapsed for a moment before resuming. The drip of the water was like a
metronome. "l remember my father coming after me, throwing me into the tub,
scrubbing me with that kind of powdered cleanser—Ajax or something. It hurt
like hell, I can tell you. 'Cry,' he said. I can just hear his voice. 'It'll

do you a world of good,' he said. "Tomorrow you'll take a bath on your own so
I won't have to clean you this way again.' "Yes." Tomkin nodded. "My father
certainly taught me the wisdom of keeping clean." He closed his eyes for a
moment as if picturing the scene all over again. Nicholas looked at him and
thought of his dead friend. Lew Croaker had been so certain that Tomkin had
had Angela Didion murdered. That obsession had a peculiarly Japanese flavor to
it because it sprang from Croaker's blind obedience to the dictates of the

law. "Nick," his friend had once told him, "I don't give a rat's ass what

Angela Didion did or what her rep was. She was a human being, just like all us
slobs. What I'm doing... Well, I figure it's something she deserves. If she

can't get justice, then no one at all deserves it." What Croaker termed

justice Nicholas knew as honor. Croaker knew where his duty lay and he had
died in that pursuit. It was a samurai's death, Nicholas knew that very well,

but it somehow did not ease the sadness that welled up in him in odd quiet
moments or erase the emptiness he felt inside him, as if a vital part of him

had been abruptly severed. "Nick, you and Craig Allonge get along well."
Tomkin was speaking of the company's chief financial operations officer. "You

know that 1 rely on him a great deal. Besides me, he knows more about the real



running of Tomkin Industries than anyone. He's close to its heart." If Tomkin
was trying to make a point, he did not finish. Instead, he seemed to veer onto

a tangent. "Craig's going through a particularly hard time now. He's moved out
of his house. He and his wife aren't quite seeing eye to eye since she told

him about her lover." Tomkin moved involuntarily and sucked in his breath
with the searing heat. "It's a helluva situation. Craig told me he wanted to
move into a hotel in town, but I wouldn't hear of it. He's staying with me

until he decides what to do. I told him I'd help him with the divorce if

that's what he wanted. I'll also pay for a counselor if he thinks there's any
chance of a reconciliation." He closed his eyes. "But, more important for the
moment, he needs a real friend. I'm his boss; I can't be his friend, too, not

in this way. You like him, and I know he thinks the world of you. And you know
the real meaning of friendship." Nicholas settled back in the scalding water,
thinking, Westerners are so unpredictable. They bluster one minute,
insensitively ignoring civilized courtesies, then the next, show an inordinate
amount of insight and caring. "I'll do what I can as soon as we get back," he
said. At length, Tomkin turned his head toward Nicholas, and when he spoke
his voice had unaccountably softened. "Nicky," he said, "are you going to
marry my daughter?" Nicholas, half-dreaming, nevertheless heard the touch of
desperation in the other man's voice and wondered at it. "Yes," he said
immediately. "Of course. As soon as we get back to the States." "You've
discussed it with Justine?" He smiled. "You mean have I proposed? Yes." He
heard Tomkin exhale deeply and opened his eyes, looked at the other man. "We
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have your blessing?" Tomkin's face darkened and he gave a harsh bark that
Nicholas recognized as an anguished laugh. "Oh, yes, for all the good it might
do you. But don't tell Justine. Christ, she might decide not to marry you just

to spite me." "I think those days are over." "Oh, you're wrong about that.
Nothing will ever be right between me and my daughters again. There's too much
bitterness on their part, too much resentment of the way they think I've
interfered in their lives. Rightly or wrongly. I'm not even sure I know which
now." Time to break the mood, Nicholas thought, and he clambered slowly out
of the tub. Tomkin followed, and they went through another door into a steam
room. They sat on hexagonal tiles while the long vertical pipe coughed and
belched pockets of water that ran down, gurgling into the drain. Then, with a
great gout of sound, the steam began to shout from the open end of the pipe

and talk became impossible. Precisely five minutes after they entered, a
warning bell rang. They could no longer see one another though they sat fairly
close together. Periodically, the pipe running along the tiled wall to their

left screamed like a banshee, delivering forth a new cloud of steam which
wrapped itself around their shoulders with a new wave of heat. Nicholas
touched Tomkin on his beefy shoulder, and they went out through the second
door set into the far wall. They were in a fairly large, dimly lighted room

that smelled faintly of birch and mentholated camphor. Four long padded tables
were aligned along the periphery of the room. Two tables were occupied by dark
lumps that they soon could make out as bodies. A young woman stood by each
table. "Gentlemen." A male figure sat up on the table to their right. He

bowed slightly. "I trust you are more relaxed than when you entered our



doorway." "Sato," Tomkin said. "It took you—" But feeling the pressure of
Nicholas' hand on his arm, he changed in midsentence. "This's a helluva way to
greet us. The Okura couldn't've done as well." "Oh, no, we cannot come up to
that standard." But Seiichi Sato nodded his head in acknowledgement of the
compliment. "Linnear-san," he said, turning slightly, "it is an honor to meet
you at last. I have heard much about you." He swung his legs around, lay back
down. "Tell me, are you pleased to be back home?" "My home is now America,
Sato-san," Nicholas said carefully. "Much has changed in Japan since 1 left,
but I trust there is more that has remained the same." "You missed your

calling, Linnear-san," Sato said. "You should have been a

politician." Nicholas wondered who was lying on the table against the far
wall. "Lie down, please, gentlemen," Sato said. "You have not yet completed
your course in relaxation." They did as he bade, and immediately two more
young women emerged from the semidarkness. Nicholas felt the splash and roll
of oil, then skilled hands kneading his muscles. "Perhaps you are already
wondering why these girls are not Japanese, Linnear-san? J30 not think [ am
not nationalistic. However, I am a realist as well. These girls are from
Taiwan." He chuckled. "They're blind, Linnear-san, could you tell that? The
prevailing explanation is that their affliction allows them a more sensitive
sense of touch. I am inclined to agree. Ever since my first trip to Taiwan in
'56, I have dreamed of bringing Taiwan masseuses here to Japan. What do you
think, Linnear-san?" "Superb," Nicholas grunted. The girl was turning his
rocklike muscles to butter beneath her talented fingers and palms. He breathed

deeply into the expansion, experiencing an almost dizzying sense of



exhilaration. "I was obliged to remain in Taiwan for ten days while we
jury-rigged a deal that was falling through. I assure both you gentlemen that

the only worthwhile features of that country are its cuisine and its
extraordinary blind masseuses." For a time then there was only the soft
somnolent slap of flesh against flesh, the sharp camphor smell of the liniment
that somehow increased the overall sense of drowsiness. Nicholas' mind
returned to the mysterious fourth man. He was well acquainted with the
convoluted byways of Japanese business structure, so different and alien to
Westerners. He knew that despite the fact Sato was this keiretsu's—enterprise
group's—president, still there were many layers, many men in power, and there
were those in the highest reaches of power in Japan who the outsider and even
most Japanese never saw or knew about. Was this one of those men? If so,
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Nicholas had to believe Tomkin's admonition of extreme care on the long trip
across the Pacific. "This deal with Sato Petrochemicals is potentially the
biggest I've ever put together, Nick," he had said. "The merging of my Sphynx
Silicon division and Sato's Nippon Memory Chip kobun is going to bring untold
profits over the next twenty years to Tomkin Industries. "You know American
manufacturers; they're so goddamned slow on the uptake. That's why I decided
to start up Sphynx two and a half years ago. I got fed up with relying on

these bastards. I was always three to six months behind schedule because of
them and by the time I got their shipment, the Japs had already come out with
something better. "Like everything else, they've been taking our basic

designs and making the product better and at a far lower price. They did it to



the Germans with thirty-five-millimeter cameras, they did it to us and the
Europeans with cars. Now they're gonna do it to us again with computer chips
unless we get off our asses. "You better than anyone, Nick, know how
goddamned hard it is for a foreign company to get a toehold in Japan. But now
I've got something they want—want badly enough to allow me fifty-one percent
interest in my own company. That's unheard of over there. | mean, they took
IBM to the cleaners when they opened up in Tokyo." Nicholas recalled the
incident well. Japan's all-powerful Ministry of International Trade and
Industry, known more colloquially as MITI, had sprung up after World War II to
essentially help guide Japan's economy back onto sound footing. In the 1950s,
MITT's chief minister, Shigeru Sahashi, became the samurai bent on
discouraging what he saw as a massive invasion of American capital into
Japan. He also saw the enormous potential worldwide market coming for
computers. Japan had no computer technology whatsoever at the time. Sahashi
used IBM's desire to open up Japan for its trade to effectively create a

national computer industry. MITI already had set policies severely limiting

the involvement of foreign companies in Japan's economy. The ministry was so
powerful that, in effect, it could exclude all foreign participation without

its consent. Sahashi allowed the formation of IBM-Japan but as soon as the
fledgling company was set up, he set about showing them what they had stepped
into. IBM, of course, held all the basic patents that Japan required to begin

its own homegrown industry. In a now historic meeting with IBM-Japan, Sahashi
told them: "We will take every measure possible to obstruct the success of

your business unless you license IBM patents to Japanese firms and charge them



no more than a five-percent royalty." When the understandably appalled IBM
officers indignantly accused the Japanese, through him, of having an inflated
inferiority complex, Sahashi said, "We do not have an inferiority complex
toward you; we only need time and money to compete effectively." Stunned, the
Americans were faced with the difficult choice of having to withdraw IBM
completely from a major part of its planned worldwide expansion or
capitulating to MITT's total domination. They chose to submit, and for years
afterward Sahashi would proudly recount the details of his triumphant
negotiations. "I learned from that fiasco." Tomkin's voice had brought

Nicholas back. "I'm not so greedy that I'll put one foot in the trap before |

know what the hell's going on. I'm going to use the Japs, not the other way
around. "I won't spend dollar one on a Japanese company until the deal's set.
I've got the patented advance, but there's no way I can manufacture this
new-type chip in America without the costs making sales prohibitive. Sato can
give me that; he controls Japan's sixth largest konzern. He can manufacture

this thing cheaply enough to make this venture profitable in a big way." He
laughed. "And I do mean big, Nick. Believe it or not, we're looking at a net
profit of a hundred million dollars within two years." His eyes were on fire.
"You heard me right. One hundred million!" Nicholas might have been sleeping
when the hands lifted from his muscles. He felt better than he had in years.

He heard muffled movement in the room and then Sato's commanding voice. "Now
we shower and dress for business. In fifteen minutes Miss Yoshida will fetch
you." He stood up, a thick, black shadow. Nicholas twisted his head to try to

get a good look at him, but all he could discern was that Sato was not tall by



American standards. Behind him, the specter of the fourth man stirred and got
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to his feet. Nicholas shifted his gaze, but Sato's bulk was between him and

the mysterious stranger. "Very little business," the Japanese industrialist

was saying now. "Of course you must still be fatigued by your journey and it
is, after all, late in the day. But still"—he bowed formally to them both—"it
1s Monday and the preliminaries cannot wait. Do you agree,

Tomkin-san." "Let's get on with it, by all means." Even though he was closer
to Nicholas, Tomkin's voice sounded odd and muffled. "Excellent," Sato said
shortly. His bullet head nodded. "Until then." When they were alone, Nicholas
sat up, the towel draped across his loins. "You've been very quiet," he said
into the gloom. In the brief pause, the girls shuffled away, rustling like

reeds in the wind. Tomkin slid off the table. "Just getting a feel for the
territory." He wrapped himself in his large towel. "Sato seemed busy talking
to you; I let him. What's it to me, right? I was thinking about who was with
him." "Any ideas?" Nicholas said as they walked through into the shower
room. Tomkin shook his head. "You know Jap industry. God alone knows how they
run things here and it wouldn't surprise me to learn that even He gets

confused once in a while." Tomkin shrugged his beefy shoulders. "Whoever he
was, he's a big one, to be allowed into Sato's inner sanctum like

that." Seiichi Sato's office was almost entirely Western in aspect—
comfortable sofas and chairs grouped around a low black lacquer coffee table
with the ubiquitous Sato logo etched into its center, and, farther away toward

the sheets of window looking out or, Tokyo, a large rosewood and brass desk,



low cabinets, all atop deep pile champagne colored carpet. Woodblock prints
were on the walls, all, Nicholas saw, from twentieth-century artists. Yet as

he accompanied Tomkin across the expanse of carpet Nicholas noticed a
half-open door beyond which he saw a toko-noma—a traditional niche into which
was placed fresh flowers every day in a small, simple arrangement. Above it on
the wall was an old scroll with some of its original gilt powder still on it.
Nicholas could not read the inscription as the angle was too acute but he knew

it would be a Zen saying, written by an ancient master. Seiichi Sato came
around from behind his desk in quick, confident strides. He was, as Nicholas
had gathered, a rather short man though not overly so. Through his Ralph

Lauren suit Nicholas could make out the great bulge of muscles across his
shoulders and upper arms like a mantle of iron and he thought, The man works
out religiously. He searched Sato's face, pockmarked and rather angular, with
slab cheeks that rose high into his eye sockets and a wide, sleek forehead
topped by coarse, brushcut hair. There was nothing subtle about the man's
physiognomy. Nor was he a particularly handsome individual, but what his face
lacked in beauty and subtlety it more than made up for by the sheer force of

its inner drive and strength of will. His spirit was enormously

powerful. Smiling, Sato held his hand out to each of them in a very American
form of greeting. Behind his great looming shoulder Nicholas was amazed to see
the summit of Fuji-yama. He knew on clearer days it was visible from the top

of the new International Trade Center building at Hamamatsu-cho Station, where
the monorail leaves for Haneda. But here in the heart of Shinjuku:

fantastic! "Come," Sato said, gesturing, "the sofa offers more comfort for



the weary traveler." When they were seated, Sato made a small noise in the
back of his throat, no more than if he were clearing the passage, but
immediately a figure appeared through the half-open door to the tokonoma. The
man was fairly tall and rail thin. He had about him the air of the sea,
changeless and formidable. He could have been ten years older than Sato, in
his sixties, but that was difficult to judge. His hair was graying and wispy,
almost frondlike. He wore a neat, immaculately clipped mustache that was
yellowed by smoke tar along its lower rim. He came across to them in jerky,
almost somnambulent strides as if he did not quite have total control of all

his muscles. As he came close, Nicholas saw that something had been done to
his right eye for the lid was permanently locked in a semiopen position and

the gleaming orb within, though his own and not a piece of glass, was clouded
and milky like a damaged agate. "Allow me to introduce Mr. Tanzan Nangi." The
one-eyed man bowed formally, and Nicholas returned it. He was dressed in a
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charcoal gray suit with a faint pinstripe, brilliantly white shirt, and a

plain gray tie. Nicholas recognized him immediately as one of the old school:
conservative and wary of any foreign businessman, perhaps not unlike Sahashi
of MITI. "Nangi-san is chairman of the Daimyo Development Bank." That was
all Sato had to say. Both Nicholas and Tomkin knew that almost all
multimanufacturing keiretsu in Japan were ultimately owned by one bank or
another because that was where all the money resided; it was quite logical.
The Daimyo Development Bank owned Sato Petrochemical. Miss Yoshida brought in

a tray laden with a steaming porcelain pot and four delicate cups. Carefully,



she knelt beside one end of the coffee table and, using a reed whisk, slowly
prepared the green tea. Nicholas watched her, noting the competence, the
strength held tightly in check, the grace of the fingers as they handled the
implements. When all of the men had been served, she rose and silently left.

At no time had she looked directly at anyone. Nicholas felt Nangi's hard

stare and knew he was being sized up. He had no doubt that the bureaucrat knew
all about him; he would never come to a meeting such as this without being
properly briefed. And Nicholas also knew that if he was indeed as conservative
as he appeared outwardly he would hold no love for one such as Nicholas
Linnear: half-Oriental, half-English. In Nangi's eyes, he would be below the
status of gaijin. Together, as was traditional, they lifted their small cups,
brought the pale green froth to their lips, drank contentedly. With amusement,
Nicholas saw Tomkin wince slightly at the intensely bitter taste. "Now,"
Tomkin said, abruptly setting his cup down and hunching forward as if he were
a football lineman ready to leap across the line of scrimmage at the sound of
the snap, "let's get down to business." Nangi, who held his upper torso as
stiffly as he used his legs, carefully extracted a filigreed platinum case

from his inside breast pocket and, opening it, extracted a cigarette with a

pair of thin, pincerlike fingers. Just as carefully, he clicked a matching

lighter and inhaled deeply. Smoke hissed from his wide nostrils as he turned
his head. "'Softlee, softlee, catchee monkey."' He said the words as if they

had the bitterest taste on his tongue. "Isn't that how the British often put

it out here in the Far East, Mr. Linnear?" Inwardly appalled, Nicholas

nevertheless held his anger in check. There was nothing but the hint of a



benign smile on his lips as he said, "I believe some of the old Colonials may
have used that phrase borrowed from the Chinese." "Corrupted," Nangi
corrected. Nicholas nodded his acquiescence; it was quite true. "That was a
long time ago, Nangi-san," he continued. "Times have changed and brought with
them modern, more enlightened values." "Indeed." Nangi puffed away,
apparently annoyed that he had no ready rejoinder to that. Sato stepped in to
guide the conversation away from the friction. "Mr. Tomkin, you and Mr.
Linnear are only just arrived here. Mr. Greydon, your legal counsel, is not

due until 11:15 tomorrow morning. Shall we then limit ourselves to agreeing to
the outlines of the merger. There is time enough for details. —" "The
percentage split afforded Nippon Memory in this country is totally
unacceptable," Nangi broke in. He ground out the stump of his cigarette, began
almost immediately on another one. "It's a case of attempted robbery, pure and
simple." "Considering the revolutionary nature of the new chip Sphynx is
bringing to this merger," Nicholas said before Tomkin could open his mouth, "I
hardly think a fifty-one-forty-nine split is a high price to pay. Think of the
enor—" "I am a banker, Mr. Linnear." Nangi's clipped voice was as cold as his
blinkless stare. "Though our keiretsu owns many different kinds of konzerns,
including trust and insurance companies, trade and real estate associations as
well as the Sato Petrochemical group, they are all linked by two factors." He
puffed casually at his cigarette, certain he had once again regained control

of the conversation. "One: they are all dependent on the money the Daimyo
Development Bank makes for them. Two: they are all based on profitability;

when that goes so, too, do they." "And profitability is precisely what this



merger is offering you, Nangi-san." "It affords us no ready capital and |

know nothing of computer chips," Nangi said shortly, as if dismissing the
subject. "To understand the tremendous importance of what we have," Nicholas
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said evenly, "it's essential to get an overview. The computer memory chip is a
tiny slice of silicon that, for want of more accurate terminology, is composed

of microscopic bins within which are stored bits of information. For instance,
the most common chip, a 64K RAM, is composed of sixty-four thousand bins in a
space about the same size as your fingertip." Nangi crossed his legs at the

knee and continued to smoke as if he were at a social tea. He said nothing and
Nicholas went on. "RAM stands for random access memory. These chips are most
often used because they are very fast and when a computer i1s at work speed is
essential. The problem with RAMs is that when power is cut off to them they
lose all their memory and they have to be reprogrammed from scratch. "That's
why ROMs were invented. These are read-only memory chips which are totally
non-volatile. That means their bins are either filled or empty—permanently.
That, of course, is their drawback. They must be taken out of the computer in
order to be reprogrammed. "For years, the computer technician's dream has
been for a non-volatile RAM: a speedy, readily reprogrammable chip that won't
lose its memory when the power is turned off." Nicholas looked at everyone
before he went on; no one seemed bored. "Recently, the industry has come up
with a partial solution to the problem: E-squared PROMs, or electrically
erasable programmable read-only memory chips. The problem with them is that

they're just too slow to replace RAMs in the heart of a computer. "Xicor, one



of our competitors, has even gone one step further. They're beginning to
combine a RAM with an E-squared PROM to allow the RAM to do all the fast
calculations, then to transfer its memory to the E-squared PROM just before
the power is cut. But they are unwieldy, expensive, and still cannot do a full
range of functions. Further, disk or tape data-storage systems, mechanical
switches, or just RAMs with battery backups can still do much of what this
tandem chip can do." Nicholas put his hands together and concentrated on the
banker. "In other words, Nangi-san, the elusive, non-volatile RAM which will
change the face of the computer industry for all time was still not available.
Until now." His eyes lit up. "Sphynx has it. Sato-san's own people have
validated the test data. There can be no doubt. We have it, and we are
offering it to you on an exclusive basis." Nicholas shrugged his shoulders
resignedly. "Naturally, such a monumental discovery cannot remain exclusive
for long; imitations will surely come. But in the meantime Sphynx-Sato will
have the head start that is essential to cornering the market. Our production
plants will already be in full swing filling orders while the other konzerns

are still scrambling to work out the electronics." "There is your

profitability base," Tomkin said. "Within two years, we should be looking at a
combined net profit of one hundred and fifty million dollars.

That's—" "Thirty-six billion, six hundred and sixty million yen," Nangi said.
He stubbed out his butt with the formality of an aloof professor confronted by
a group of vociferous but inferior pupils. "Do not attempt to teach me about
money, Mr. Tomkin. But this is all in the future and these are your figures,

not ours. Their astronomical nature is problematical." Tomkin apparently had



had enough. "Now, look, Sato," he said, pointedly ignoring the banker. "I came
here in good faith thinking we had a deal to iron out. I am prepared for
problems along the way; that's part of all business ventures." He gestured.

"But not this nonsense. I'm hearing talk here like I'm in the middle of a MITI
meeting." "Nangi-san was vice-minister of MITL," Sato said with a kind of
wolfish smile, "until seven years ago when, as a ronin, he helped found Daimyo
and, quite directly of course, Sato Petrochemicals." "I'm not surprised,"
Tomkin said, furious. "But you can tell him for me that this isn't a case of

the foreign devil trying to undermine Japan's economic balance. Each've us's
got something the other wants—and needs. I've got the goods and you've got the
wherewithall to manufacture it at the right price. It's profits for all." He
abruptly switched his gaze to the banker's odd mask-like face. "Get it,
Nangi-san?" "I understand quite well," Nangi said, "that you come here
wanting a good sized piece of our keiretsu's property in Misawa, land we have
already designated for Niwa Mineral Mining's new expansion. Land is at a
premium here, the expense unimaginable for such as you who sprawl like
Page 19

hedonists in your multi-acre estates with pools and stables and

gatehouses. "It is what you ask us to give up; it is what you always expect

us to give up." His eyes were glittery, as hard as obsidian. "And for what?

The technology of the future. But I ask you directly: will this 'new

technology' ease the enormous land problem here; will it make Japan more
independent of the fuel-rich nations who seek to bleed us dry; will it free us

from our heinous obligation to the United States to be its guardpost against



the encroachment of Communism in the Far East." He rose up even straighter,
an adder about to strike. 'Times have indeed changed, as you yourself pointed
out. We are no longer your vanquished foe, subject to the blind acceptance of
your demands." "Listen to this," Tomkin said. "I'm bringing you the key to
millions and you're preaching reactionary politics at me." His stubby
forefinger pointed at his own chest. "I'm non-political, see? I'ma
businessman, that's the beginning and the end of it right there. You wanna

pull this, I gotta think about going elsewhere. Like to Mitsubishi or Toshiba,

nmn

for instance." "What you must try to understand," Sato said calmly, "is that
historically it's a difficult position for us to be in. Japan has not nearly

the space and, er, elbow room attendant with what the United States has. There
is, therefore, quite a different attitude toward foreign companies who want a
slice of the Japanese pie." "But that's just it," Tomkin said angrily. "I'm

not interested in Japan. Last year the big three U.S. supercomputer companies
sold only two mainframes to Japan out of a total output of sixty-five. It's

the world market I'm thinking of. And so should you. You're so busy erecting
what you call 'safeguards' to your business that you've all got a severe case
of tunnel vision. "These so-called safeguards are nothing more than barriers
to international trade." He was just beginning to hit his stride now. "I think
it's high time Japan came out of its global infancy and owned up to its
responsibilities as a nation of the world." Nangi appeared unruffled. "If, as
you say, these safeguards were precipitously withdrawn, the effect on the

Japanese economy would be disastrous. But beyond that, the overall effect on

American imports into this country would increase by-no more than— uhm—eight



hundred million dollars. Even you, Mr. Tomkin, can see that would hardly be a
drop in the bucket in solving your country's massive trade deficit." "I think

you guys'd better wise up," Tomkin said, his face beginning to flush around

the jowls. "Your reactionary insular trade policies're beginning to isolate

you from the rest of the world community. You're much too dependent on foreign
energy sources to allow that. Stop flooding our market with your products
while hindering our own from sale here, or you're likely to become prosperous
orphans in the international arena." "Why must the Japanese be constantly
castigated," Nangi said, "for manufacturing superior products. We have no
armhold on your American public; no one has made them buy our products. The
simple—and for you sad—fact is we make things better and more cheaply.
Americans trust our know-how more than they do the advances of their own
companies." But Tomkin was far from finished. "Right now," he said sofily,
"Sato Petrochemicals is not one of the six major Japanese computer firms. It

1s my understanding that you are looking for an entree into that charmed

circle. "Sphynx's non-volatile RAM is your key. My sources tell me that MITI
has ordered a project meant for completion by 1990: a machine capable of
performing ten billion operations a second, which would make it a hundred
times faster than the state-of-the-art supercomputer Cray Research currently
has on the market. MITT has allocated up to two hundred million dollars a year
for the project." He paused. Neither of the Japanese had made a move, and
Tomkin knew he had scored with them. "Further," he said, "we know of another
ministry-financed project to build a supercomputer capable of understanding

human speech, making it incredibly easy to use." He laced his fingers



together. "Now let's get down to the bottom line, which is that our
non-volatile RAM would give Sato the edge in both projects. MITI would be
forced to come to you for help, and that would mean the big six over here
would become the big seven." He looked from one foreign face to another; one
bleak, forbidding countenance to the next. They're just businessmen, he told
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himself. Nothing more. Nangi said nothing, which, in Tomkin's opinion, was a
giant step forward. "Proposals and counterproposals must not be made in
haste," Sato said. "The war 1s often lost through the impulsiveness of an
intemperate nature. As Sun Tzu so wisely tells us, '"When the strike of a hawk

m

breaks the body of its prey, it is because of timing."" He stood up and bowed

as Nicholas and Tomkin rose automatically. Nangi rose awkwardly, stood swaying
slightly. "At tomorrow afternoon's meeting," Sato continued, "we will discuss
this further when associates and legal counsel are all present to add their
wisdom to our own. For now, I would hope you will find time to enjoy our
city." They murmured their assent and he said, "Good. My car will be at the
Okura at two p.m. tomorrow to bring you here." He bowed again, formally, and
Nangi did the same. "Until tomorrow, gentlemen. I wish you a restful evening."
Then he took Nangi out of the room before another word could be spoken. "That
goddamned sonuvabitch Nangi." Tomkin paced his hotel room. "Why didn't my
people brief me about him?" Back and forth while Nicholas watched. "That
bombshell he laid on us about having been a MITI vice-minister, Christ. Do you

think he'll actually block the merger?" Nicholas ignored Tomkin's agitated

state. Tomkin answered his own question. "I know he's for sure gonna try to



sweeten their percentage." Nicholas had picked up a large square buff

envelope off the writing desk. He flicked its stiff corner with a

fingernail. "Stop playing and tell me what you think, goddamn it." Nicholas
looked up. "Patience, Tomkin," he said softly. "I told you in the beginning

that pulling this merger off would require patience—perhaps more patience than
you have." "Bullshit!" Tomkin came over to where Nicholas was standing. His
eyes narrowed. "You saying they're outmaneuvering me?" Nicholas nodded.
"Trying to, at least. The Japanese are never open about negotiation. They

won't come to terms until the very last instant because they're looking to see
what will happen in the interim. Nine out of ten times, they feel, something

will occur to their benefit. So until then, they'll do their best to keep us

off balance." "You mean like Nangi," Tomkin said thoughtfully. "Put a fox in

the henhouse." "And see what evolves." Nicholas nodded again. "Quite right.
Perhaps, they reasoned, the friction would bring out your real anxiety in

making the deal and they could negotiate better terms tomorrow or Monday." He
tapped the envelope against his finger. "The Japanese knew that you never come
to a negotiation showing your true nature. To deal effectively with you, they
must find this out. It's called To Move the Shade. It's from the warrior
Miyamoto Musashi's guide to strategy. He wrote it in 1645 but all good
Japanese businessmen apply his principles to their business practices." "To
Move the Shade," Tomkin said thoughtfully. "What is 1t?" "When you cannot see
your opponent's true spirit, you make a quick decisive feint attack. As

Musashi writes, he will then show his long sword—today we can transform that

into meaning his negotiation spirit—thinking he has seen your spirit. But you



have shown him nothing of value and he has instead revealed his inner strategy
to you." "And that's just what happened a few minutes ago with Sato and
Nangi?" Nicholas shrugged. "That depends on how much they actually drew you
out." Tomkin touched the tips of his fingers to his temple. "Well, it doesn't
matter worth a damn," he said a little breathily. "I have you, Nick, and

between us we're gonna squeeze these bastards into the box I have waiting for
them—Musashi's strategy or not." "Like the disparity in profit figures?"
Nicholas said sardonically. "You told me Sphynx's share would come to a
hundred million but the figures you gave Sato indicate that Sphynx and the

Sato kobun will be splitting a hundred and fifty million between them." "Ah,
what's fifty mil more or less," Tomkin said, massaging his temple with some
force. He grimaced. "Goddamn migraines." He looked at Nicholas wearily. "My
doctor says it's purely a product of the world I live in." He made a rueful

smile. "You know what he prescribed? A permanent Palm Springs vacation. He
wants me to rot by the side of a pool like the rest of those flyblown palms."

He winced at the pain. "But he ought to know, all right. He's writing a book
called Fifteen Ways to a Migraine-Free Life. He thinks it's going to be a
bestseller. 'Everyone gets migraines these days,' he says. 'God bless
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stress.'" Tomkin went and sat down on the edge of the plush sofa. He opened
the small refrigerator just beyond, poured himself a drink. "What've you got
there?" "It's a hand-delivered invitation. I got one as well." Tomkin put

down his drink. "Let's see it." He tore open the flap, pulled out a stiff,

engraved card. "It's in goddamned kanji" he said angrily, pushing it back at



Nicholas. "What's it say?" "You and 1, it seems, are invited to Sato's

wedding. It's on Saturday." Tomkin grunted, downed the remainder of his drink
in one gulp. "Christ," he murmured, "just what we need now." He looked up as
he poured himself another. "How about you?" Nicholas shook his head and
Tomkin shrugged. "Just trying to get your liver in shape. These sonsabitch.es
drink their Suntory Scotch like it was water. You go out with them of an
evening, you'd better be prepared for the onslaught." "I wouldn't worry about
that," Nicholas said coldly. "I'm well aware of their habits." "Sure, sure,"
Tomkin said. "Just trying to be friendly. You did all right on the battlefield
with those two jokers." He gestured with his glass. "You speak to Justine
yet?" Nicholas shook his head. "She didn't want me to take this trip at

all." "Well, that's only natural. I'm sure she's missing you." Nicholas

watched Tomkin wade through his second Scotch on the rocks and wondered 1f
that was an antidote to his migraines. "It's more than that," he said slowly.
"When Saigo got to her he used saiminjutsu on her, a little-known art even
among ninja." "A kind of hypnosis, wasn't it?" "In a way, in Western terms.
But it went way beyond that." He sat down next to Tomkin. "She tried to kill
me. It was the hypnotic suggestion Saigo planted within her, but still." He
shook his head. "My healing broke the saiminjutsu spell, but the deep remorse
she feels... I was not able to erase." "She blames herself? But it's not her
fault!" "How many times have I assured her of that." Tomkin swirled the

dregs of his drink around and around. "She's a tough one. Take it from me, I
know. She'll get over it." Nicholas was thinking of how badly Justine had

taken his decision to work for her father. Her bitterness toward what she saw



as her father's manipulation of her life up until just several years ago was
understandable to him. They were, he felt, two people unable to communicate
with each other. Tomkin had expected certain things from her and, not finding
them, had reacted in his typical overbearing manner. Justine simply could not
forgive him for his various intrusions into her life. Repeatedly he had used
bribes or threats to discourage a succession of boyfriends. "My father's a
master manipulator, Nick," she had told him over and over again. "He's a
bastard without a heart or a conscience. He's never cared about anyone but
himself, not me, certainly not Gelda; not even my mother." Yet, Nicholas
knew, Justine was blind to the kind of men she had been attracted to. They had
been manipulators all—far worse than her father ever had been. No wonder
Tomkin had been so hostile toward him when they had first met. He naturally
assumed that Nicholas was another in the long line bent on using his

daughter. It was impossible to make Justine see that it was his very love for
her that obliged him to interfere in an area that, up until now, she had been
unable to handle. This did not absolve Tomkin, but it seemed a realistic
starting point for the two of them to come together and possibly understand
each other. The tirade that had followed Nicholas' announcement of his going
to work for Tomkin Industries, if only temporarily, had been followed by days
of uncomfortable silence; Justine had simply not wanted to talk about it
further. But in the last days before his departure it had seemed to Nicholas

as 1f she had relented a bit, and was more at ease with his decision. "After
all," she had said as she saw him off, "it's only for a while, isn't

1it?" "What?" he said now, setting his concern for her back in its niche in



the shadows of his mind. "I asked who Sato's marrying," Tomkin

said. Nicholas looked down at the invitation. "A woman named Akiko Ofuda. Do
you know anything about her?" Tomkin shook his head. "She's the newest major
interest in your partner's life," Nicholas said seriously. "I think it's time

you thought about hiring a new team of researchers." With great difficulty
Tanzan Nangi turned fully around. At his back the snow-clad slopes of
Fuji-yama were fast disappearing into a vast golden haze the consistency of
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bisque. Tokyo buzzed at his feet like a giant pachinko machine. "I don't like
him," he said, his voice like chalk scraping a blackboard. "Tomkin?" Nangi
arched an eyebrow as he extracted a cigarette from its case. "You know very
well whom I mean." Sato gave him a benevolent smile. "Of course you don't, my
friend. Isn't that why you assigned Miss Yoshida—a woman— to meet them at the
airport? Tell me which Japanese business associate of ours you would have
insulted in that fashion. None, I can tell you! You even disapprove of the

amount of responsibility [ accord her here because it is, as you say, man's
province, and not the traditional way." "You have always run this kobun as

you have seen fit. I begrudge you nothing, as you know quite well. But as for
these iteki, I saw no earthly reason why we should lose valuable man-hours by
reassigning an upper-echelon executive for their convenience." "Oh, yes,"

Sato said. "Tomkin is a gaijin and Nicholas Linnear is something far worse to
you. He's only half Oriental. And then it has never been determined to

anyone's satisfaction how much of that is Japanese." "Are you saying that I

am a racist?" Nangi said, blowing out smoke. "Not in the least." Sato sat



back in his swivel chair. "Merely a patriot." He shrugged. "But in the end
what does Cheong Lin-near's lineage mean to us?" "It's a potential lever."
Nangi's odd triangular eyes blazed with a dark light. "We are going to need
every weapon in our arsenal to bring down these brash iteki—these barbarians
who think of us as so much rice they can gobble up." Nangi's shoulders
quivered at odd moments as if they had a will of their own. "Do you think it
means anything to me that his father was Colonel Linnear, the 'round-eyed
savior of Japan'?" His face screwed up in contempt. "How could any iteki feel
for us, Seiichi, tell me that." "Sit down, old friend," Sato said sofily,

taking his eyes off the older man to save him face. "You already hurt enough
as it 1s." Nangi said nothing but, walking awkwardly, managed to sit at right
angles to Sato, his back erect, his thin buttocks against the very edge of the
chair. Sato knew that Nangi was lucky to be alive. But of course life was a
relative thing and this thorny enigma was never far from his thoughts, even
now after thirty-eight years. Did the man tied to the iron lung think life was
worthwhile? So, too, Sato sometimes wished to crawl inside his friend's head
for just the moment it would take to learn the answer to the riddle. And in
those moments shame would suffuse him; precisely the same kind of shame he had
felt when his older brother, Gotaro, had found him sitting, sexually aroused

by their father's book of shunga, erotic prints. There was no privacy in

Japan, it was often said. The crowding because of the lack of space that had
existed for centuries; the building materials—oiled paper and wood—that the
islands' frequent and devastating earthquakes, the seasonal typhoons dictated

be used in order to facilitate speedy rebuilding: these factors went a long



way in guiding the flow of Japanese society. Because real privacy, as a
Westerner understands it, is physically impossible, the Japanese have
developed a kind of inner privacy that, outwardly, manifests itself by the
many-layered scheme of formality and politeness that each individual lives by
because it is his only bulwark against the encroachment of chaos. That was
why the thought of stepping into someone else's mind, especially so close a
friend, brought the sweat of shame out on Sato. Now he riffled through the

file they had compiled on Tomkin Industries in order to cover his intense
discomfort. "As for Tomkin, we should not underestimate him, Nangi-san," he
said now. Nangi looked up as he heard the note of weariness in the younger
man's voice. "How so?" "His blustering barbarian ways cannot mask for long
his keen mind. He hit us squarely when he said that we're much too dependent
on foreign energy sources to allow ourselves to become isolated from the rest
of the world." Nangi waved away Sato's words. "A mere stab in the dark. The
man's an animal, nothing more." Sato gave a deep sigh. "And yet he's quite
correct. Why else would we be laboring so long and hard on Tenchi, eh? It is
something that is critically draining our financial resources; it is the most
desperate gamble Japan has taken since Pearl Harbor. In many ways it is more
crucial to this country's future than the war ever was. We were able to
rebound from that defeat." Sato shook his head. "But if Tenchi should fail or
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1f—Buddha forbid!—we should be found out, then I fear that there will be
nothing left of our beloved islands but atomic ash." "Tsutsumu's dead, along

with Kusunoki." The voice was flat and cold. It might have been conveying the



message, "Here are ten pounds of rice." "Before or after?" By contrast this
voice was heavy, thick with foreign inflection. 'That is the only thing that
matters." "Before." There was a muffled curse in a language the first man
could not understand. "Are you certain? Absolutely certain?" "I was thorough
enough to do an anal search. He had nothing on him." There was a slight pause.
"Do you wish me to withdraw?" Still the voice was emotionless, as if all
feeling had been trained out of it. "Certainly not. Stay just where you are.

Any sudden movement on your part could only bring down suspicion and these
people are not to be underestimated. They're fanatics; exceptionally dangerous
fanatics." "Yes...I know." "You have your orders; adhere to them. The dojo's
bound to be in turmoil for the next few days at least. Even they need time to
gather themselves. They haven't picked Kusunoki's successor yet, have

they?" "There are meetings going on to which I am not privy. As yet there

have been no announcements. But tension is high all through the dojo." "Good.
Now is the time to burrow in. Get as close as you dare. Strike in the midst of
this confusion; our tactics are more efficient in this

atmosphere." "Kusunoki's death has turned them into alarmists; they see
hostiles in the movement of the shadows." "Then be especially bold." "The
danger has increased." "And has your dedication to the goals of the
Motherland therefore decreased?" "I will not waver from the cause; you know
that." "Good. Then this conversation is at an end." A light went on atop the
scarred metal desk, dim and buzzing, coldly fluorescent, emanating from an
ancient khaki gooseneck lamp that had been functionally ugly when new and now

was light-years away from that. This fitful pale mauve illumination revealed



a face no more unusual than an accountant's or a professor's. Black eyes above
sloped Slavic cheekbones were penetratingly intelligent, to be sure, but his
fine, tufted hair, the liver spots high on his domed forehead, and the rather
weak chin all combined to paint a portrait of a bland, unremarkable man.
Nothing could be further from the truth. His slender-fingered hand came away
from the phone; already his mind was racing. He did not like the sudden murder
of the sensei; he knew well Kusunoki's power and was astonished that the
sensel had been overpowered at all. Still, he was trained to use any and all
unforeseen circumstance to his benefit, and striking swiftly and surely during
times of confusion was standard procedure. Contrary to what his brethren back
home espoused, he enjoyed working with these locals. While he would never
invite one to marry his daughter—if he had one—he could admire their
expertise, their dogged persistence, and, above all, their rabid fanaticism.
This fascinated him; it was also his secret weapon against political
assassination back home. While his position, among all his brethren, was most
secure— simply because he fed them a steady diet of fear and secrecy, two
elements which never failed to catch their attention—still one found it good
practice to keep shuffling the cards, keeping options open, finding the soft
spots in one's superiors' private lives that would turn the key in the lock of
one's future. That was a lesson he had learned well and hard. He turned away
from the phone, activating the portable but very powerful 512K computer
terminal, rechecking the myriad random elements he had thrown at the original
program. Still it was holding up. His grunt in the otherwise silent room told

of his satisfaction. With an effort, he rose and lumbered to the door as thick



and impenetrable as a bank vault. Dialing the combination, he let himself
out. Nicholas left the dazzling glitter of the enormous hotel behind him, a
city within a city, and took the immaculate, silent subway into the Asakusa
district. The blank-faced jostling throng who rode along with him with their
fashionable clothes and French-style makeup were outwardly very different
from the members of the war generation. Yet Nicholas could not forget what
happened here—as it did throughout all of Tokyo—on March 9, 1945. The
firebombing by American warplanes. Here in the Asakusa district, people
sought the sanctuary of the great and beloved Buddhist temple of Kannon, the
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goddess of Pity. Built in the seventeenth century, this was thought safe
because it had survived all the great fires of Tokyo as well as the most
infamous earthquake of 1923. But as hundreds crowded inside, the long, arching
timbers, so lovingly wrought by artisans of the fabled past, caught fire. The
gray slat roof which had been such a staunch landmark for hundreds of years
collapsed inward, crushing the already burning throng. Outside, the ancient
stately gingko trees of the surrounding gardens burst into crackling torches,
pinwheels of sparks arcing into the howling crimson night, running along
street gutters like voracious predators. Asakusa, like the rest of the city,
bore no scars from that time, Nicholas realized. The Japanese had been very
careful about that. In this downtown area of Tokyo, more than in any other
place in the city, perhaps, the ethos of Japan's splendiferous Edo period

still held sway. Crowds clouded the gates of Kaminarimon, streaking its great

two-story vermillion face with their darting shadows. A scarlet and ebon



rice-paper lantern of gigantic proportions swung between the two red-faced
wooden statues of the gods of wind and thunder, the bodyguards of Kannon, who,
though she failed her people once in the incinerator of the war, was worshiped
and loved still. Dodging those Japanese on the run, Nicholas took the
stone-paved Nakamise-dori, passing sweet and souvenir shops piled high with
wares. On impulse he turned down a near side street, strolling slowly through
the relative gloom. He stopped abruptly in front of a tiny storefront that
spelled out "Yonoya" in kanji. Inside, glass shelves were lined with the
slightly oily boxwood combs. Nicholas remembered Yukio slowly, rhythmically
stroking her hair with such a comb. How soft and long and shining were those
tresses, thick and lustrous. Once he had asked her if all Orientals had such
beautiful hair and she had laughed, embarrassed, pushing him from her. "Only
the ones who can afford these," she said, still laughing. She showed him the
exquisitely hand-carved implement. "Feel it," she offered. "Sticky," he said
immediately. "But guaranteed never to tangle your hair, Nicholas," she

had said in her singsong voice. "This boxwood is brought all the way from
Kyushu, the southern island. It is cut and steamed to remove any imperfections
and then dried for more than a week above a boxwood-shaving fire. Then the
lengths are tied together and bamboo hoops slipped over the bundles, and they
are left to dry for thirty years to ensure that they are completely dry before
being carved. "In the shop in Asakusa where I buy these, their craftsmen have
studied for twenty years. They sit for ten or twelve hours at a time, immobile
except for their working hands, to shape these combs." Nicholas had been

fascinated then just as he was fascinated now. Even with such an everyday



implement as a comb, he thought, we take exceptional care and artistry in its
manufacture. Could a Westerner—any Westerner—ever fully understand the reasons
why. Or would they think us mad to devote such time and intense effort to such
a small and seemingly insignificant matter. Again on impulse, he entered the
shop and bought a comb for Justine. As he waited for the saleswoman to reoil
the boxwood, carefully wrap it in three separate layers of high-grade rice
paper, and then place it into its hand-sanded cedar box, his eyes traced the
forms of the combs lying in artistic display. With each meticulously rounded
corner, with each matched tooth end, he again saw Yukio in front of the

mirror, her pale hand rising and falling like a tide through the river of her

dark hair. He saw that ebon cascade highlighted against the snow-white kimono,
its crimson edges moving like flowing blood. He leaned forward and, hands on
her delicate shoulders, turned her around, lifting her so that she rose. Soft
rustle of silk like the bittersweet drift of heavenly cherry petals in

mid-April when, it seemed, the ancient gods of Japan returned, filling the
scented air with their ethereal presence. The feel of her, the sight of her,

the scent of her, all combined to transfix him, so that he experienced again

his deep-seated fear of what she brought out in him: the intensity of sexual
feeling. He was barely eighteen, it was 1963. He had had no experience with
women, especially one as powerful as Yukio. It was as if she held himin a
tender spell, and now her palm came up to stroke his cheek and he shuddered at
the fiery lick the caress engendered in him. As was usual with them, she had
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to take the first few steps, sliding her fingertips back along her own body,



pushing the rim of the kimono away from her shoulders. It parted with a

rustle, revealing the inside slopes of her hard-nippled breasts. Nicholas'
breath caught in his throat and his belly contracted painfully. With a

slither the soft white kimono slid down her arms, the line of crimson along

its verge flickering like flame. And now she was bare, the light striping her,
throwing into deep shadow the erotic dells of her torso, hiding as it

revealed. Nicholas felt the terror filling him up as, like a sorceress, she
moved, freeing his own sexuality, drawing out his own ribboning desire. He
could deny her nothing at moments like this. And yet there was a deeply

buried sadness in her as she reached between his thighs, caught gentle hold of
him, stroking. "Is that all you can think of?" he said thickly. "It's all I

have," she said in a moan, guiding him. Slowly refocusing, Nicholas' gaze lit
upon the empty space in the display case caused by the present he had bought
Justine. Yukio was gone just as the boxwood comb was gone from the case. The
spotlights' glare was harder in just that spot, magnifying the nothingness. He
wondered what had ever become of Yukio's magical boxwood comb. Had Saigo
hurled it after her into the Straits of Shimonoseki? Had she been wearing it
when he clubbed her, stunning her, then binding her for the long rowboat ride
across those haunted waters? Or had some small child found the artifact among
her abandoned belongings and was wearing it today? Nicholas found that his
eyes were full of tears. Despite his vow never to relive the moment when his
evil cousin had told him of Yukio's death, he had done it. His heart was
breaking anew; he felt her loss as keenly this moment as he had a year ago.

Perhaps this was one wound that time would never heal. Blindly he received



the exquisitely wrapped package, signed the American Express receipt. It was
as if Yukio's kami had appeared at his side, linking arms with him, and,
standing by his side, was now looking down at the display of boxwood combs
with him. And for that moment it was as if death had been banished from the
world of man, as if there was no dark barrier between life and death, the
unknown becoming suddenly known and accepted. Did he walk with the dead, or
had Yukio crossed over to live again at his side? With a start, Nicholas

found himself alone again in the shop. The saleswoman was looking at him
oddly, not certain whether to smile or frown at the peculiar expression on his
face. Back on the Nakamise-dori, he returned to the precincts of the Sensqji
Temple, where rice crackers and tortoiseshell sticks were still sold just as
they had been a hundred years before. He wanted to stay immersed in the past,
unwilling as yet to let go of the last sweetly painful tendrils of his waking
dream. At a streetside stall he paused to buy a confection made of egg and
flour poured into a doll-shaped mold before bean jam was squeezed on and the
whole was grilled with the deftly economical movements of the ancient
vendor. But, once holding the tiny cake in his hand, he found that he had no
taste for food, especially sweets. The past was like the taste of ash in his
mouth. He had thought that with Saigo's death the detritus of his earlier life
would dry up and blow away like the soft shed skin of a snake. But he saw now
on his return to Japan that this was not so. It could not be. There was a

certain continuity to life that was not to be denied. As Nicholas' father, the
Colonel, had often said: this is the only true lesson of history, and those

who do not heed it, perish because of their ignorance. Now, at the doorway to



the Sensqji Temple, he gave the unwanted food to an old man with a back as
thin and bent as a sapling's trunk in a high wind. The old man, in a black
snapbrim hat and Western dress, nodded his thanks but made no effort to
smile. As Nicholas went into the temple itself, echoes and the ripples of
history seemed to reach out from the dim incense-filled interior with its high
vaulting ceiling and cool stone floor, to remind him once again of all that he
dare not forget. When he reemerged into the spangled night of shitamachi,
Tokyo's downtown, the old man was still where Nicholas had left him, one hand
curled around the thick copper rim of the huge vessel used to burn

incense. Nicholas had had enough of old Japan and the tangled web of memories
it had unearthed in him. He longed for the spark and dazzle of the new Tokyo,
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the soaring, ugly buildings so new the lacquer had not yet dried in their
towering gallerylike lobbies; he longed for the bustle of the young Japanese,
so chic and beautiful in their wide-shouldered jackets, their loose blousey
shirts, and their high-waisted trousers. Underground, he took the Ginza Line
nine stops, transferring to the Hibiya Line for the short trip to Roppongi. He
emerged from the subway exit and went west, toward Shibuya. He took the all
glass elevator in the Ishibashi Building to the top floor and entered the
ironclad doors of Jan Jan. From its southeasterly facing floor-to-ceiling
windows he could make out the floodlit stone walls of the Russian

embassy. The air was alive with the percussive rhythms of rock music: The
Yellow Magic Orchestra and an English group called Japan. It was well after

midnight and the place was jumping. Cigarette smoke blued the pale walls. The



intense spot lighting striking like arrows straight down from the enormously
high acoustic baffled ceiling dappled the springy wooden dance floor, turning
it into a rippling tiger's pelt. Around the central dance floor rose three

tiers of clear Plexiglas tables and midnight blue velour-covered banquettes.
Waitresses moved quickly and efficiently in amongst the crowd. There was
movement, heat, sound in crushing waves. The electricity of modern

life. Nicholas' mind was engaged as he moved slowly through the bouncing
energetic throng. His eyes roved across the sea of young painted faces, seeing
the laughter, the self-engrossment; observing slick-winged hairstyles, arms
entangled around waists and buttocks, whirling torsos, dervishes of the night,
enraptured by a combination of the musical pulse, the boost of liquor and,
perhaps, illicit drugs, and, above all, the narcotizing sense of eternal

youth. The concept of mortality had no place here and, if it came, would never
be recognized. For just an instant Nicholas wondered what it was he was
searching for. Then he thought of Justine and knew that he would not find it
here. When Akiko Ofuda saw Nicholas walk in through Jan Jan's high Edo period
portals she turned her head partly away into the shadows. Her heart was
beating fast. Bewildered, she fought to understand the reason for his abrupt
appearance. Did he know anything? Could he? But no, she thought, calming
herself. It was too early. His presence must be merely a coincidence. A jest
of the gods. She rose from where she had been sitting at a table along the
second tier and walked slowly, lithely, circling the perimeter of the
light-streaked dance floor. She kept him in sight all the while, watching him

clandestinely but carefully. What she saw was a ruggedly angular face that had



nothing of the classical beauty about it. It was far too odd and distinctive

for that. The long upswept eyes hinted of his Oriental blood, as did his
prominent cheekbones. But he had a good solid Anglo-Saxon chin that was as
Western as his father. He was black haired and wide-shouldered, with the odd
narrow hips of a dancer and the thickly muscled legs of the serious

athlete. Akiko found herself longing to strip him naked to admire the sight

of those overlays of long, sinewy muscle. But other than this, it was

difficult to say what she thought of him on first sight. So many conflicting
emotions swirled inside her, contending for ascendancy. How she hated him!
She was struck anew by the force of it. Seeing him so abruptly, in so
unforeseen a manner brought the full shock of the secret emotions she had been
harboring for so long into the forefront. She trembled in rage even while her
eyes drank in the emanations of his power. It was evident even from such a
distance: the lift of his head, the rolling liquid stride, the minute

movements of his shoulders and upper arms! These all spoke of the extreme
danger leashed tightly inside this man. But as she herself moved, keeping

pace with him, she felt an odd elation begin to suffuse her and she thought,
What extraordinary karma I must possess to gain this added advantage over him
from the start! Her pulse beat hard within her as her eyes drank him in,

noting his strength, the intensity of his spirit. Oh, but she longed for that
moment when he first saw her. Unconsciously, her fingers rose to her cheek,
softly stroking the taut flesh there. She experienced an almost giddy

sensation at the intensity of her longing, and a part of her wanted to draw it

out as long as possible. After all this time, she did not want the end to come
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so soon, certainly not until the time of her own choosing. Oh, yes, it had

been a stroke of genius suggesting to Sato that he invite the gaijin to the
wedding. "Especially this Linnear," she had whispered in his ear late one
night. "We all know his family's history. Think what face it will give you to
have him present at such an event!" Yes, yes, Nicholas, she crooned silently
as she stalked him high above his head, the time is coming soon when I will
look directly in your eyes and see that strength crumble and fly away like

gray ash in the wind. She felt intoxicated, her throat constricted, the

muscles in her thighs trembling with the flutter of her heart as she felt

herself drawn inexorably toward him. But she used all her training to restrain
herself from destroying in an instant of ecstatic gloating everything she had
worked for for so long. Now she broke away from his orbit, walking more
quickly, ignoring the glances of those she passed, the lust of the men, the

envy of the women; she had become inured to that. It was time to pick up Yoki;
Sato would soon be home from the wars. Akiko watched Yoki out of the comer of
her eye as they sped through the center of Tokyo and out again. She is a
magnificent creature, Akiko thought. I have chosen well. She had found Yoki
some weeks ago and when she was certain of her choice had struck up a
conversation with her. That had led to an odd—at least Akiko saw it as
that—kind of friendship. Its borders were the night when, as far as Yoki was
concerned, they both emerged like nocturnal birds. Akiko had once asked Yoki
what occupied her during the day. "Oh, on and off, I'm a saleslady," she had

said. "You know, door to door. Perfumes and cosmetics. Otherwise I watch



television. Not only dramas but programs where I learn calligraphy, flower
arranging—even the tea ceremony." In a culture where 93 percent of the
population watched TV at least once a day that was, perhaps, not surprising.
Yet it nevertheless chilled Akiko that her country was teaching its population
by proxy. She had learned the tea ceremony from her mother, and she remembered
watching the older woman's face, listening to the tone of her voice, seeing

the patterns on her kimono moving just so here and not at all there, resolving

to memorize every detail no matter how tiny for those, her mother had once

told her, were all that would be noticed. Could the emissions of an

electronic cathode ray tube provide such teaching? She was sure it could not,
and she found herself disgusted when she thought of the number of women being
taught in such an impersonal manner. But outwardly she showed none of this
disdain. Yoki was important to her—at least for the next several hours. The
limo pulling up onto the gravel verge of the two-story house pushed her
thoughts back to the present. Seiichi Sato lived just north of Ueno Park in
Uguisudani in Taito-Ku. A block and a half to the southwest was wide
Kototoi-dori, the avenue that curled like a serpent around two sides of the

park. Beyond, the high tops of the carefully pruned cypress stood stark and
utterly black against the faintly pink and yellow glow from the Ginza and
Shinjuku nightspots. The trees were the natural markers of the Tokugawa Shogun
graveyard across the myriad railroad tracks in the northern end of

Ueno. Sato's house was large by Tokyo standards, built on the ken principle,

the standard six-foot unit of construction. It was made of bamboo and cypress;

the three-layered roof was of terra cotta tile. The far end of the house



contained a great notch to accommodate a more-than-one-hundred-year-old
cryptomeria whose boughs overgrew the sheltering eight-foot fence, swaying
over the road itself. The driver came around and opened the rear door for
them, and Akiko took her charge inside. * * * Seiichi Sato sipped hot

sake from a tiny porcelain cup and contemplated the Void. He did this,
sometimes, in moments of intense stress, to clear his mind. But mainly he used
this form of mental exercise when he was impatient. In a land where patience
was not merely a virtue but a way of life, Sato had had to teach himself this
attitude as if he were some form of alien in his own culture. Yet he had
worked diligently, even obsessively at it, and he knew that his patience had
won him all that he held dear today. He was in the six-tatami room—space
being defined in Japanese houses by the number of reed mats the wood floor
could contain—with only a small table, a cotton futon and a drawered
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naga-hibachi of burl paulownia wood dating from the early part of the
nineteenth century. A recess in the right top of the long brazier allowed for
the heating of sake as well as food. Sato wore only a white cotton kimono.

Its bold crimson square reproduced the crest of the Danjuro line of kabuki
actors. He looked calm and assured, his cool eyes staring at a spot not within
the realm of the physical world. A soft knock on the fusuma made him blink
but otherwise he did not move. Now he unlocked his thoughts and allowed the
keen sense of anticipation to enfold him like a cloak on a chill winter's

eve. He reached out and moved the paper door an inch to the right. Just the

pronounced curve of the front half of Akiko's eye gazed at him from beneath a



half-lowered lid. The sable darkness dusted along the delicate flesh was like
the painting of dusk across a changing sky. The coal black iris was like the
heart of some deeply buried treasure. Despite himself, Sato felt the quickness
of his pulse, the heat of his own breath firing in his throat. "You are

late." His voice was breathy as he began their ritual. "I thought you would

not come." Akiko heard the thickness in his voice and smiled to herself. "I
always come," she whispered. "I cannot do otherwise." "You are free to walk
away." Sato's heart constricted as he said those words. "1 give my love to
you freely and I am bound by it. I will never leave you." The script had been
developed over a period of months to provide them both with a degree of
excitement and intrigue within the carefully prescribed boundaries of societal
courtship. Of course, there were aspects about their courtship—minor ones, to
be sure— that had Sato's mother been alive she would have disapproved of in
the most vociferous language. Sato bowed his head and, opening the fusuma
farther, moved back on his knees and shins to allow her entrance. As Akiko
entered, the dual kanji ideograms for sobi hovered in the center of Sato's
being like a feudal daimyo's banner, for she did indeed possess sublime
beauty. And, despite their ritualistic dialog, he knew it was he who was bound
to her for all time, body and spirit. For a time they knelt facing one

another, Sato's large, capable hands held palms up, Akiko's smaller ones
resting lightly in his. Locked, their eyes stared within and through. Sato,
contemplating the karma that had brought them together, felt the essence of

her stirring, a lacquered kite rising above rooftops and rustling crowns of

cypress and pine. A strong gust took it suddenly and it shot straight for his



heart, lodging there like a broken wing. "What are you thinking?" The
question startled him. Was it just because of the abrupt sound from out of the
silence of the beating of their hearts, he asked himself. From deep within him
came a secret fear that somehow, in some unfathomable way, her mind had
pierced his flesh, peering into his inviolable thoughts. And in that split
instant, a brief shudder contracted the muscles ridged along his gently arched
back and he blinked, his eyes searching hers as if she were a stranger. Then
her lips bowed into a smile and her white, even teeth showed. "You are so
solemn this night." She laughed, and he saw the play of light along the side

of her throat, the small shadow lying in the hollow like a teardrop. He said
nothing, and after studying his granitelike countenance for a moment she made
a move to rise. "I will—"But his fingers curled around her wrist stopped her
and, perched like a bird, her lips opened. "Sato-san." Slowly he brought her
back down to her knees, then drew himself upward. The fabric of his kimono
winked and rippled as his shoulders squared and Akiko was abruptly aware of
his strength and, even more, his power. "This night is special," he said
thickly. "There will only be one like it in all our lives." He paused for a
moment as if collecting his thoughts. "So our lives will be truly bound by the
laws of the Amida Buddha." His eyes raked her face. "Does this mean nothing to
you?" "I have thought of little else all day." "Then stay." At that moment

his fingers let go their grip and her arm, freed, drifted down to her lap. Her
perfect, lacquered nails overlapped as her fingers interlaced, a streak of
light lying along the gleaming surface of each beyond which he could not see.

"On this most special of nights, send my gift away." Her face, as composed as



a porcelain mask, disclosed nothing of her inner feelings. Sato could scarcely
discern the rise and fall of her breasts as she breathed. Her wa was as
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unruffled as the still skin of a mountain lake, reflecting rather than

revealing. He was disconcerted. "Surely you must know it is you who I

desire." Akiko turned her head as if he had struck her a physical blow. "Then
you hate the gift I bear; you have hated all the gifts that I have brought you
since—" "No!" Trembling, Sato silently railed against the trap he had

entered. "I have dishonored you with my desire to please you." Akiko wrung

her hands like an aggrieved little girl. Sato leaned forward. "I have loved

each and every gift; I have treasured the thought behind them." He had

regained control of his voice if not his emotions. "There is only honor in

what you have brought me, knowing—" His eyes slid away from her, staring
fixedly at the tatami between them. "Knowing that you have never... been with

a man, understanding my desires"—he took a deep breath—"and wanting to bring
me happiness in this sphere." Her head lowered. "It is my duty. [—" But his

hand shot out again, covering hers. "But tonight we are so close to being

joined. Seeing you and—" "What you ask—" Her head snapped up. "And then what
of our wedding night? Will we make a mockery of tradition? Will we degrade the
path that is ours? Do you want that?" Sato felt her nails digging into his

calloused flesh and knew she was right. He grasped at the fluttering of his

intense desire for her, choking it off. His head nodded on his thick neck and

he whispered through dry lips, "It is your gift that I desire." Akiko stood

by the naga-hibachi, feeling its heat suffuse her. She paid only the most



minimal attention to the work her hands were doing, cooking the soba, the
buckwheat noodles, preparing the soy-based sauce in small porcelain cups,
pouring the rest into a tiny matching pitcher, setting out the green

horseradish and chopped cucumber on a saucerlike plate. The soba, when done,
was lifted in tiny portions into rectangular stacking trays of black lacquer.
Normally, she would be waited upon as would be Sato. But this was part of her
gift to him, and at this time of the night servants were enjoined from this

side of the house. Akiko served the food and more hot sake. She observed thai
Sato and Yoki were talking in low, intimate tones. She had prepared the girl
well. Yoki knew what to expect and what was expected of her. Akiko rose and
walked silently to the edge of the fitsuma. She paused with a delicate hand on
the light wooden frame. The sound of them washed over her before she slid the
paper door shut behind her. But she did not leave the house. Instead, she
moved to the left, entering a smaller, two-tatami room. Carefully closing the
fusuma, she slid across the reed mats on her knees until she reached the shoji
common with the room within which Sato and Y5ki reclined. The screen was
actually composed of many long and narrow vertical panels, decorative and
pleasing to the eye. Some time ago, just after she had been introduced into

the household, Akiko had secretly altered the nature of one of these panels so
that it became removable by a subtle manipulation of its thin wooden

border. Through this rift she now gazed upon Sato and Yoki. They had finished
their soba; the sake was almost gone. They were very close together. Kneeling
at her spyhole, Akiko settled herself for what was to come. Sato's back was

to her. She saw the movement of his arm and then the soft slide of Yoki's



kimono—for Akiko knew better than to present the girl to Sato in her
Western-style clothes—back and down, exposing one soft white shoulder. Akiko
held her breath as the rich play of the girl's muscles was revealed. Sato's

eyes were drawn to Yoki's breasts; the brown and gray kimono lay like wings on
the tatami on either side of her, her thighs still partially wrapped. Then

Sato's head bent down and forward and with a soft cry Yoki's head went back,
her fingers caressing his ears as his tongue streaked hotly across her

nipples. Akiko crossed her arms over her own breasts, feeling the hot

stiffness there like points of fire. Her mouth was dry and she longed for sake

to slake her thirst. She had almost given in to Sato tonight. That had

shocked her like a lightning bolt out of the blue. It had been relatively easy

to keep him at arm's length all these long weeks; she had been disgusted by

the lust clouding his eyes. But this night had been different. Yoki was now
completely naked. Sato's open mouth licked and sucked at her flesh with such
intensity that Akiko could feel her own flesh heating, tingling just as if it
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were she he was making love to. Why? What had been different? Akiko searched
her mind, analyzing as Sun Hsiung had taught her to do so long ago: quarter

your memory, then divide it into eighths, sixteenths, and so on. "Eventually,"

he had told her, "you will find the detail you have been seeking for your

senses are the most sensitive of receptors. They record everything; it is only
your conscious mind which filters out what it believes to be all the important
data. The lesson you must learn—and it is a most difficult one—is that your

conscious mind often makes the wrong choice." Now, as her eyes drank in the



erotic movements unfolding just beyond the aperture in the shoji, Akiko began
the quartering search of her memory, for she was well attuned to her own
emotions as she was to others'. Tonight, just like all nights, she had sprung
the right trap to ensnare Sato so that she could slip away from his advances.
She had been filled with elation at the frustration she was causing him. But
that feeling had been short-lived. Why? Rock music's primal pulse so full of
anger, aggression, and lust, sizzled in her blood like alcohol; a room blue
with smoke, making figures as indistinct as priests inside a temple wreathed
in incense lit for the dead. She stalked a tiger there, lithe, full of a

terrifying atavistic power. It magnetized her; spooked her. For now she had
traced the loosening of her sexual emotions to the moment when she had been
circling Nicholas Linnear like a hungry jackal. Summoning up the image of him
within the confines of exotic Jan Jan, she experienced again the triphammer
beat of her heart, the tiny trembling of her inner thigh muscles, and the
powerful compulsion to approach him. Again, as they had at the nightclub, her
fingers rose up to touch the flushed flesh of her cheek as if to assure

herself that it was still there. It had not been that long. She must always

keep that in mind. A stranger to herself, she must learn to become her own
best friend. She had never been able to do that... before. On the advent of

her rebirth she had vowed to herself that she would try. But first, unfinished
business. And that involved Nicholas Linnear. Oh, yes. Most surely it

did! Akiko's eyes opened wide. Sato and Yoki were entangled on the futon. The
folds of their kimonos rippled about the edges of their working flesh like the

sea's waves upon the shore, concealing and revealing at once. The panting



bellows of their breaths rose toward her like a flock of gulls, pulling her
onward as a third member as it fueled the furnace of their passion. She saw
Sato's erection, large and reddish from the stroking ministrations of his
partner. Yoki's eyes were fluttered closed in pleasure and her soft breasts
heaved into Sato's calloused palms as his head slid down and down until his
open mouth touched the insides of her heated thighs. Unconsciously Akiko
strained forward, and when she saw his tongue flick out to caress the flesh
there, she gasped silently. A line of warm sweat trickled like a serpent's

tail down the deep indentation of her spine, staining her kimono, marking it
with her lust. Her palms traced a circular pattern inward across her own
spread-apart thighs until, lifting the material of her kimono, she encountered
bare flesh. Now, instead of her own fingertips, she felt Sato's flickering
tongue in maddening repetition as it moved across Yoki's damp thighs, his
hands behind her knees for an instant, lifting her legs. Yoki's thighs,

Akiko's thighs. There was no difference there to the touch. What had been done
to her had not marred the silkiness of the flesh. But, she knew, should Sato
see what lay along the inside, hidden skin there he might call off the wedding
and that she could not afford. Afterward... well, then he would have no choice
but to accept her. Sato's mouth moved upward, covering the curling black hair
covering Yoki's high mound. Akiko could see the other girl's hips trembling
with excitement and the building of her orgasm. Sato's head burrowed down into
the heat and the wet and Yoki threw her head back, the thin cords at the side
of her neck standing out, her lips open, her teeth bared. Her thighs trembled

uncontrollably. And ail the while, Akiko's deft fingers were opening up her



own petals, making gentle circular sweeps in concert with the movements of
Sato's head. She felt him but it was not enough; she needed more. The
sensations touched her, beading like rain. But what she craved was a torrent,

a tidal wave to lift her off her feet and tumble her helter-skelter into the
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arms of ecstasy. It would not come, and she increased the pressure of her
fingers, beginning to dig into the soft folds, pulling them apart, pressing

harder against her clitoris. Sato's head came up. His chest was heaving like

a bull's. His great male form arched itself above Yoki's supple female one,
shadowing her from the diffuse light, streaking her face so that she appeared

to be wearing some bizarre makeup. And now she drew him upward, rubbing him
against her until she had no other choice but to arch up and impale herself on
him, thrusting her hips wildly off the futon, the breath whooshing out of her
with an audible rush, the mounds of her breasts quivering with the strength of
the sensations running rampant through her. How Akiko longed to feel what she
was feeling: the tide gathering, calling, running inward from the vast depths

of the sea toward her like a blanket of night, blotting out all thought, all

pain, all memories in the shooting inundation of vibrating pleasure. Sato was
stroking down to meet Yoki's frantic thrusting, their hips hot in contact, the
warm salty sweat dripping down from Sato's bulging muscles, beading along the
girl's rippling skin. She began to cry out, her arms enfolding him, drawing

him all the way down on her, so that to Akiko it seemed as if he was burying
her with his mass. The rhythmic grunting picked up in tempo and the motion of

their hips became ragged and indistinct. Yoki was sighing out her passion in



great long jets, her face unlined and taut. The heels of her hands jammed
against Sato's powerful muscular buttocks, urging him to thrust himself even
deeper into her. "Going, going going..." Yoki's voice held the edge of
hysteria and something more. Whatever it was, Akiko longed for it just as she
longed for the release from the bunched tension ribboning her thighs and
stomach. Her muscles were knotted and the pain came roaring at her just as it
always did at these sessions. She bit her lower lip in an effort not to cry

out. Her heart hammered, threatening to burst its cage of bone and slippery
membrane to explode like a sad sun in her constricted throat. Please, she
moaned to herself. Please, please, please. Though initially she had felt more
than she ever had before, though she thought she might experience the blessed
relief of the clouds and rain, this night was no different from all the rest.

She heard Sato's animal grunting as he shot in rapid fire into Yoki's spasming
depths. It was too much for Akiko to bear and she fell back, slamming her
shoulder against the floor beneath the tatami. Her eyes rolled up in their
sockets, she heard the rushing of a sharp wind so briefly she was uncertain of
its existence. Pain and a terrible longing transported her to a black plain.

She heard Sun Hsiung saying, "There is a way—and if you are patient [ will
teach it to you— to scrutinize the enemy's external appearance so that you may
be able to discern his inner mind." Then unconsciousness took her. Nicholas
rose promptly just before six a.m., awakened by his own inner clock. He took a
quick shower, turning the water on first scaldingly hot, then needle cold.
Emerging from the bathroom, his skin glowing from the tough toweling, he

folded down into the lotus position, facing the window and Tokyo. He took



three long, deep breaths. Then he dissolved into himself. And expanded
outward, until his being filled the universe and he was wholly a part of
everything. The discreet knock on the door brought him out of his deep
meditation; he had been waiting for it. His eyes focused on the spires of the
city and, breathing normally again, he rose. He ate his breakfast of green tea
and rice cakes silently. Then, dressed lightly, a small black bag slung over

one shoulder, he went out of the hotel. It was just after ten o'clock. He

walked two blocks, east then south, and found himself in Toranomoncho. Past
the small, immaculately tended park, on the far side of Sakuradori he came to
sanchome, the third area designation in Toranomon. There were no exact street
addresses in Tokyo, a peculiarity that nonplussed all foreign visitors.

Rather, the vast city was divided up into, first, ku or wards; then zones such

as the Ginza; finally, into cho. Within chd were numbered chome and block
designations. On the odd-shaped thirteenth block, Nicholas found what he was
searching for. The building overlooked a small ancient temple and, just
beyond, Atago Hill. Inside, he changed cut of his street clothes. Reaching

into the black bag he toted, he withdrew a pair of white cotton wide-legged
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pants. These were kept up by a drawstring. Over this he drew on a
loose-fitting jacket of the same color and material. This closed by means of a
separate belt of black cotton tied low on the hips. Finally, he stepped into

the hakama, the traditional black divided skirt worn now only by those who had
mastered kendo, kyudo, sumo or held dan—black belt—ranking in aikido. This,

too, was tied low on the hips to give a further feeling of centralization,



handed down from the time of the samurai. Thus dressed in his gi, Nicholas
went up a flight of perfectly polished wooden stairs. In his mind he heard the
click, clack-click of wooden bokken clashing against each other. And it was
suddenly last summer. He and Lew Croaker were in a New York dojo and he was
watching the look in his friend's eyes as for the first time Croaker saw the

flash of kenjutsu. Nicholas had always been slow to find friendship,

principally because that concept in its Eastern form meant a great deal more
than it did in the West. For him, as for all Orientals, friendship meant duty,

the upholding of a friend's honor, bonds of iron no Westerner could fathom.

But Lew Croaker, within Nicholas' orbit, had learned those definitions and had
chosen to be Nicholas' friend. They had promised each other that after

Croaker returned from Key West and finally wrapped up the Angela Didion
murder, they would go fishing for blues or shark off Montauk. Now that would
never happen. Croaker was dead, and Nicholas missed him with a fierceness that
was almost physical pain. He knew that he should clear his mind in

preparation for what was waiting for him at the top of the stairs but he could
not get the memory of his friend out of his mind. What turned out to be their
final good-bye was a poignant moment full of the kind of hushed feeling two
Japanese friends might express. They had been at Michita, the Japanese
restaurant in midtown Nicholas frequented. Their shoes were just outside the
tatami room's wooden lintel, Croaker's heavy Western work shoes lined up next
to Nicholas' featherlight loafers. They knelt opposite one another. There was
steaming tea and hot sake in tiny earthen cups between them. Sushi and

tonkatsu were coming. ""What time are you leaving?" Nicholas said. "I'm



taking the midnight plane." Croaker grinned lopsidedly. "It's the cheapest
flight." But they both knew that he had wanted to get into Key West under
cover of darkness. The subdued clatter of the restaurant went on around them
as if for once it had no power to touch them. They were an island of silence,
inviolable. Abruptly Croaker had looked up. "Nick—" The food came and he
waited until they were alone again. "There isn't much but I've got some

stocks, bonds, and such in a safety deposit box." He slid a small key in a
brown plastic case across the low table. "You'll take care of things if..." He
picked up his chopsticks, pushed raw tuna around with the blunt ends as white
as bones. "Well, if it all doesn't work out for me down there." Nicholas took
the key; he felt honored. They fell to eating and the atmosphere seemed to
clear. When they were through and had ordered more sake, Nicholas said,
"Promise me one thing, Lew. I know how you feel about Tomkin. I think it's a
blind spot—" "I know what I know, Nick. He's a goddamned shark, eating up
everything in his path. I mean to stop him and this lead's my only way." "All

I mean is don't let this... passion of yours lead you around by the nose. Once
you get down there take your time, look around, size up the situation." "You
telling me how to do my job now?" "Don't be so touchy. I just mean that

life's more often shades of gray than it is all black and white. Tomkin's not
the Prince of Evil; that's the role you've assigned him. It's just possible

that he didn't have Angela Didion murdered." "Do you believe that?" "I don't
think it matters what I believe." Now Nicholas did not know whether that was
true, because he had become involved. He had accepted Croaker's abrupt death

so far away in Key West; he was here now in Japan because of it. Gin. "So



long, Nick." Croaker had grinned in the multicolored street lights just

outside the restaurant. He had half stuck out his hand, then, thinking better

of it, had bowed instead. Nicholas returned the gesture and they had both
laughed into the night, as if warding off any kind of trepidation. Their last
moments together had been so casual, in the manner of most men parting for a
short time. Despite what Croaker had given Nicholas, neither man believed
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anything would happen to the cop in Florida. And now it seemed to Nicholas
that there had been so little time to savor what they had. For one such as
Nicholas, so guarded, so hidden within himself, such occurrences were rare
indeed. He found now that he liked to remember their times together, running
scenes back in his mind's eye as if they were clips from a favorite film. He
shook his head now as he reached the head of the stairs, more certain than

ever that the path he had chosen for himself was the right one. He could not
allow the murder of his friend to go unavenged. Giri bound him; it was, as all
who had come before him had discovered, stronger even than life itself. The
sensei of this dojo was sitting at the kamiza—the upper seat—of the aikido mat
which was made up of a series of tatami of uncovered rice straw padding. He
was a man of indeterminate middle years with a dour countenance, a wide slash
of a mouth, and cat's eyes. He had burly shoulders and narrow waist and hips.
He appeared almost hairless. His name was Kenzo. This bit of information had
been given to Nicholas—along with a letter of introduction—by Fukashigi,
Nicholas' sensei in New York. "He is a hard one," Fukashigi had said, "but I

can think of no other to suit your array of, er, unconventional bujutsu." He



knew that Nicholas was a ninja just as he knew that there was a whole range of
subdisciplines in which Nicholas could be his sensei. "Kenzo will not know
what you are, Nicholas, but he will understand the scope of your knowledge and
he will work with you." Behind Kenzo, Nicholas saw a raised dais flanked by a
pair of seventeenth-century dai-katana—the longest and most lethal of the
samurai swords—a traditional ceremonial drum, and, hanging on the wall between
them, a rice-paper scroll that read, "All things appear but we cannot see the

gate from which they come. All men value the knowledge of what they know, but
really do not know. Only those who fall back upon what knowledge cannot know
really know." Nicholas recognized the words of Laotse. Barefooted, he went
upon the tatami, performing the ritsurei, bowing before the sensei. Then he
presented Fukashigi's letter. Kenzo seemed to take a long time reading. Not

once did he look up at Nicholas. At length, he carefully folded the sheets,
returning them to their envelope. He put the packet aside and, placing his

hands on the tatami, bent forward in the zarei, the sitting bow. Folding his

legs beneath him, Nicholas returned the salutation. And just at the far apex

of his bow, the short stick came hurtling at him. There was just the hint of a

blur at the periphery of his vision and if he had taken the time to think, he

would surely have been rendered unconscious. Instead, his right arm lifted
reflexively even as his torso shifted to the right, away from the trajectory

of the oncoming attack. The stick struck the leading edge of his forearm,
bouncing end over end like a pinwheel, but already Kenzo had leapt forward,
using Nicholas' own anticipated momentum as he swung to the left, using a

punishing shomen uchi, a straight blow to the head to try to bring Nicholas to



the mat. In so doing Kenzo had grabbed hold of his right wrist and

immediately Nicholas used an immobilization—a yonkyo—a twist of his own wrist
so that now he was gripping the sensei's left forearm. He dug his thumb deeply
into the embedded nerve center running up the inside of the arm. But instead

of backing away from the pressure, which would have allowed Nicholas to bring
the now outstretched arm into alignment, Kenzo moved into the paralyzing hold,
sacrificing one arm in order not to lose the contest. A second short stick
appeared from somewhere and he slammed it down hard on Nicholas' shoulder.
Nicholas gave up the yonkyo but instead of moving into a second immobilization
as Kenzo suspected he would, he employed an atemi—a percussive—moving out of
the aikido discipline as the sensei already had. The stiffened fingertips

jammed themselves into the space just below Kenzo's collarbone, digging for

the nerve juncture there. The sensei's head jerked spastically up and away and
Nicholas bore down. But now the short stick was between their straining

bodies, hammering against Nicholas' rib cage. Nicholas moved in even closer,
aware that Kenzo was attempting to swing the stick in a short arc in order to
assault the muscles directly over the heart. This he must not allow. He tried

two quick dorsal kites before switching back to immobilizations. Nothing
worked, and slowly the wooden stick began to arc its way closer to the left
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side of his chest. Power was slipping away from him and he felt his centrism
now as a separate entity, far away and almost useless. He cursed himself,
knowing that he would lose. Loss of sleep, the time imbalance had conspired to

sap his concentration. What reserves he still possessed were being rapidly



depleted by the repeated tambo attacks. Blood was singing in his ears,
bringing with it the first telltale signs of disorientation. Physical

coordination would soon follow, he knew, unless he did something to forestall
it. And then a lesson in kendo leapt into his mind and, remembering Musashi's
Red Leaves Cut, he set his spirit toward gaining control of Kenzo's

stick. Instead of defending himself, he broke his hands completely free and
rushed toward the tambo attacks. In a blur he grasped the slippery cylinder,
twisting it down and to the left, breaking the set of the sensei's wrist as he

did so, disrupting the energy flow long enough to deliver a vicious liver

kite. Kenzo rocked back on his knees, swaying, and Nicholas followed through
only to come up against the stone wall of the sensei's calloused fist. Pain
flamed through him and he gritted his teeth, pulling inward and down, digging
the heel of his hand into Kenzo's shoulder, using the other's momentum to rock
him off his haunches. The moment the sensei's shoulder touched the tatam,
Nicholas broke off. His torso was bathed in sweat, his heart pounded, and with
each breath he took, pain etched itself through his tissues. He thought about
how close he had come to defeat. Ichiro Kagami was in a surly mood. He was a
man of unusually calm and controlled disposition, a virtue that had awarded
him with the vice presidency of finance for Sato Petrochemicals. But today he
had been unable to concentrate on any of the fine points being hammered out
between this kobun and the American microchip company. He was enormously
grateful when Sato-san had given the attending executives the signal to leave
the proceedings before his lack of concentration became a liability. After

almost an hour of staring out the window at the misty rain forming in odd



prismatic patterns against the windows behind him, he had had enough. He
swiveled around, his fingertip stabbing at the intercom. He told his secretary
to cancel all his upcoming appointments for the rest of the day. He told her
where he could be found if an unforeseen emergency required Sato to get in
touch with him. Then he got up. Tokyo looked bleak and steel gray, all the
gaiety of hanami that prevailed throughout the city for the past several days
dissipated by the weather. But the cherry blossom viewing had provided no
happiness for Kagami this year. His face was a bleak mask as he walked out of
his office. The soft lights, the beautiful ukiyo-e prints did not soothe his
mind. He came to the iron-clad door and pushed through. Inside, in the locker
room, he began to disrobe. Everything would be fine, Kagami told himself,
were it not for his brother, Toshiro. Brother-in-law, really, if the truth be
told, he thought sourly. But Kagami's wife was hera-mochi, currently enjoying
meting out the ordeals she had had to endure from Kagami's mother. She held
the pursestrings. Several notches too tightly, he thought, as he padded naked
along the wooden slats, into the baths. While a young woman, her bland, flat
face beaded in sweat from the heat and the exertion, cleansed him, Kagami
thought about his wife. It was not that she begrudged him his geisha. Did not
the monthly bills come to her and did she not pay them without a word of
protest precisely on the fifteenth of every month? She did all that a wife
should. And yet the manner in which she doled out tiny portions of the salary,
the oseibo and ochugen—the year-end and midyear gifts from those in his
department currying favor and promotion—Ieft a bad taste in his mouth and,

more often than not, sent him scurrying to Anmitsu, where all his favorite



women resided. Yet it was Toshiro even more than his wife who got under his
skin, Kagami reflected as he transferred to the second bath. Alone, Kagami
inhaled the steam rising off the surface of the water. It was so hot that when

he moved his limbs, even a little, they began to burn. Toshiro was a farmer
and, as such, he was far wealthier than Kagami himself was. Of course he did
not have the plethora of benefits that Sato Petrochemicals provided its family
of employees. But still. At year's end Toshiro's bank account swelled to
unnatural proportions. And it irked Kagami no end that, at least in part, he
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was subsidizing his brother-in-law. Kagami thought of the idiocy of it. Japan



was no more than 30 percent rural and dropping fast. Yet the farmers still

held as much political power as they did just after World War II when the
country was 70 percent rural. That was because there had been no electoral
redistribution and the Liberal Democratic Party, which had held power almost
constantly since then, did all they could to keep the farm vote loyal. That

meant subsidizing the inefficient farmers. Kagami had read in Time magazine
that the average American farm was 450 acres. By comparison, the average
Japanese farm was 2.9 acres. How was that for efficiency? Kagami had to snort
in derision. And as if that weren't enough, there was the rice problem.

Japanese farmers produced much more per year than the country could possibly
consume. Since this short-grained variety was not favored worldwide and
because to export it would require a second subsidy to bring down the price
that the first government subsidy raised, the excess went totally to

waste. Kagami knew that the government spent over twenty billion dollars per
year on such subsidies. Much of that money came from selling imported wheat to
Japanese millers at exorbitant prices. But even that wasn't enough. Tax money
as well was used, shortchanging housing and much-needed roadwork throughout
the country. And now, the greatest insult of all was that Toshiro had come,

hat in hand, for a loan of money. Kagami knew that Toshiro was a profligate.
He spent whatever he made and more. It was often said that the Japanese were
good savers. One could certainly not judge that by Toshiro's behavior.
Women—he was a widower— and gambling had become his passions. He had hired
others to run his farms and they had been derelict in their duty. At least

that was how Toshiro had put it. Kagami snorted again. More likely, Toshiro



had been remiss in his hiring. It served him right, and Kagami would have
derived much clandestine pleasure from his brother-in-law's plight had it not
been for the request for the loan. Of course, there was no question about
giving it to him. Ka-gami's wife had been quite clear about that. "You have no
choice," she had stated flatly after Toshiro had left last night. "He is your
brother. There are family ties to think of. Duty." Her eyes flashed. "I

shouldn't have to remind you of such basic matters." It was no good telling

her that had the situation been reversed they would not have seen one sen from
Toshiro, who cared for no one but himself. After all, had he ever sent a gift
for Ken's graduation or Tamiko's thirteenth birthday? Oh, the children never
knew. Presents arrived for them on the appropriate days, ostensibly from
Toshiro. But Kagami knew that his wife secretly traveled to Daimaru to
purchase them herself—with his money. Kagami closed his eyes, felt the heavy
pulse of his blood through his veins. It was really too much. It strained the
boundaries of duty. Sighing, he rose and walked, dripping, across the room,
down the short hall and into the steam room. He wanted to be quite relaxed
before his massage. As Kagami sat down on the tiled bench and put his head
back, against the moisture-streaked wall, he thought about a massage he had
once gotten in Korea. Business had dictated he travel there in his younger
years, but nothing could get him back now. He shuddered inwardly at the
recollection of their form of massage. Torture, more like it. He should have
known better. The Koreans were barbarians in everything they tried to do. The
Tokugawa Shogun had called them "garlic-eaters." That was in 1605, and they

had progressed not at all since then. Except that they had learned how to take



graft from the Americans. Dirty people without a sense of honor. Kagami shook
his head, wanting to clear his mind of Koreans and Toshiro and all other
negative influences. This had begun as an evil day, but he was determined that
it should end otherwise. The steam pipe to his left hissed and coughed; new
mist began to form in the room. The heat rose and Kagami began to sweat. He
had forgotten to cool off in the shower before coming in here. He had Toshiro
to thank for that as well. It was just as well. He put his hands on his

belly. Too much fat there these days. Maybe his extra sweating would do him
some good. His eyes closed. He was completely relaxed. The door opened.
Kagami did not open his eyes but he was aware of a brief lessening of the
intense heat, a momentary thinning of the humid atmosphere. Then the swirling
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clouds of steam enveloped him once more. He did not wonder who had come in.
Members of the upper-echelon management team were in and out of this section
of the floor all through the day and even on into the night after the rest of

the building was closed and dark. The men rarely spoke to one another here,
understanding implicitly the nature of the renewing process that ultimately

led to a more productive workday for all of them. Kagami felt a presence, no
more than a shadow perhaps. As it passed, something caused him to open his
eyes. He could not immediately say what it was, a premonition perhaps or a
subtle change in the environment. He saw a figure across the room, made
indistinct by the steam. Mist seemed to flow around the form, changing its
shape even as Kagami looked. The figure was standing and now it came forward

in an odd, gliding gait that seemed all liquid, as if the being before him had



no bones or hard muscle. Kagami wiped the sweat from his eyes. He felt the
absurd urge to pinch himself to make certain he had not somehow fallen asleep,
lulled by the heat and the peacefulness. For now he could discern much of the
figure, and it appeared to him as if it might be female. But surely not! he
admonished himself. Even the blind Taiwanese girls were forbidden in the steam
room. Kagami's mouth dropped open and he gasped. Appearing out of the layers
of mist was the unmistakable patch of female pubic hair, dark as night, beads

of water clinging in its curls like pearls on the bed of the sea. This is
monstrous, he thought indignantly. What gross breach of protocol. I must lodge
a protest with Sato-san. The naked hips swung back and forth minutely as the
woman came toward him and Kagami felt the first faint stirrings in his lower
belly. There was something so intensely sexual, made all the more powerful
because there was an absence of flaunting. The sexuality seemed to have an
existence all its own, lacing the steamy atmosphere so that, despite himself,
Kagami felt the blood pooling in his loins, the telltale thickening of his

penis. And all the while his mind was outraged, for with the excitement came
the unmistakable—yet totally unfamiliar—sensation of being goaded into desire
against his will. Now he could see more of the torso, the high cone-shaped
breasts, the dark nipples hard and distended, the flat, slightly curved

stomach. He could no longer hide his erection and he put his hands down
between his thighs, trying to cover his embarrassment. That was when he first
sensed the danger. She stopped in front of him and, standing straight-backed,
thrust her legs out. Jeweled water dripped from the fringe of tight curls onto

her firm columns of flesh. Kagami found himself straining forward to see the



central vertical ribbon, nature's most beautiful route. He gasped and began

to choke on his own saliva. Bile came rushing up from his grinding stomach and
his mind, stunned, blanked out. All he could do was stare at the inner flesh

of her thighs, slack-jawed, while his erection withered on the vine. Then,
stupefaction still dominant on his face, he raised his gaze upward to the
woman's head, saw only a pair of dark enigmatic eyes behind a spread fan of
gilt, red and jet. "Who—" he began, abruptly finding his voice. But now the
fan was moving, coming away, revealing the soft smile on her face. A beautiful
face. It made Kagami sigh with its exquisite line and youth. Then, lagging far
behind, recognition came, flooding him like a spotlight. And in his mind's eye
the oval, high-cheeked face turned into a painted demon's mask. "You—!" The
scream bubbled out of his open mouth like a geyser. The fan struck him edge
on, twisting at the very last instant, wielded by a master. It sliced through
sweating skin and warm flesh, scraping most painfully along the

cheekbone. Kagami was slow to recoil. The strike was so unexpected, so
skillfully administered and with such a razor sharp edge, that he was barely
aware of what had taken place. Kagami's first thought was to protect his
genitals and thus he offered no real resistance. The great gilt fan flicked

out again, again, again. He cried out each time he was cut but he steadfastly
refused to bring his hands away from between his thighs. The torso of the
woman flowed toward him like smoke borne on the gentle wind of a cloudless
summer's day. Her presence seemed to fill the room, blotting out all light,

all air. It was as if she were sucking all life into herself, creating only

the ultimate blackness of a vacuum before her. Kagami shrank before her,
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cowering and trembling, filaments of pain streaking through him like tracers.

He was appalled at how much blood was around him, how hard his heart beat in
his ears, how small his penis had become cupped in his protective palms. Then
the fan flickered with a brief whistle. Kagami's eyes bulged and his mouth
opened wide. He felt the fierce bite of steel across his windpipe, the atlas
vertebrae of his neck. His mind screamed hysterically and at last he

understood the ultimate goal of this attack. His hands came up, his fingertips
trying desperately to fend off the attack. A fan? his mind gibbered. A fan?

His head whipped back and forth and he began to climb up the slick tiles of

the wall. Anything to get away, to regain life. His problems with his wife,

with Toshiro now seemed laughable to him. How trivial they were compared to
the primeval struggle for life. For life! I will not die! his mind screamed at

him. Save me! Wildly he flung out his fists, trying to strike back at his

assailant. But he had no training and the lurid image of what he had seen on

the insides of her thighs rose within him and he despaired. He knew what she
was, though all logic, all tradition cried out to him that it could not be

so. Kagami knew what it was that had a grip on him. He felt in the midst of a
nightmare from which he would never awake. Yet still he fought on because hope
was all he had now, and for a time it sustained him. He clung to life, he held

it to him, he exulted in the knowledge of his existence. Then the forged

steel blades struck once more and what little oxygen was seeping through to
him, through his strangling windpipe, ceased. Blood rushed to nowhere, lungs

heaved fearfully, then fitfully as carbon dioxide filled them and, through



their porous fibers, the whole body. Kagami's eyelids fluttered, his eyes
began to cross. He saw her fearful visage before him; his ineffectual fingers
slid against her sweat-streaked flesh like a child digging into sand. His

mind, the last to go, tried to fight on, not comprehending that the body to
which it was still attached was already falling into a dreamless, depthless
slumber. With his last ounce of strength, Kagami stared at that face,
projecting his bitter hatred as if that were a physical weapon. And in truth

it was a rage of such depth that it convulsed already dying muscles. His
fingers clenched, grabbing. But it was a futile gesture for his lower belly

was rippling, his eyes rolling up into his head, blinding him, leaving only

the unseeing whites to stare blankly up at the steaming tiles, the drifting

mist, the rivulets of blood circling one another, mazelike, as they slowly

slid down the drain in the center of the otherwise empty room. Nangi stood
up, walking on his stiff, ungainly legs away from the conference table. It was
the signal for a break in the proceedings. While Tomkin rose heavily and left
the room, Nicholas strolled to one of the high windows overlooking Shinjuku.
Beads of rain swirled downward upon the sea of umbrellas, taking what was left
of the delicate cherry blossoms, strewing them along the gutters or park
walkways where they were soon ground to fine dust underfoot. Nicholas stared
blankly at the mist-enshrouded city. For the past three and a half hours they
had been.locked like deadly combatants on the field of battle: Sato, Nangi,
Suzuran, their attorney, Masuto Ishii, vice president of operations and Sato's
right-hand man, bolstered by three of Sato's division heads, Tomkin, Greydon,

the Tomkin Industries' counsel, and himself. Now it was rush hour with hordes



of people racing homeward or to dinner rendezvous along the bright-1it Tokyo
side streets. But up here in Sato's spacious offices there was no movement at
all. Inwardly, Nicholas sighed. Sometimes even he found dealing with the
Japanese a trying experience Their seeming reluctance to come to any decision,
though an obvious negotiating tactic, was often taken to an extreme. Patience
was one thing, but Nicholas was often convinced that weeks, even months from
now, Sato and Nangi would still be reworking the same points they had all
brought up within the first hour and a quarter of this initial agenda. There

had seemed some hope of a break an hour ago when the division heads, Oito,
vice president of acquisitions, Kagami, v.p. of finance, and Sosuro, v.p. of
research and development, had made their profuse excuses and, with a double
round of formal bowing, had taken their leave. Nicholas had seen the subtle
hand sign Sato had given them and had taken heart. His belief then had been
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that the negotiations were about to reach a level that the Japanese, who were
usually more comfortable bolstered by a contingent of executives, thought
should be limited strictly to the principals. But what had followed had been
disappointing: yet another one of the seemingly endless discussions batting
around the same major areas of difference. One was the monetary split between
Sphynx and Nippon Memory. The other was somewhat more bewildering to Nicholas
since it was a topic about which he had not been briefed prior to the
negotiating session. This concerned where the Sphynx-Sato manufacturing plant
should be built. Apparently Tomkin had done almost eighteen months of cost

estimates comparing construction timetables, weather pattern analyses,



production and shipping logistics, all of which pointed to building the plant
in Misawa, on land owned by the keiretsu. The plant's only neighbor in this
small town in the extreme northwest of Honshu, Japan's main island, was an
American Army base. But, as Sato had pointed out during the opening
negotiations, that piece of land had already been designated for use as an
expansion site for the keiretsu's Niwa Mining kobun. Around and around it had
gone, with no side gaining or giving any ground. It was maddening, Nicholas
thought now. Ordinarily it wouldn't matter much. In different times he was
confident that they could outlast Sato and Nangi; Nicholas' own patience would
have ensured that. However, he was recalling the discussion he had had with
Tomkin just before they had left the hotel to get into the limo Sato had sent

for them. He had been struck by the paleness of the other man but Tomkin had
only dismissed his query disdainfully. "Just a bout with the flu," he had

said. "If you'd been up all night with diarrhea, you wouldn't look in the pink
either, iron man." "Just keep calm no matter what happens in there," Nicholas
had advised. "They'll do everything they can to slow down the pace, to
equivocate while subtly needling us. "They'll want to get a glimpse inside

our guard so they can study our strategy. Also they will need to know just how
far they can push us. To go beyond that would lose them great face." He had
shrugged. "It's strictly S.O.P." Tomkin's haggard face leaned into his so

that he could smell the other's sour breath, rising from his empty roiling
intestines. "Then you do something to shake 'em out of their standard
operating procedure, Nick. I don't give a goddamn how you do it, just get it

done. I'm not one of those candyasses coming to Japan hat in hand begging for



an operating license." "Fine. Then all we have to do is wait them out. Do |
have to tell you again that patience is everything here? It's the one quality

they cannot conceive of in a foreign devil. Don't worry. I'll get you what you
want from them." But Tomkin's voice changed and he clung onto Nicholas' arm
like a child. "No, no," he breathed, "you don't understand, Nicky. There 1sn't
any time. This deal's got to be set by next week the latest." His brown eyes
turned inward. "L... [ have commitments I can't turn my back on.... There're
great sums of money dependent on this merger... Loans that come due...
Payments to be made... Above all, payments... Debts to be fulfilled." Then,
refocusing, the eyes came to rest on Nicholas' face. "You won't let me down,
Nicky. Not now. Why, you're almost my son-in-law." Nicholas turned away from
the rain-streaked window as he heard Tomkin return. In a moment he felt the
big man's presence beside him. "Now's the time, Nicky," Tomkin whispered. "I
almost hit Nangi a couple of minutes ago. They're like goddamned mules." "It
doesn't mean anything," Nicholas began. 'They're doing just what I told you
they would do. It's only a matter of—" But Tomkin had him by the coat sleeve.
"Now, Nicky. We can't afford to wait. You know that. You've seen the reports,
for Christ's sake. We'll be eaten alive back home." "Then let's give them
Misawa. We can build—" "No!" Tomkin's tone was sharp. "Misawa's a
non-negotiable point—no matter what, understand?" Nicholas took a hard look
at his boss. "Are you all right? Maybe I should call a doctor." Tomkin

winced. "Goddamned Japanese bug. I'm getting it from the inside as well as the
outside." He gave a short bark as if to dispel Nicholas' concern.

"Whatsamatter, Linnear, don't you think I know the flu when I got



it?" Nicholas stared hard at him for another minute, then gave a curt nod.
"Okay. Sit down at the table. I'll be there in a moment. I want to be the last
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one. Then shut up and let me do the talking." "What're you gonna

say?" "Don't you like surprises?" "Not with a multimillion-dollar merger,"
Tomkin muttered but did as he was told. Nicholas turned back to the blurred
cityscape and thought of nothing. Behind him silence had settled over the

room. He could smell the tobacco from the fresh cigarette Nangi had lit, hear
the soft whir of the central air-conditioning. Nothing else. Strategy. He

went back to the master, Musashi. What was called for here was a variation of
"Existing Attitude-Nonexisting Attitude." He had been taught that in battle
when one takes up the katana, whenever one springs, strikes, hits, even

parries the enemy's sword, one must cut the enemy in the same movement. If one
thinks only of springing, striking, hitting, or parrying without the inner

sense of cutting, no damage will be done. Nicholas took three deep breaths.
He turned and went back to the conference table where the other five men were
patiently awaiting him. He now knew what he had to do, but he required a clue
to the Japanese strategy before he could decide how to do it. He looked to
Nangi, who was in the process of tapping his cigarette on the edge of the
ceramic ashtray before him like a conductor bringing the assembled to

order. "Perhaps we have covered as much ground today as it is possible to,"
he said in a neutral tone of voice. Sato shook his head immediately. "In my
experience, bargaining is often difficult. Pathways are often locked for long

periods at a time, then quite suddenly are free. I think we should



continue." Nicholas watched this charade with intense interest. He had
encountered this bear and badger strategy before; he knew it well, in fact.

When he had been working for Sam Goldman's advertising agency in New York, he
had suggested just this line to take on a recalcitrant client. It had worked

quite well. Goldman had been the bear on that one—the hard man. That had made
the client instinctively want to bring Nicholas into his camp. Nicholas had
played the badger—the soft man—to perfection. Before Tomkin had a chance to
respond, Nicholas said, "As far as I can see, we're at a total impasse. I

agree with Nangi-san. I don't see where further discussion at this time will

do any of us any good." "You want to break this off?" Sato said somewhat
incredulously, so startled that he neglected to use the polite form of

address. Nicholas nodded. "Unless you can come up with a more constructive
suggestion, I'd say the best thing for all of us would be to cool off for a

while." The thing was to confuse the roles: side with the bear, rebuff the
badger. "My feeling is," Sato said quietly, "that a recess will only solidify

our respective positions. The next time we meet, I fear we'll be even further
apart, more committed to making a stand." "None of us, I think, wants a
confrontation," Nicholas said carefully. "We've come here to work together for
mutual profit." He paused, fully expecting Tomkin to chime in with a statement
reiterating the urgency of starting up the chip-manufacturing process. But the
other was silent. "We are all by now aware of the necessity for speed in

setting up the Sphynx-Sato kobun," Nicholas said. "I must tell you that there

has already been a certain amount of, er, clandestine activity around our main

Sphynx locations in Connecticut and in Silicon Valley. We are, quite frankly,



in a similar situation to the one in which you find yourselves here. We are
small with, to be sure, an enormous growth potential. But for today we are
overshadowed by the three or four giants who would literally give up half
their net profits for the past five years to gain the secrets of the new

Sphynx T-PRAM, the totally programmable random access memory chip." "If you
are having security difficulties," Ishii said, rising to the bait, "you surely
cannot expect us to lift a hand to help you. Not after the scandals of last

year and the year before." He was referring to the members of a number of
Japan's most prominent computer companies being caught in their attempts at
industrial spying in Silicon Valley. "You misunderstand me entirely,"
Nicholas said, his tone as well as his words deliberately abrasive. "What I
mean 1s that if attempts at industrial espionage against us are beginning in
America, it is only reasonable and prudent to expect the same situation to
arise here. Other than the property in Misawa, which, I think we are all
agreed, 1s perfect for our joint venture—if, of course, you were not already
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in the process of greatly expanding the Niwa Mineral Mining kobun—what is
available is a small but adequate tract in the middle of the Keiyo industrial
belt in Chiba prefecture." Ishii nodded. He was a bearlike individual,
roughly handsome, with short bristly hair and clever eyes a soft brown color.
The muscles of his arms and chest rippled his suit jacket. "There is our
perfect site." Nangi smiled thinly, sensing the comer into which the gaijin
had painted himself. "Ishii-san is quite correct. As you know, Keiyo is built

on landfill reclaimed from Tokyo Bay. It is close to the center of the city,



close to Sato Petrochemicals' main offices and plants. The logistics of

shipment and transceiving would be greatly simplified and, as such, would more
than compensate for the higher real estate cost of the land itself." Nangi sat
back, pleased with the way in which the negotiations were progressing. But
only Nicholas could read that subtle display in a face that was in all ways
perfectly serene. He allowed a small silence to build before he leaned forward
and, directing his words at Nangi in particular, said, "But that is what

worries me the most. Keiyo's nearness to Tokyo. That closeness, combined with
the fact that our plant would be virtually surrounded by our larger and more
powerful competitors fills me with alarm. "Sato-san's konzern could not

employ enough personnel to stave off the inevitable security problems, nor
would we want him to. The cost as well as the added activity would surely be
counterproductive to the new kobun's best interests. While, by contrast, when
we set up shop in Misawa, a small town far to the north of any major

industrial center, we would have as neighbors only Niwa and the U.S. Army
base, neither of which as far as I can see pose any security threat to the

Sphynx T-PRAM secrets." He glanced down at several sheets of paper before him
as if they pertained to what he was about to say. "And, gentlemen, as far as

the lost land to Niwa is concerned, I have spoken to Mr. Tomkin and he has
agreed—since at the time of our merger Niwa will be one of our sister
companies whose welfare we must take partial responsibility for—to finance the
purchase of new acreage so that the kobun's plans for immediate expansion will
not be delayed in any way." He spread his hands, watching the awe suffuse the

Japanese faces. "Now what could be fairer than—" A commotion just outside the



office door caused him to break off. Several voices had been raised in alarm
or anger. Then, riding above these dominantly male voices was a higher-pitched
female voice, much closer than the others now. It was laced with an emotion
close to hysteria. In a moment, the door had burst inward and Miss Yoshida
half-stumbled in. Strands of black hair had come undone from her perfect coif
and now drifted, untended, over her ears and eyes. Her face was pinched and
all color seemed to have faded from her cheeks. She bent at Sato's ear. At
first, Nangi, who was still smarting from Nicholas' remarks, paid her no
attention. He was far too angry. But as Miss Yoshida continued with her
whispered report, as the sallowness of Sato's skin became more apparent, he
turned his withering gaze away. He said nothing but watched carefully as Miss
Yoshida, her tale of woe completed, stood up. Her eyes darted about the room
like a pair of frightened plovers, never coming to rest for long, never

looking any of the men around the table in the eye. After a moment, Sato said
to Ishii, "Please inform Koten that he 1s needed." Then, as the executive
departed, he leaned over and spoke for a moment into Nangi's ear. The older
man's body stiffened and he jerked away from Sato as if the other were giving
off an electric shock. He turned his head. "You will excuse us now,

gentlemen. I really must insist. This meeting is at an end. Please see Miss
Yoshida on the way out and she will schedule our next session." But Sato's
hand was on his arm. "If you don't mind, Nangi-san, I would like Linnear-san
to accompany us." "What?" Nangi's exclamation, a breach—at least as far as he
was concerned—of iron-clad etiquette that history dictated could not be

broken, was quickly stifled. He wanted to say that this was none of the



gaijin's business, that taking him in on such a matter of utter privacy was
dangerous. But he had been taught never to argue with a family member—whether
business or blood—in front of outsiders. Thus, despite his bitter opposition,

he held his tongue, merely bowed his head curtly. "Please, Linnear-san," Sato
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said by way of explanation. "There has been a terrible tragedy. I know of your
skills." He held up a hand as Nicholas began to protest. "Denials are really
quite unnecessary." He put his palms flat on the conference table. "But before
we go I must have your own assurance that what you will see and hear will also
be held strictly private." Nicholas understood the privilege he was being
accorded and began to nod his head. "No member of my company will make such a
unilateral promise," Tomkin said abruptly. "What you are asking could
ultimately result in actions detrimental to Tomkin Industries. He cannot make
such a pledge." "I can," Nicholas said, "and I do. You have my word,

Sato-san, that I will reveal nothing of this to any outside party." "Does

that include the police?" "What the hell is this?" Tomkin cried. "What're you
two trying to pull?" He stood up. "C'mon, Nick, let's get out of

here." Nicholas made no move to rise. His gaze was locked with Sato's. "You
ask for a great deal." His voice was soft but nevertheless carried quite
distinctly in the room. Miss Yoshida had come out of her anxiety-filled

reverie and now stood just behind Sato, staring fixedly at the two of them.

Even Tomkin had been silenced. "Hai." Sato's head nodded. Yes. "But it is no
more than any business associate would ask of another. This is family now, you

understand." "Hai." Nicholas' head bobbed as Sato's had a moment before. "My



pledge stands. It includes everyone." "Well," Tomkin began, "I want no part
of this. Nick, if you think—" He froze as Nicholas looked up at him, the force
of will behind those dark eyes so powerful he sat back down without a

word. When he had done so, Nicholas turned his head back to Sato. "That goes
for Tomkin-san as well." Sato bowed. "Good." He stood up. "Please follow
me." They were met at the elevator by Ishii and another Japanese. This second
man was enormous. He was dressed 1in montsuki and hakama; his blue-black hair
was intricately coiffed in ichomage, marking him as yokozuna—a sumo grand
champion. Sato introduced him as Koten. There was no doubt that he was a
bodyguard. Nicholas stopped them in the corridor before the steam room. The
steam had been turned off in the room but still Sato suggested they take off
their jackets before entering. Miss Yoshida draped each one, carefully folded,
over her left arm. She remained outside the door, an odd, glazed-eye guard. No
one else was around. "Jesus Christ," Tomkin said when he saw the body half
sprawled across the tile bench. "Please be careful of the blood," Sato said,
and they all stayed on the perimeter of the room. "Kagami-san was found just
moments before Miss Yoshida interrupted our meeting." Nangi, standing,
swaying slightly on his walking stick, said nothing. "Do you see his cheek?"
Sato asked. "The left one." Tomkin looked at Sato; he'd had enough of staring
at the mess lying across the room. "You sure don't seem broken up." Sato
turned to him. "He is dead, Tomkin-san. Karma. There is nothing I can do that
will bring him back. But he was with us for many years and I will miss him.
The privacy of grief is something that is understood here." Tomkin turned his

head away, put his hands in his pockets. Sato watched for a time, then slowly



redirected his gaze. "Lin-near-san?" His voice was quiet. Nicholas had not
moved from the time he had entered the steam room and caught sight of the
corpse. His gaze had been immediately drawn to the man's left cheek. "It
looks to me like a character. Kanji." Sato's voice floated in the room. "All

I see is blood," Nangi said curtly. "He was cut at least a dozen

times." Without a word, Nicholas went carefully across the wet tile floor.
Pink, stringy puddles were everywhere but he moved with such care and grace
that they were left undisturbed. Tomkin had seen Nicholas move in such a way
before, the night in his office building when Saigo had come to kill

him. With an abrupt movement like the skim of an insect across a still lake,
Nicholas removed a handkerchief and carefully wiped away the trickles of
semicoagulated blood from Kagami's left cheek. The breath whistled through
Nangi's half open lips. "It u a character: Ink." "What's it mean?" Tomkin
asked. "Wu-Shing," Nicholas said. He could not believe what he was seeing.
The blood pounded in his temples like a hammer on an anvil. He felt
lightheaded, as if reality were slipping away from him. "That's Chinese, I
know," Sato said. "And old Chinese at that. But without seeing the character |
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don't know what it means." Nicholas turned around, his face pale. It had been
a decided effort to break away from the sight of this bloody crimson
character, glowing with evil intent. He looked at all of them. "Wu-Shing," he
said slowly, "are a series of ritual punishments of Chinese criminal

law." There was silence for a time. Sato looked from Nicholas to the pathetic

drained corpse of his employee and friend. When he looked back again, he said,



"There's more, isn't there?" Nicholas nodded. His eyes were sad. He had never
thought to say this in his life. He turned back and again gazed at the

glyph, etched into human flesh, terrible and mocking. "This is Mo," he said.

"It means tattooing of the face. And it is the first of the mutilating

punishments taught at the Tenshin Shoden Katori." His heart was breaking as he
turned back to them; he could look at the glowing character no more. "That is
the ninja ryu from which I came." Nicholas was on his way to Tomkin's room
when the call came through, that fragile line connecting them so tenuously.
Justine's voice, thin and stretched out by the electronics of the medium, made
it seem as if he had been away from her for weeks. "I miss you so, Nick. West
Bay Bridge isn't the same without you. I'd love to be in a foreign place with
you." "Japan's not foreign," he said without thinking. "It's too much like

home." "Even now? After all this time?" Belatedly, he heard the terror in

her voice, but he could do nothing about it. "My soul is Japanese," he said.

"I told you that when we first met. Outwardly, perhaps, I am my father's son.
But inside... the kami of my mother resides. I can no more do anything about

it than I can pull the clouds down from the sky. [ wouldn't want to." There

was silence for a time, the gentle wheezing of the unquiet wire unable to hide
from him the soughing of her breath. "You won't want to stay, will you?" Her
voice as tiny as a child's. He laughed. "Permanently? Good God, no. Whatever
gave you that idea?" "Please let me come, Nick. I can be on a plane tonight.

[ promise I won't be in the way. I just want to be near you. To hold you

again." "Justine," he said as gently as he could, "it's just not possible.

There's too much to do here. We'd have no time together." "Not even at



night?" "This isn't a nine-to-five business." "I think I liked you better

when you were doing nothing." "I'm happier now, Justine." "Nick, please let
me come. [ won't be—" "It's out of the question. I'll be home soon

enough." That singing down the wire, as if kami, hovering, were growing
restless. "The truth is, I'm frightened, Nick. I've been having a recurring
dream; a kind of...premonition. I'm scared something awful is going to happen
to you. And I'll be left here—" Her voice choked off abruptly. "Then there'll
be no one." "Justine," he said quietly, "everything's fine and it's going to

stay that way. As soon as I get back, we'll get married. Nothing's going to
prevent that." Silence. He pushed the thought of the murder out of his mind.
"Justine?" "I heard you." Her voice was so still, he had to strain to hear

her. "I love you," he said, hanging up the phone. Was there something more

he could have said? he wondered. Sometimes her irrationality was impossible to
control. Fears in the night. Phobias. The terror of darkness. These were all
alien to him and he had difficulty understanding the fixity of their power

over others not like him. "Nick, what the hell's going on here?" Gray-faced,
Tomkin hung onto the door frame leading from the bedroom of the suite to the
large bath. "I come to Tokyo to negotiate a straight-ahead business merger and
suddenly we're involved with a weird cultlike murder. I could've gone to
Southern California if I'd wanted that." Nicholas smiled thinly at the
semblance of humor, sat down on the corner of the king-size bed. They were
back at the Okura. It was late in the evening and neither had eaten since
breakfast which, for Tomkin, had been nothing more than tea and toast, which

he had immediately vomited up. "Let's eat first," Nicholas said. "We'll talk



afterwards." "The hell we will," Tomkin said as he came unsteadily into the
bedroom. "You seem to know more about this—what did you call

1it?" "Wu-Shing." "Yeah. You're the expert. Give me an

explanation." Nicholas ran his fingers through his hair. "Traditionally there
are five punishments, each one a response to a more serious of-fense.
Therefore each punishment is more severe than the last." "So what's that got
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to do with Sato Petrochemicals?" "I don't know." For a moment Tomkin peered
down at the younger man, then he went slowly to his dresser and pulled on a
pair of faded jeans, a blue chambray workshirt. He slipped on a pair of shiny
black handstitched moccasins. "I guess you're as hungry as a bear." Nicholas
looked up. "Aren't you?" "Frankly, the sight of food nauseates me. I'm

running a low-grade fever so that doesn't surprise me. I'll let this thing run

its course." He paused. "And don't look at me like that. You remind me of my
mother when you do. I'm perfectly all right." The phone rang and Tornkin went
to answer it. He spoke in low tones for some time, then cradled the receiver.
"That was Greydon. He wanted permission to go up to Misawa to see his son.
Apparently the boy's stationed at the air base there. He's a fighter pilot and

is scheduled to go up on one of the first test runs of those new F-20s we've
just imported. I think Greydon feels there's some danger." "He's quite

right," Nicholas said. "Stationed at Misawa puts those supersonic jets just
375 air miles from the Soviet Union's Pacific coast and Vladivostok." Tomkin
shrugged his shoulders. "So? What harm can they possibly do?" "Those F-20s

have nuclear capacity," Nicholas said. "And the Russians're worried as hell



about them. Which is why we've seen an increased Soviet military buildup in
the Kuriles over the past year of an alarming size." "The Kuriles?" "The
Kurile Islands. They're the chain just to the north of Hokkaido, Japan's most
northerly island—the one where the winter Olympics were held in 1976. In
effect, they connect the southeast of Russia to Japan in a series of
stepping-stones. "The Kuriles had been Japanese territory until they were
seized— the Japanese say illegally—in 1945 at the close of the war. Quite
naturally, they want them back." Nicholas got up from the bed. "Recent
reports tell us that there are over forty thousand Russian troops currently
stationed in the Kuriles. Quite recently they sent in a squadron of twelve
supersonic MIG-21 fighter-bombers to replace the subsonic MIG-17s, which they
obviously felt were overmatched by the F-20s. They've got an air base on
Etorufu, or, as they call it, Iturup." "You sure seem to know a lot about

this." "It concerns Japan, Tomkin," Nicholas said evenly. "So it concerns me.
The situation's serious; Grey don's got every right to be anxious. I hope you
gave him the weekend off. We've only got the wedding tomorrow and negotiations
won't resume until Monday." "He's booking his flight now," Tomkin said
archly. "That meet with your approval?" "If Greydon's son doesn't make it
back from that flight, you'll be happy you let him see the kid." There was
silence for a time. The phone rang again but neither of them made a move to
answer it. In a moment it stopped, and the tiny red light on the base began to
wink on and off. "I told you before," Tomkin said at last, "that my old man
was a real sonuvabitch. I can't tell you how much I hated him sometimes." He

put his palms together as if he were praying. "But I loved him, too, Nick. No



matter what he did to me or my mother. He was my father.... Do you
understand?" It was a rhetorical question, and Nicholas remained

silent. Tomkin sighed. "I guess in some ways I turned out just like him.

Years ago I could not have believed such a thing possible. But the passing
time..." His voice fell off. "Time has 3 way of molding people to its own
ends. You remember Chris—I know Justine must've told you about him. He was the
last of her boyfriends before she met you. He was the biggest bastard of the
lot. He was sexy as hell. He seduced her, made her move to San Francisco. She
was using her real name, Tomkin, then. She got a monthly stipend from me. It
was very generous and she took it all. It—" His eyes slid away for a moment,
searching, perhaps, for a place to hide. He took a deep, shuddering breath.

"It made me feel better that she took it all. It assuaged my guilt for all the
years I'd accepted her presence, her demands on my time, only when it suited
me. "They were fucking like bunnies out there; the relationship was all sex.
Or so I thought. Justine wanted more money, then more still. Finally, I hired

a team of detectives to find out just what the hell was going on. Two weeks
later I took the corporate jet and flew out. I presented my darling daughter
with all the evidence. I packed her up and took her home that afternoon before
Chris got back." Tomkin seemed to be having difficulty breathing as the
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emotions surged within him. "The shit was using my money—" He stopped
abruptly, his eyes wide and feverish. "Justine's money, to finance an ongoing
cocaine deal. He was a user himself, and besides... He was unfaithful to her

every day of their relationship." He made a disgusted sound. "She hates me



for interfering, though. That's a helluva laugh, isn't it? He was slowly

killing her with his infidelities and his craziness. He'd beat her and—" His
throat seized up on him. He ran a hand through his damp hair. "But at least

she has you now, Nicky. That's the most important thing." For all this time
Tomkin had not taken his eyes off Nicholas. He was a shrewd man with an acute,
analytical mind. His intolerance of foreign custom and his lack of patience in
no way negated that fact. "Now it's your turn. You're dragging your feet

about something." His voice was quiet with more strength in it than had been
apparent for several days. He sounded almost like a father. "I think you'd
better tell me what it is because I have a funny feeling in my gut it has to

do with that Wo Ching or whatever you call it." "Tomkin—" "Nick, you've got
a duty to me. You've gotta tell me what you know. All ofit." Nicholas

sighed. "I had hoped not to tell you." "Why, for Christ's sake? I've got a

right to know if I'm putting my neck on the chopping block." Nicholas nodded.
"Yes. You do." He looked directly at Tomkin. "But the simple truth is I've got
nothing definite, no cold facts and figures like the Soviet buildup in the
Kuriles. Here, as happens often in Japan, there is nothing but

legend." "Legend?" Tomkin laughed uneasily. "What is this, the start of a
vampire movie?" He cocked an ear. "Jesus, I hear the wolves howling, Nick. It
must be a full moon tonight. We'd better stay indoors and hang up all the
garlic." "Stop 1t," Nicholas said shortly. "This is precisely why I'd hoped

not to tell you." Tomkin proffered an upraised palm. "All right." He crossed
back to the bed, sat down. "I promise to be a good boy and listen." Nicholas

stared at him for a moment before beginning. "At the Tenshin Shoden Katori ryu



where I received my ninjutsu training, where the Wu-Shing was taught, this
legend was told... and believed. "In the old days when only the Ainu

inhabited the Nippon Islands and true civilization had not yet spread

southeast from China, ninjutsu was in its infancy on the Asian continent. It

was still too early in the discipline's life for there to have been sensei—

true masters—or even, as there are now, jonin—ryu patriarchs— simply because
the differentiated schools of ninjutsu were barely formed. "There was much
more ritual then, more superstition. The thinking'among what
sennin—adepts—existed was rigid and unyielding, principally because the forces
they were working with were still so newly strange and deadly potent. Thus any
deviation was summarily condemned wholesale." Nicholas paused here to pour
himself a glass of water. He drank half of it and continued. "As the legend

goes, there was one sennin more powerful than the rest. His name was Hsing,
which has many meanings in kanji. His meant 'shape.' "It is said that Hsing
walked only in the darkness, that it was his only lover. His devotion to his

craft caused him to be celibate. And, also unlike his compatriots, he took

only one pupil, a strange wild-haired boy from the steppes far to the north

where the Mongols dominated. "This student of Hsing's, it was whispered,

could not speak any civilized dialect, nor could he read Mandarin. Yet he
conversed fluently with Hsing. No one knew how. "Yet the other sennin began

to suspect that Hsing was slowly expanding his scope of ninjutsu knowledge,
experimenting in the darker unknown aspects which the others shunned. I!is
power grew even greater and at last in fear—or perhaps simple envy— the other

sennin massed against him and destroyed him." Nicholas' eyes were alight and



although it was now deepest night outside and though the lamps in the suite
were turned low still Tomkin saw him clearly, every detail etched against the
light glow. For a moment the bustling modern world had faded and the
mist-shrouded Asian past was being recreated before him, plunging him into a
world of arcane laws. "The murderous sennin," Nicholas continued, "were
content with driving off the wild-haired student, shouting derisively to him
that he should return to the northern steppes from whence he had come. "But
they had not reckoned with Hsing's power. Apparently his death had come too
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late, for he had already created from his pupil akuma, what the Japanese call
an evil spirit, a demon with jit suryoku—superhuman powers." "Oh, please,
Nick, This's—" "You asked to hear this, Tomkin. Kindly have the courtesy to
hear the legend through." "But this is the stuff of fairy tales." "Hsing had
taught the pupil all he knew about jaho," Nicholas said, ignoring him. "A kind
of magic. Oh, there's nothing supernatural about this. I'm not speaking now of
spells and incantations, demons out of some fictitious hell dreamed up by the
mind of man. "Saigo had studied the Kobudera—that is, jaho. He practiced
saiminjutsu on your daughter; that, too, is a form of jaho." Tomkin nodded.
"Okay, I can accept that. But what's all this got to do with the

murder?" Nicholas took a deep breath. "The only recorded instance of death in
conjunction with the first four Wu-Shing—the fifth ritual punishment is
death—concerns Hsing's pupil, who began a series of just such murders in
Kaifeng. Bloody, horrific, terrifying, they enacted a perverse poetic justice

on those who had destroyed his sennin. "He had become mahd-zukai. A



sorcerer." Akiko Ofuda wore a snow-white kimono, heavy with hand-stitched
brocade. Over it she wore a light silk dress the precise shade of the last of

the cherry blossoms bobbing in the breeze above her head. Her hair was hidden
beneath the ornate tresses of a gleaming wig. These swirls and complex loops
were surmounted by a Tsu-nokakushi—the hornhider—a ceremonial white hat with
wide brim said to be worn to hide whatever bad parts of a woman existed. Her
eyes were large and clear through the delicate makeup. Her face was very
white, her lips a startling splash of crimson. She wore no earrings or other
jewelry. In her right hand was clutched a closed fan. Saturday had dawned
bright and clear with just a hint of the crispness of March, the preceding

month. The enormous crimson camphorwood torii, symbol of the Shinto shrine,
rose over the heads of the still assembling guests who, according to the final
count of RSVPs, were going to number over five hundred. Morning mist still
clung to the steep hillsides, feathering the boles of the cedars and fir,
obscuring the sapphire glint of the lake far below. At the guests' backs

huddled the dense and hazy superstructure of the northwestern edge of

Tokyo. The four buildings of the temple spread out in a rough horseshoe,

their cedar-beamed, canted roofs with the raised ribs striping the sunlight

into shadow and gloss. The guests milled about, chattering among themselves,
commenting on the fine weather, gossiping about late arrivals or even, in one
or two instances, forging the underpinnings of an important deal. A great
majority of the country's foremost business and bureaucratic leaders were in
attendance. Seiichi Sato looked from the beautiful face of his bride to the

milling throng of guests. As he recognized a face from business he recited to



himself the man's name and position, then filled in the appropriate slot on an
imaginary pyramid in his mind. The structure he was forming was important to
him. The face he gained at this marriage would go a Song way toward furthering
the prestige of the keiretsu. While Akiko's parents were dead, the name Ofuda
still ranked as most prestigious, tracing its origins all the way back to the

time of leyasu Tokugawa. That first Ofuda—Tatsunosuke was his name—was a
great daimyo, an ingenious tactical commander whose genius for victory on the
field of battle was called on many times by leyasu. It pained him to know

that Akiko had never known her parents, that she had no relatives, in fact,

save the gravely ill aunt whom she visited so frequently in Kyushu. Sato had a
brief somber flash of Gotaro's broad, smiling face. Sato knew well the grief

at a family cut off at the waist. How Gotaro would have loved this day! How
his smile would have driven the morning mist into the lake. How his great
barking laugh, so like a triumphant shout, would have echoed and reechoed
through these woods so that even the small creatures in their burrows might
know the extraordinary joy of this day. Sato passed a hand quickly across his
eyes, using the pads of his fingers to wipe away the specks of wetness there.
Why do this to yourself? he asked silently. Gotaro is gone. Kare wa gaikoku

ni itte 1 masu, Sato's mother had said when he brought her the news. He has
gone abroad. And never said another word. She had already lost her husband.
Now the death of her oldest son was too much for her to bear. She did not
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survive the war, though she was not burned by the bombs. The war had devoured

her from within. No, Sato said to himself now. Do not be like your mother.



Kare wa shinde shimai mashita. Banish Gotaro's kami. He 1s dead and gone. And
he turned to Masuto Ishii, speaking to him of business matters of import to

both of them in order to banish his sorrow or, at the very least, to keep it

at bay on this happiest of days. Not far away, Tanzan Nangi stood with his

back ramrod straight, his bony knuckles enwrapping the white jade dragon
capping his hardwood cane. Pain girdled him from standing so long but he would
not move. It had been his duty to be among the first to arrive here; no one

else was sitting so he could not either. Further, he would not lose face to

these priests. Nangi would have preferred, of course, for Sato to have had

this ceremony in a Christian church. The vestments, the sacraments, the soft
Latin litany that he could understand fully and respond to were comforts to

him that arcane Shintoism could not be. Ghosts and spirits were not Nangi's
way. And spending one's life placating a bewildering variety of kami seemed
farcical to him. He believed fervently in Christ, the Resurrection, and Holy
Salvation. He was with a younger man, in the eye of one of the main eddies.
They enjoyed almost constant attention from both newly arriving guests and
those who had been there for some time who, having observed a proper interval,
now were returning to seek advice from Nangi or tidbits of news of MITI from
Riuichi Yano, the new minister. He was Nangi's protegd, and Nangi's last
official act before he left that organization six years ago had been to assure

that Yano would succeed him. As he smiled and spoke, thoughtfully answering
all questions as best he could, Nangi kept a sharp eye out for the gaijin. He
wished to monitor their movements from the time they arrived. One could divine

much from observing the enemy at play. Akiko, too, had one eye out for the



gaijin. But only for one: Nicholas. This was the moment, and her eyes were
like cameras, ready to record the event, to drink in expressions and

emotions. She felt her pulse racing, her heartbeat seemed to flutter her
kimono. She used her training to calm herself, to gather her resources for the
beginning of her revenge. She forced herself to concentrate on Sato's presence
beside her. She looked his way, saw instead Ishii staring at her with hooded
eyes. He smiled and nodded, turned back to his murmured conversation with
Sato. There was a rustling through the assembled guests, just the tiniest of
ripples but Akiko, her senses finely attuned, shifted her gaze. The mask of a
smile was frozen on her intensely crimson lips, her white face perfect as she
saw the throng begin to part at its farthest reaches. "Ah," Sato said,

turning, "Tomkin and Linnear are here at last." Slowly, as if in a dream she
had composed innumerable times, Akiko raised one hand, her fingers spreading
open her fan of gilt, red, and jet so that only the edge of one eye could be
seen. The rest of her face was hidden. Softly, she thought, softly. Don't

give away too much. Not yet. Give him time to approach. Come closer, Nicholas.
She willed him drawn to her. Come closer and begin the destruction of your
life. She could distinguish the two gaijin now, one broader than the other

but both tall, towering above the other guests. She could pick out Nicholas'
features as the gaijin continued to make their way through the throng. Tomkin
wore a dark pinstripe with white shirt and rep tie. Nicholas had chosen a less
conservative suit of sea green linen, a gray shirt, and a tie as blue as an

ocean trough. His wide-cheeked face was still in shadow as the two passed

through the long stand of tall bamboo but Akiko could already discern the odd



tilted eyes, neither truly Caucasian nor Oriental. They gave him a quality she
could not understand. Once again she felt the same kind of magnetic wave she
had experienced in Jan Jan and she had to will herself to remain where she was
at Sato's side. Now they were very close indeed. Nicholas' face sprang into

the sunlight as if abruptly brought into focus in the center of a lens. The

gusting wind took a lock of his dark hair, sent it curling down across his
forehead. Automatically, his hand came up to push it away, a bar of shadow
racing across those strong, confident features. Not for long, Akiko whispered
to herself. The moment was almost at hand, and she knew that she had
orchestrated it to perfection. A sense of intense excitement—of ecstasy,
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almost-gyred within her, fueling her for what was about to happen. The tiny
pink tip of her tongue flicked out to moisten her lip as she watched the
litheness with which he moved, the low center of gravity which propelled him
with such controlled power—the training of dance or sumo. In her mind's eye he
became the great tiger, lord of the earth, padding with great stealth and
coordination through the dense forest, prepared at any instant to make his
prodigious killing leap onto the back of a lesser animal turning to flee his
presence. Now. The moment was here at last. Akiko waited until his gaze slid
up, turning from Sato to her. He was understandably curious; he had never seen
her before and he must want to know what kind of woman Sato was about to
marry. She felt the intensity of his gaze. He held on her fan, then her eye.

Their eyes locked, and for an unfathomable instant Akiko felt suspended in

time and space. All the preparations, the arduous years flew by her again in



the brilliant flash of a film montage to culminate here. Now. With a firm

hand she lowered her fan, exposing her face. When Nicholas emerged from the
limousine that had brought them out of Tokyo, he was first struck by the

natural beauty of the setting. On the way, they had skirted the large lake,
moving away from its placid mist-covered surface as they began to wind their
way up toward the cliff upon which the Shinto shrine was situated. It was not
surprising to him that the priests had chosen this spot to build their temple.
Shintoism was an attuning of the soul toward nature, life's currents. Karma.
One's life was a part of a much vaster skein in which every living thing,

human, animal, vegetable, and mineral, played its role. Nicholas' spirit
expanded outward, his heart soaring, as he put his feet down on the loamy
pine-needled earth. The wind was fresh, and warmth was already creeping into
the air. Soon the mist would disappear from the boles of the pines and the

skin of the lake. The view would be fantastic then. He was aware of the wings
rushing by overhead, the rustling of the great branches, the concerted sway of
the stand of bamboo. The buzz of insects was in his ears as the breeze flapped
his jacket. Then, lastly, he recognized the stir within the crowd. It was

subtle and he was doubtful whether Tomkin was even aware of it. But Nicholas
knew. The gaijin were here. Even him. Nangi had made it eminently clear that
many did not consider him a Japanese. As he passed through them, looking from
face to face, he wondered what they privately thought of Colonel Linnear,
Nicholas' father. Were they proud of how he had helped in the rebuilding of
Japan when he was brought in by Mac Arthur's SCAP forces? Or did they secretly

revile his memory because he was a foreign devil at work in Japan? There was



no accurate way of knowing, and Nicholas preferred to believe that at least
some of them—Iike Sato—still honored his memory. Nicholas knew that his father
had been a great man, that he had fought long and hard against some deadly
opposition to create a new and democratic superstructure for the postwar
nation to rebuild itself. "Jesus, these bastards're small," Tomkin whispered
to him out of the side of his mouth. "I feel like a bull in a china

shop." They were heading toward Sato. Nicholas could see him clearly, with
Koten, the giant sumo, looking grotesque in a suit, not far away. And by his
side, a slim, elegant woman in the traditional bride's garb. Nicholas tried to
get a good look at her but she was holding a ceremonial fan spread across her
face. The Tsunokakushi hid the top of her head completely. "If this were any
other country," Tomkin said softly, "I wouldn't even be here. I still feel

like shit." "Face," said Nicholas. "Yeah." Tomkin tried to cover his sour
expression with a smile. "Face is gonna kill me one of these days." Now they
had come almost all the way through the mingling guests. Nicholas could see
Nangi off to the right, amid a dense swirl of dark-suited men. It looked as if
the higher echelons of seven or eight ministries were present. They stopped a
few feet away from Sato and his bride-to-be. Tomkin took one step forward
about to greet Sato and congratulate him. Nicholas was gazing at Akiko,
wondering what features lay behind the mask of the golden fan. Then, almost
magically, in response to his wish, the fan came down, and all the breath left
his lungs. He stepped backward a pace as if pushed by an invisible hand. His
eyes opened wide and his lips parted. "No!" It was a whisper that seemed a
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shout to him. Blood rushed uncontrollably in his ears and the beating of his
heart seemed painful. Tears broke the corners of his long eyes, trembling with
the enormous force of his emotions. The past was rising up like a haunted
demon to inexplicably confront him again. But the dead could not rise. Their
bodies were laid to rest and were decomposed by the elements: earth, air,

fire, water. She had been murdered by Saigo because she belonged to Nicholas,
body and soul, and could never be his. He had drowned her in the Straits of
Shimonoseki where the Kami of the Heik6 clan etched the backs of the crabs
into human countenances. She was gone. And yet here she was standing a foot
away from him. It was impossible but true. Yukio. MARIANAS ISLANDS, NORTH
PACIFIC OCEAN SPRING, 1944 What Tanzan Nangi remembered most vividly about
the war were the red skies. There seemed no gentle color left in the world
when the sun rose over the vast heaving bosom of the Pacific; only slashes of
fierce orange and crimson like the vast tentacles of some monstrous sea
creature emerging from the seabed at the sun's slow dawning. The long nights
of the engines' thrumming, the constant vibration of the mighty screws of the
carrier as it plowed southward past the small black humps of the Bonin Islands
gave way grudgingly to days filled with blinding light. Cloud cover hung far
off and mocking at the edge of the horizon. They were only a thousand

nautical miles from Tokyo yet the weather here was so much different. There
was a great deal of speculation on the part of the men as to what their
destination would be. They were not part of a fleet; they had no escort. They
had even put to sea in the dead of night when only a scattering of bare bulbs

burned here and there along the great military harbor, casting hard shadows



across the gently rippling water. Hunched guards spoke in whispers and
studiously ignored the careful progress of the carrier out into open

waters. They were traveling under sealed orders, that much Captain Noguchi
had told them. He had meant it to squelch rumors but it only had the opposite
effect. Where were they bound? At night, after all lights had been

extinguished, the men huddled in their cramped windowless quarters to discuss
issues and destinations. It had been Gotaro Sato who had been certain they
were bound for the Marianas. Most of the other men found that idea
preposterous. The Marianas were far too close to Japan for there to be any
fighting and this was most definitely a war mission of the highest priority,

as Captain Noguchi had made clear to them in his speech. But the idea of the
Marianas piqued Nangi's imagination and, after the men broke up, he sought
Gotaro out. Gotaro Sato was a bear of a man, thick-necked and round-faced. He
had wide, shrewd eyes that revealed nothing, but, far from emotionless, he was
given to wild bursts of great good humor. He had the ability of knowing when a
dose of his absurd wit—he was a prankster—would cool tensions or allay
fears. And in those dark days, deep in the final months of the war, there was
plenty of both. The Allies had already won two long, extremely hard fought
campaigns, the first in the Solomons, late in 1943, and more recently in New
Guinea. Everyone knew they were heading inexorably toward Japan, and they
looked toward their leaders for a supreme strategy to alter the tide of the

bitter conflict. They went up on deck. Gotaro took out a cigarette, then

thought better of lighting up. The Pacific lay dark and foreboding all around

them and, not for the first time, Nangi experienced an eerie chill. He was a



brave man and the thought of death in battle—a samurai's proud end—did not
disturb him. Yet out here, with only the depths of the sea surrounding him, so
very far from any land mass, his stomach was never calm. "It's the Marianas,"
Gotaro said, staring south, the way they were headed, "and I'll tell you why.
If the Americans are not already there, they soon will be. We have an air base
there. The Islands are no more than fifteen hundred nautical miles from home."
His head turned as a sudden gust of wind came up, feathering his short hair.
"Can you imagine a better target for the Allies to base and fuel their own
planes for bombing runs into Japan? I can't." There was no humor in him now
as he leaned his elbows on the metal bars of the top rail. The sea hissed by
far below them. Despite himself, Nangi felt a terrible despair engulfing

him. "Then there can be no doubt. The war is surely lost, no matter what the
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Imperial Command tells us." Gotaro turned to him, his eyes bright amid the
shadows of the carrier's many tiered superstructure. The proximity to so much
reinforced metal was chilling, coming as they did from a culture intent on
building structures of wood and rice paper. "Have faith." At first, Nangi was
not sure that he had heard the other man correctly. "Faith?" he said after a
pause. And when Gotaro nodded, said, "Faith in what? Our Emperor? The Imperial
Command? The zaibatsu? Tell me, which of our many traditional icons shall I
bow down to tonight?" He heard the bitterness in his voice but he did not
care. This night, so far from home, so close to the utter alienness of the

battle lines, seemed meant for a venting of emotion long bottled up. "Greed

got us into this mad war," he rushed on before the other could answer his



rhetorical questions. "The blind ambition of the zaibatsu who persuaded the
government that Japan was not a large enough area for their empire. 'Expand,
expand, expand,' they counseled, and the war seemed like a superb excuse to
carve out the niche we had long been seeking in Asia. "But, Gotaro-san,

answer me this: Did they attempt to get a sense of our enemy before the attack
on Pearl Harbor was ordered? " He shook his head. "Oh, no, no. Not a jot of
ink was put to paper, not a moment of research was applied." He smiled grimly.
"History, Gotaro. If they had known—or understood—anything about American
history, they would have perhaps been able to anticipate the response to their
attack." Nangi's gaze dropped, the fierceness went out of his voice. "Now what
will happen to us in the end?" "Have faith," Gotaro said again. "Trust in

God." God? Now Nangi began to understand. He turned toward Gotaro. "You're a
Christian, aren't you?" The big man nodded. "My family does not know. I
cannot think that they would understand." Nangi stared at him for a time.

"But why?" "Because," Gotaro said softly, "for me there is no more fear." At
04:15 on the morning of March 13, Nangi was summoned to the captain's cabin
for a briefing. Dressed smartly in his pressed uniform, he moved down the
silent narrow corridors up the ringing metal companionways. He might have had
the entire carrier to himself. The kami of the ancient Shogun seemed to walk
with him, a descending line of invincible samurai with the wiles of the fox,

the strength of the tiger. That he, of all the men on board, should be

summoned seemed a clear sign of his karma. Though he disagreed with the war,
his soul still belonged to Japan. Now that they were in the thick of it, what

frightened him was the specter of defeat. Perhaps he was to be a part of the



new strategy; perhaps the war was not yet lost. He rapped softly on the
captain's white-painted door with his knuckles, then went in. He was surprised
to find Gotaro there as well. "Please be seated, Major," Captain Noguchi said
after the traditional formalities had been dispensed with. Nangi took a chair
next to Gotaro. "You know Major Sato," Noguchi said in his clippsd tones. His
bullet head bobbed. "Good." A steward appeared, bringing a tray of sake. He
set it down in the center of Noguchi's desk and departed. "It is the middle

of March in what we all fear may be the last year of the war." Noguchi was
quite, calm, his eyes boring into first Nangi, then Gotaro, magnified through
the circular lenses of his steel-rimmed spectacles. He was a powerfully built
man who emitted confidence and energy. He had intelligent eyes beneath heavy
brows, a wide, thick-lipped mouth, and odd, splayed ears that stuck out from
his close-cropped head like mushroom caps. "The European playwright
Shakespeare wrote that these days are the Ides, an evil time." Noguchi smiled.
"At least they were for Julius Caesar." He spread his long, delicately

fingered hands on his desk top. "And perhaps they will be so for the

Allies." He had the habit of looking directly at you when he spoke instead of
away as so many of his fellow upper-echelon officers did. Nangi felt
instinctively that this was one source of the confidence he instilled in his

men. "Within the month the cherry blossoms will again come to the slopes and
valleys of our homeland." His eyes blazed with light. "The enemy threatens the
extinction of the cherry blossom as he threatens our very lives." His chest
heaved as if he had gotten something hard and ugly off his mind. "At this

very moment, the mechanics are preparing another kind of cherry blossom for



you two majors. I see the perplexed look on your faces. I will explain." He
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got up from behind his desk and set about pacing back and forth in the small
cabin as if he was beginning to generate too much energy to be held to a
sitting position. "We have precisely one hundred fifty planes on board.
All—save one—are Mitsubishi G4 M.2e bombers. The ones the enemy calls 'Bettys'
in an inexplicable form of derision." His closed fist slammed the desk,
making the tiny cups quiver and rock where even the sea could not. "But no
more! Not now that we have the Oka!" He turned toward them. "One of our
Mitsubishis has been modified. Beneath its fuselage is another, smaller craft:
a single-seat midwing monoplane of a length of just over nineteen feet and
with a wingspan of sixteen feet, fifteen inches. "The Oka will be bome aloft
by the Mitsubishi mother plane. At an altitude of 27,000 feet the two craft
will separate. The Oka will be able to cruise up to fifty miles at an

effective airspeed of two hundred thirty miles per hour. When it comes within
sighting distance of its target, the pilot will cut in its three solid-fuel

rocket motors. The craft will then be flying at almost six hundred miles per
hour." Noguchi was standing directly in front of them now, his cheeks red
from the height of his emotion. "For a period of nine seconds, the Oka will
have a total thrust of 1,764 pounds. A great rush of momentum and then..." His
head lifted up and his eyes went opaque as his lenses caught the light,
reflecting it back at them in a dazzle. "Then you will become the avenging
sword of the Emperor, opening up the side of an American warship." Nangi

remembered this quite clearly. Noguchi did not ask either of them if they



understood. But of course they did. The Oka was a rocket bomb, manned for
supreme accuracy. "Yamato-dama-shii," Noguchi said now, returning to his seat
behind his desk, "the Japanese spirit will be our bulwark against the superior
material force of the Allies. That and the Oka attacks will quickly demoralize
the advancing enemy. We will blunt their coining attack on the

Philippines." Noguchi began to pour the sake, handed a gleaming porcelain cup
to each of them and, lifting his, made this toast: "A man has only one death.
That death may be as weighty as Fuji-yama or it may be as light as feather
down. It all depends on the way he uses it. It is the nature of every Japanese

to love life and hate death, to think of his family and care for his wife and
children. Only when a man is moved by higher principles—by junsuisei, the
purity of resolve—is this not so. Then there are things which he must

do." They all drank together. Nangi saw that there were tears in the corners

of Gotaro's eyes. At the time he supposed they were because of either his
Christianity or his ignorance. What Captain Noguchi had used for their fond
farewell, masquerading as his own words, Nangi recognized as an excerpt from a
letter famous in Chinese history. It had in fact been written in 98 b.c. by
Ssu-Ma Ch'ien. Noguchi put down his cup. "You two are privileged to be the
first to war test this new and devastating weapon against the Allies. You are
the first two recruits in what will come to be known as Shimpu Tokubetsu
Kogekitai: the Divine Wind Special Attack Force. "This is your opportunity to
follow in Major Oda's footsteps, to become a reincarnation of shimpu, the
divine winds of 1274 and 1281 which drowned the invading Mongol hordes,

rescuing Nippon from their destruction." Both Nangi and Gotaro—indeed



everyone in the Japanese Imperial Navy—had heard the story of the pilot Oda
who had taken his Ki-43 fighter into the side of an American B-17 bomber,
tearing the larger airship in two, thus saving an entire Japanese convoy. He
had been a sergeant then. In death he had been promoted twice. "Major Sato,"
Noguchi was saying now, "you have been selected to guide the first Oka to its
flaming destiny. Major Nangi, you will pilot the mother ship." He glanced down
at a sheaf of papers. "We have been informed of an Allied sighting: a
battleship and a destroyer, the vanguard no doubt of a larger fleet, heading
toward the Marianas. The destroyer is your target. The ships are now"—he
consulted his dispatches again—"three hundred fifty miles southwest of the
island of Guam. When you leave this cabin you will go directly abovedecks.
Your flight gear will be waiting for you. You will take off at 05:30.1 will be
in the conning tower to observe you firsthand." He stood up. The briefing was
over. The predawn air was chill with a gusting inconstant wind quartering in
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from the northeast. Nangi and Gotaro, clad in their flight suits, walked

across the vast expanse of the carrier's open deck. Before them loomed the
hump-bellied shape of the twin aircraft, as disfigured as a leper. "I have

more flight time than you," Nangi said. "They should have chosen me for the
Oka." Gotaro smiled. "There are few like you left, Tanzan. Most of them
coming up now are raw recruits with little or no training. With that in
mind—with the war having so completely depleted us—do you think it a wise
decision to test this flying bomb with a veteran pilot?" He shrugged his

shoulders. "What possible good would it do when those who will follow, the



true members of Shimpu Tokubetsu Kdgekitai, will know nothing." He shook his
head. "No, my friend, they have made the correct choice." He was upwind of
Nangi; when he abruptly stopped and turned to face him, his body blocked the
fierce bite of the wind from Nangi's face. Gotaro produced a white square

from -a pocket, luminous in the werelight. "Here," he said, "this is for you.

A hachimaki." He tied it around Nangi's helmet. "There. With that ancient
symbol of determination and derring-do you look just like the other meaning of
shimpu. Do you know 1t?" Nangi shook his head. "In Tokyo these days I've
heard the term is used in a humorous way to describe the daredevil taxi

drivers. Kamikaze." Gotaro laughed. "I would have called you that in Noguchi's
cabin but it is surely too lighthearted a word for him. This is quite a solemn
moment for him." Nangi squinted up at his friend. "And for you, Gotaro-san,
knowing what must be the end of this mission." "I have faith, my friend," the

big man said. "I have no thought but to serve my country." "They're mad if

they think this Oka will frighten the Americans. More likely—knowing them as I
do—they will laugh at it. They have no concept of seppuku, the warrior's way
of death." "So much the worse for them," Gotaro said, "for this has surely

been a war of misunderstanding. I cannot think of what will happen to us or
what may come after. I have my duty to perform. In all else, I put my trust in
God." The wind was picking up as the high bowl of the heavens began to
lighten, pitch black fading to a deep cerulean. Down low in the east, where

the sea met the sky, there were already the first fugitive streaks of pink,

rising. Gotaro reached out. "Listen, my friend, Captain Noguchi was right. We

all love life; that, too, is our duty. But there are higher principles than



self. That is one of the first teachings of Christianity." The mechanics took

over as they came up on the half-tarpaulined planes. They took them through a
brief but explicit tour of the tandem units. There wasn't much to see,

actually. The twin-engined Mitsubishi had been stripped down to accommodate
the intrusive hump of the stubby Oka. It had also been converted so that one
man—the pilot—could fly it satisfactorily. Beneath was the Cherry Blossom.
When Nangi poked his head inside, he was inwardly appalled. It appeared to be
nothing more than a flying coffin with almost no equipment. Only a steering
mechanism and a speaking tube to allow communication with the pilot of the
Mitsubishi. The mechanics explained that Gotaro would sit in the larger craft
with Nangi until their target was sighted. Then he would slide down through
the modified bomb bay doors into the tiny cockpit of the Oka. All phases of

the mission were gone over in detail, and then the two majors were asked to
repeat the drill. By that time it was 05:19. They climbed into the

Mitsubishi. The sea was a sheet of flame, reflecting along its vast, rippling
skin the rising of the bloodred sun. For a time all blue was banished from the
sky as the lurid tendrils of light floated higher. For Nangi and Gotaro there

was only the monotonous thrumming of the twin engines, the steady vibration.
Now Nangi began to understand the desperation of his country. This was a plane
he was quite used to, and the differences in flight were considerable. It had
been stripped down in more ways than the mechanics had cared to mention. Of
course there was no armament—that had been apparent on the ground at first
inspection. But a great deal of the inner insulation of the plane was also

gone. Nangi supposed that some of this was essential in order to offset the



fully loaded weight—4,700 pounds—of the Oka; there were over 2,500 pounds of
high explosive in its nose. And yet the farther he flew this "new" plane the
more he became convinced that even more than was strictly necessary had been
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taken out. He thought of what Gotaro had said about the sad state of Japan's
military manpower. Didn't it follow then that the same might hold true for
materiel. Were they already down to cannibalizing planes? Would that mean that
by year's end untrained teenagers would have rifles shoved into their soft

fists and be cast off from the Japanese shore in rowboats to meet the

advancing enemy? Nangi shuddered at the thought and made a minor course
correction. Just behind him Gotaro, acting as navigator for the moment,

studied the aerial map of the North Pacific. He glanced at his watch and,
leaning forward to make certain Nangi could hear him over the ferocious din of
the aircraft engines, said, "We should be sighting them in just under ten
minutes, approximately two hundred fifty miles southwest of Guam." He looked
at his map again. "That will put them and us almost directly over the Marianas
Trench. That is supposed to be the deepest depression on earth." "I know."
Nangi had to yell to be heard. "I'm trying not to think about it. I read

somewhere that scientists have guessed it might be more than forty thousand
feet deep." He shuddered. "Don't worry," Gotaro said lightly, "neither you

nor I will touch water on this mission." Just over six minutes later, Gotaro
touched Nangi's shoulder, pointed south. The unbroken skin of the Pacific
seemed placid and so flat it might have been a sheet of gunmetal, solid

and unyielding. Then, following the other's finger, Nangi saw the two tiny



specks. He made another minor course adjustment. "Time," Gotaro said in his
ear. Nangi was trimming airspeed. "Wait!" he called. But when he turned his
head, his friend was already gone. Nangi could picture him slithering down the
makeshift tunnel into the dark, cramped, coffinlike cockpit. "Here I

am." Nangi heard Gotaro's voice emerging through the top end of the speaking
tube. He lowered the flaps, and they began their descent. He kept Gotaro
informed every step of the way. "We're at thirty-five thousand feet. I can

just make out some definition in the target." "I've got the destroyer,"

Gotaro said. "Just get me there on time. I'll do the rest." Nangi's skilled

hands were busy bringing the plane down on course. He felt keenly the
hachimaki wound tightly around his helmet and he said, "Sato-san." "Yes, my
friend." What was there to say? "Twenty-nine thousand feet and closing. We're
right on target." He put his hand up to touch the white cloth fluttering

slightly in the chill air. The sky was enormous. Off to the left, dark

cumulus clouds were building along the horizon, and Nangi was mindful of the
first abrupt shift in wind direction. Still rich sunlight splattered the

target area. The sea stretched away, limitless. "Twenty-eight thousand,"

Nangi said and put his hand on the Oka release lever. "I'll give you a
second-by-second countdown." Gotaro must have heard something in his voice
because he said, "Take it easy now, my friend. Don't worry." "Unlike you, I
have no faith to believe in." Nangi shored up his emotions. The altimeter was
hovering near the cutoff point. Soon the Oka would be but a swiftly falling
blossom, dropping toward the bosom of the Pacific. "It is time we said our

goodbyes." The droning of the wind and then, drifting up to him from the



speaking tube, came Gotaro's voice, "Today in flower, Tomorrow scattered by
the wind—Such is our blossom life. How can we think its fragrance lasts
forever?" There were tears in Nangi's eyes as he pulled the lever. "Goodbye,"
he whispered. A moment later the rockets came on. Abruptly, the Mitsubishi
canted over horribly. At first Nangi thought they had been hit by enemy fire.
But they were still too far away from their target for the ships' guns, and

the sky had been clear of enemy aircraft. Then, with one wingtip pointing
toward the roof of the heavens, the nose went almost straight down, and he
knew with a sudden chilling certainty what had occurred. The wind was moaning
through the stripped down fuselage as he leaned forward, screaming into the
speaking tube. "Gotaro! Gotaro!" "I'm stuck in here, still plastered to your
underbelly." "The rockets are misfiring! I can't bring the nose up!"

Frantically, he worked at the controls, but it was useless, he knew that. They
were not meant to correct for 1,764 pounds of thrust. They were hurtling out
of control, heading toward the flat bed of the sea at a heartstopping six
hundred miles an hour. Still Nangi did not give up hope and he did what he
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could to slow their terrific rate of descent. The rockets cut off after nine
seconds, but their tremendous initial thrust had done thek damage. "Get back
up here!" Nangi cried as he tried to regain control of the aircraft. "I don't
want you in the belly when we hit the water." There was no answer but Nangi
was too busy at the controls to repeat his urgent message. Now that the
rockets were off, some semblance of control returned to the plane. But they

were dangerously close to the sea and Nangi realized there was no hope of



pulling out of the spin. The Mitsubishi's twin engines just could not cope

with the powerful thrust of the rockets' misdirected fire. The airframe was
juddering dangerously, and because of the acute horizontal angle with which
they were dropping he was afraid a wing would crack off. If that happened, he
knew, there would be no chance for them at all. The ungainly craft would
plunge like a stone into the wall of the ocean, crushing them

instantaneously. So Nangi abandoned the impossible task of pulling them out
of the dive and instead redirected his attention to rectifying the angle. If

he could level them off somewhat they would have a chance of survival. The Oka
would be sheared off as they hit, but as long as Gotaro was out of there that
would be all right—the stubby plane would take the brunt of the force. Out of
the windscreen the sky was pinwheeling, merging with the sea, back and forth
like a funhouse ride. The fuselage was screaming as the force of gravity
applied pressure to the riveted joints. The sea was clear of the enemy and
there was nothing on the horizon but the storm piling up, purple and yellow
like a bruise. They were very close to the water now, and Nangi began to hear
a high, thin wailing above the rest of the sounds inundating him, and he

began to sweat. The top wing had still not come down far enough and now the
stress on it was horrendous. There were only seconds left before he knew it
would shear off, plunging them to their death. He did not want to be crushed
inside this steel coffin and he worked even more frantically at the

controls. He felt a pressure on his back, then Gotaro's big hand gripping his
shoulder and he thought, It took him long enough. He was angry with himself

and with Gotaro because of the added anxiety it had caused him. The sea was



coming up fast and now he thought, It doesn't matter. If the angle doesn't

kill us, the explosives in the nose of the Oka surely will. But still he

worked on, and the upper wing grudgingly began to level off. They were now no
more than five hundred feet off the water and Nangi wondered if he had left it
too late because they were falling, falling like a leaf in a storm, the sea

coming off its two-dimensional plane, breaking up into light peaks and dark
troughs, the dark blue almost black and the last thought whirling around his
brain, We're over the Marianas Trench and if we sink we just might go on
forever. Then the Pacific came up and slammed them so hard all the breath
went out of Nangi's lungs like a balloon bursting. He heard the shriek of ten
thousand demons then a quick searing flash of heat and his tiny world

collapsed in on him, bolts of pain imploding, nailing him to a cross of

agony. It must have been Gotaro who pulled him out of the ruined, twisted
cockpit because Nangi never remembered climbing out himself. Many years later
he would have recurring nightmares about those few terrible, confused moments,
no true images coming, only vague impressions, unease, terror, the sense of
suffocation, of immobility. Then the bright sky was above him, a harsh wind
scouring his cheeks and the rocking motion of the waves far out at sea. He
opened his eyes to a red haze. Pain lanced through his head, and when he tried
to move, he could not. "Lie still," someone said close beside him. "Lie

still, samurai." His breathing was labored and he fought to speak. But

something seemed to be clogging his voice box. His throat felt lined in fire

and his mouth was full of cotton. He had a sense of heat again, flames running

along his cheeks like tears. A great crackling filled his ears and the stench



of smoke clogged his nostrils, choking him. He vomited and someone held his
head, wiping his mouth with a smudged white cloth unwound from his head. His
vision began to clear and he saw, rearing up over them, blotting out

everything, what he took to be the black fluke of an immense sea creature. He
began to whimper, an irrational fear turning his skin wet and cold. Then his
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head cleared and he saw it for what it was: the tail section of the

Mitsubishi. He closed his eyes and lost consciousness. When he opened his
eyes again, the first thing he noticed was that he had lost some depth
perception. "One eye's out," Gotaro said from beside him. "And don't try to
move. Something's happened to your legs." Nangi was silent for a time,
digesting this. At last he said one word, "Explosives." Gotaro smiled at him.
"That's what took me so long down in the Oka. I was working the nose loose. I
jettisoned it at about eighteen thousand feet. It made quite a bang." "Didn't
notice." Gotaro shook his head. "You were too busy." His smiled washed over
Nangi again, easing his pain. "You saved us, you know. The minute those
rockets misfired I was certain we were dead. We would have been but for what
you did." Nangi closed his eyes. Saying three words had depleted all the
strength that was left him. When he awoke again, Gotaro was bent over his

legs, trying to do something. "What's going on?" Nangi said. Gotaro turned
quickly away from what he was doing. "Just checking on your wounds." His eyes
slid away from Nangi's toward the heaving sea. "No land." "What?" Gotaro
said. "No. None at all. I thought we might be close enough to one of the

Marianas, but I don't think that's the case now." "Noguchi will find us soon



enough." "Yes," Gotaro said. "I suppose he will." "He'll want to know what
went wrong. All the vice-admirals and admirals in the Imperial Navy will want
to know. They've got to get us back safe and sound." Gotaro said nothing, his
gaze roving this way and that across the water. "Where's that storm we saw
before?" It was difficult for Nangi to talk and he was monstrously thirsty.

But he would not give it up. In the silence the thought of the awesome yawning
Trench falling away below them would fill his mind with dark twistings and his
stomach would lurch and he would begin to retch in irrational terror. "The
wind hasn't shifted yet," Gotaro said absently. "It's still hanging in the
northwest." Clearly his mind was on other matters. What they were Nangi could
not guess. Nor would he ask. There was a silence between them then. Just the
wind whistling, a constant force against them like an invisible wall, and the
long up-and-down motion caused by the swell of the sea, sickeningly regular.
Nangi longed to see even one gull, pulling and swooping across the barren
horizon, harbinger of land. He was still wet, and the wind crawling through

the rents and gaps in his uniform caused his skin to raise itself in

gooseflesh. His bladder was uncomfortably full and, grunting with the effort,

he turned heavily away from Gotaro, urinated awkwardly, trusting for the wind
and the motion to take it away from them. It was true, something was wrong
with his legs. He willed them to work and they would not. Painfully he raised
himself up and grabbed at his flesh. He could feel nothing; his legs might

have been made of wood. To take his mind off the numbing thought of
paralysis, he began to look around him. For the first time he noticed what it

was they were riding on. It was part of the heavily baffled bulkhead from the



Mitsubishi. In this case the modifications had worked to their advantage. All
the heavy insulation against ground and air fire which would have pulled them
down into the sea had been stripped away, replaced by lightweight baffling
that trapped air in its webbing. Nangi grunted to himself. Noguchi and the
admirals would be happy with that knowledge, he thought ironically. Even if
their precious Cherry Blossom refused to fall. Exhausted, he lay back down,
closing his eyes, but the lurch and drag of the heaving tide was not conducive
to rest. He looked at Gotaro. He was sitting cross-legged, still as a statue.
Perhaps he was praying. Perhaps he felt no fear. If that were the case, Nangi
envied him. Fatigue and shock caused his mind to wander. He was no longer
aware of whether he was awake or asleep. On the borderline, in twilight
cerebration, all the black unnameable fears he had been harboring took hold,
gaining ascendancy in his world. He was aware of his own isolation, of
himself as a lone bobbing speck, totally exposed and defenseless. He saw
himself on the makeshift raft, felt the pain of his wounds, even the
intermittent bursts of warmth amid the otherwise chill of the unforgiving
wind. And abruptly he was no longer alone, for rising like some demon
phantasm from the bottomless depths of the sea below him was a terrifying
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shape. Oh, and how the waves rose higher all about him as if an invisible
storm had come up. Great black pyramids built and crested dangerously high,
pulling him downward, spinning him into cavernous troughs as endless as
tunnels. Terrified, he clung to the rough surface of his raft, his heart

beating triphammer hard, paining his chest, as he waited for what he knew must



come. And then it did breach the water, a monstrous creature from the
lightless ocean depths, so enormous it blotted out the stars in the sky: a
kraken with glowing eyes and gaping jaws and long writhing tentacles like
cables. Nangi's eyes bulged and he screamed. Gotaro shook him awake.
"Tanzan. Tanzan!" he called urgently in his ear. "Wake up! Wake up

now!" Nangi's eyes flew open. He was drenched in sweat which, cooling in the
gusting wind, sent chill shivers running through him. It took him several
minutes to focus his good eye. Then he saw the look on his friend's

face. "We're in trouble." "What is 1t?" Nangi had to talk around his tongue
which seemed swollen and recalcitrant. "The enemy?" "I wish I had made a
sighting," Gotaro said. "Anyone." His arms held Nangi close, his warmth
calming the other's almost constant shivers. "I held off telling you because I
thought I could do something about it. But now..." He shrugged. "You have some
wounds. How serious they are I cannot tell. But you've been losing some
blood." Of course, Nangi thought, angry that he had not realized it himself.
That explained the weakness, the brief periods of warmth he felt. "I've tried
everything I know to staunch the loss of blood. I've brought it down to a
trickle but still..." His eyes were very sad. "I don't understand," Nangi

said. "Am I dying?" At that moment their makeshift raft gave a shuddering
lurch. Apparently Gotaro was prepared for it because he grabbed Nangi hard
with one arm, held on with the other. Still, such was the force of the jar

that they both slewed around on the hard surface of the-bulkhead. Gotaro's
face was very close to Nangi's. Nangi could see the reflection of his own

frightened face in the curve of the ebon iris. "Look out there." Gotaro's



voice sounded like a death knell to Nangi as his gaze followed his friend's
lead. "No!" His voice was a sharp bark, a terror-filled exhalation. For there
just off their starboard flank was the great black triangular fin of a hunting
shark. As Nangi watched, bile caught in his throat, the slightly curved fin
swung around, and now it headed straight toward them. It loomed large, so
large. And Nangi could imagine the size of the beast beneath. Thirty feet,
forty. Its gaping jaws... His eyes squeezed shut at the next lurch, his

stomach turning over and he was retching again, what little there was left in
him spewing up all over himself and Gotaro. "No," he moaned. "Oh, no." But he
was far too weak to raise his voice. It was his worst nightmare come to life.
Death held no terror for him. But this... "That's why I was trying to stop

the bleeding so completely. He picked us up over an hour ago, when you were
still gushing. I thought if I could stop it in time he'd get tired of hanging
around and go after something else. I couldn't." On the shark's third pass, a
section of three tubular baffles, already weakened by the crash, broke away.
Something at least ten feet in front of the slashing dorsal fin snapped the
baffles in two beneath the unquiet surface of the ocean. Nangi began to
shiver anew, and this time even Gotaro's human warmth couldn't deflect him.
His teeth began to chatter and he felt blood leaking from his ruined

eye. "This 1s no way for a warrior to die," he whispered. The wind took his
words, flung them away from him like a hateful child. He put his weary head
against Gotaro's shoulder and at last broke down fully. "I'm afraid, Sato-san.
Not of death itself. But the manner in which it has come. Ever since [ was a

child the depths of the sea have terrified me. It is an uncontrollable



fear." "Even a warrior must feel fear." Gotaro's deep rumbling voice filled
Nangi's ear. "A samurai must have his nemesis, just as he must do battle." His
arms closed more tightly about his friend as the bulkhead rocked and
shuddered. Metal shrieked and then was silent. The sea climbed around them.
The fin moved away from them and swung in a tight arc. "This nemesis may come
in many forms, many guises," Gotaro continued as if nothing at all had
happened. "He may be a human foe of flesh and blood. Or then again he may be
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the force of an avenging kami. Or even a demon." Light was fast going out of
the sky, the encroaching night seemed vast and close at the same time so that
one had the uncomfortable sensations of utter isolation and intense
claustrophobia at the same time. The clouds were too near for there to be any
stars visible. The darkness, when it came, would be absolute. "The world is
full of demons," Gotaro said, his eyes on the approaching fin, "because life

is haunted by creatures who cannot experience it as we can. As their envy
turns inevitably to hatred, they gain in evil power." One hand reached out

like a bar of iron to grip the bafflings as tightly as he could. "Or so my
grandmother would tell me at night. I could never understand whether it was to
frighten me or to make me more aware that one must fight in life. Always fight
to get what one wants." It was very bad this time, the bulkhead screaming and
canting at an extreme enough angle to allow a wave to wash over them. Nangi
felt them sliding sideways, and beside him Gotaro desperately scrabbling to
halt their slide. Nangi, too, did what he could to help. It did not seem much

to him. When they were righted, Gotaro gathered Nangi back to him, as



protectively as a mother will a small child. The raft still shuddered and
groaned, complaining in the aftermath. Gotaro felt for the rift forming

beneath them as he said, "I thank God now that my younger brother, Seiichi, is
being taken care of by her. She's very old now but so very wise. I think she's
the only one with enough force of will to stop him from illegally enlisting.
He's almost sixteen, and God knows the war would chew him up and destroy him
utterly." Abruptly, his voice changed and he said, "Tanzan, you must promise
me you will look Seiichi up when you get home. My grandmother's house in
Higashiyama-Ku in Kyoto, just off the southern edge of Maruyama

Park." Nangi's vision was going in and out of focus. There was a pain in his
head like a steel spike hammered home and it made all coherent thought an
effort. "I know i1t well. The park." He could see the cryptomeria and cherry
trees, youthful and vibrant, their myriad leaves shivering in the warm breeze
of summer. Bright shirts of the children contrasting with the precise patterns
of kimonos and oiled paper parasols. Music drifting over the carefully mowed
grass, mingling with the laughter. "The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not
want."" Nangi heard the strange litany as if from a great distance yet he felt

the vibrations from Gotaro running through him as if they were connected, and
some of his terror abated, knowing that this great bear of a man was here
beside him. And he thought, Somehow, some way, we'll make it until Noguchi
finds us. "Pray for me, my friend." And abruptly Gotaro was no longer beside
him. Nangi felt the chill wind tearing at him mercilessly and he rocked alone
on the baffled bulkhead. A muffled splash came to him, and his good eye began

to burn as he turned his head this way and that. There was just enough



illumination to see the foam from Gotaro's powerful kicks as he swam away from
the rocking raft. "Come back!" Nangi called. "Oh, Sato-san, please come

back!" Then he gasped, his ragged breath coming like fire, as he spotted the

great curved dorsal fin rising out of the water. It drew him as it repulsed

him, and the fear and loathing stuck in his throat as if it were a physical

thing. He wanted nothing more in the world than to kill the monster and he

cried aloud, his fists beating impotently against his useless thighs as he saw

the black shape cutting through the crests of the waves. Gotaro reared up

once as the thing hit, spinning up and around, half out of the water, hurled

there by the force of primitive nature. Nangi's vision blurred with bitter

tears and he struck at himself over and over as his head bent, the wind

moaning in his ears like the voices of the damned. After a long, long time he
began to pray to a God he did not know or understand but to whom he now turned
for solace and the continuation of life. BOOK TWO CHUN HSING [The shape of
the army] WASHINGTON/NEW YORK/TOKYO/KEY WEST SPRING, PRESENT C. Gordon
Minck, head of Red Station, sat a dizzying eight feet above floor level, his
hydraulic crane-lift chair set at maximum. There was nothing much between him
and the fall straight down to the hardwood floor, and that was the way Minck
liked it; he thought best and most creatively when there was a sense of

danger. His was the only office in the building—six short blocks from the
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White House—without wall-to-wall carpeting. That was because Minck wanted
nothing in here to dampen sound. He was a fanatic on the keenness of the six

senses—had been for years, ever since he had graduated at the top of his unit



from the elite Fairchild Academy tucked away in rural Virginia. Most of those
who made it through its awesomely grueling curriculum called the place the
Bonebreaker. Minck was continually asked the importance of the sixth sense
and his answer was always the same, "Intuition is everything." While many of
his fellow station leaders spent more and more time at their increasingly
sophisticated computer consoles, Minck spent less and less. And he could see
the difference. These other men were becoming gray worms, their lined, worried
faces lit by the green phosphor light, racked by increasingly debilitating
headaches until, made aware of the insidiously malignant effects of the
consoles, they began to hire assistants to relay the computer information to
them. They apparently were not disturbed overmuch by the need to replace these
assistants every six months or so, or by the rising budgetary expense of the
maximum security sanatorium housing them within a stone's throw of the
National Zoo, an enormous sprawling mansion over two hundred years old and
designated a National Landmark. Every year the Smithsonian attempted to get it
opened to the public, being ignorant of its real purpose, and every year they
were denied. There were no computer terminals anywhere in Minck's offices;
they were strictly verboten. However, there were a number of printout

stations, one of which was in his spacious office. Two of the walls below the
sixteen-foot ceiling were given over to enormous rectangular panels that
resembled windows more than anything else. This was deliberate. In fact, they
were giant projection screens composed of a particular chemical amalgam able
to "take" the rear-projected holograms, so that they blossomed to life with an

astonishing reality. The holograms, of course, changed from time to time but



mostly, as now, they were of two views of Moscow: of Dzerzhinsky Square, to be
more accurate, the great, open plaza dotted with bundled, astrakhaned
pedestrians and, in the street behind them, one black Zil limousine caught as

it entered the black, blobby hole in the forbidding facade of the structure

known with fear throughout the world as Lubyanka Prison and headquarters for
the KGB. On the other wall was the second view of the square. Minck knew for
a fact that some of the cells within Lubyanka looked out on this other

building across the square, where children strolled with their parents, hand

in hand, too young yet to know or comprehend how close they really were to the
one true embodiment of evil left on earth. Minck was gazing meditatively now
at this second edifice. Once again he opened up his mind, his memories, trying
to find any trace of the hatred, the fear he had once experienced upon looking
out at this same view. Oh, not so expansive of course. The slitted windows in
the outer cells in Lubyanka were not those of a hotel. But Minck remembered.

It had been winter then, the sky grayed with clouds stretched like sinews.

Lights were always on in the vast city as night swept in off the frozen

steppes to the north for its eighteen-hour stay. And everywhere the noise of

the city was muffled by the ubiquitous snow, turning even the most normal of
sounds strange and unreal, increasing Minck's sense of disasso-ciation. How he
had come to hate the snow, for it had brought him to Lubyanka, his wrists
manacled. Snow had hidden the icy patch in the street on which he had skidded.
He would have eluded them otherwise without doubt, for they were
mathematically minded, drilled to precision, but, as with all KGB underlings,

lacking the concept of intuition. Intuition equaled freedom in Minck's mind.



And his intuition would have saved him that chill night in Moscow. Except for
the snow. Snyeg, the Russians called it. In any language he hated it. He
continued to stare at the building that had been his last look at Moscow

before they pulled him from the holding cell and began the "interviews." From
then on his home was a windowless space of not more than fifteen square feet,
with a plywood cot bolted to the wall and a hole down which to wash his waste
products. The stench was appalling, as was the cold. Heat was unheard of in
the inner cells. Sightless, like a rat in the dark, Minck fought to retain

his senses against the numbing effects his interviewers were inducing in him.
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And to that end he conjured up in his mind memories of the view from his
holding cell, for a time certain that it was the last sliver of the world he

would ever see. He observed the young Russian couples walking, the families
trudging through the last of the spring snows—for these holograms revolved
with the seasons—and felt the clear space within him, the embers of passionate
hate and terror that consumed him, that, for the instant before he crossed

over the border into neutral territory, had caused him to pause, to consider
wildly returning and killing them all singlehanded. And like a careful cowboy
on a dry and dusty plain, Minck kicked over these glowing ashes, nurturing the
essence of that hate: Protorov. He gave his whole attention to the crenellated
building in the hologram that had come to mean even more to him than its
sinister sister structure across the square: the Moscow Children's World
department store. His eyes closed in easy meditation. His finger depressed

one of a series of studs recessed into the left arm of his chair. "Tanya," he



said softly into the void of the room, "two directives. One: get that Doctor
Kidd—what's his Christian name? Timothy?—on the phone. If he's not at the Park
Avenue office, try Mount Sinai Hospital. Get him out of rounds." "What
pseudonym shall we use as imprimatur?" The voice that emerged from the hidden
speaker system was husky, with just a trace of a foreign slur. "Oh, let's be
ingenious today, shall we? Use the Department of International Export

Tariffs." "Very good." "Second," Minck said, "since our time seems to be
rapidly running out, invade ARRTS and call up the file on Linnear NMN
Nicholas." It was Justine's first day on the job and she was uncomfortable as

a cat on a hot tin roof. For more than three years she had been more or less
happily ensconced in her own one-woman company, delivering free-lance
advertising concepts to medium-range accounts. While she had not amassed a
fortune, her talents were such that even in an uncertain economy she had
managed to do quite well. Of course from time to time she had received offers
to join agencies, but the comfort of working for herself had always outweighed
the increased security that working for someone else would give her. But
meeting Rick Millar had begun to change all that. Just over six weeks ago Mary
Kate Sims had phoned Justine in frantic need of a project designer. Mary Kate
worked for Millar, Soames & Robberts, one of the newer agencies with a high
profile and even higher net yearly bookings. Two of their best designers were
down with the flu and would Justine be a dear and fill in on the American
Airlines project? It was a rush job, but Mary Kate said she could guarantee
Justine a sizable bonus for on-time delivery. Justine took the project,

working on it eighteen hours a day for almost a week. But ten days later, into



three or four of her own projects—one of which was giving her fits—she had
forgotten all about Mary Kate and her American Airlines package. Until the
call from Rick Millar, the head of the agency. Apparently American had loved
Justine's 1dea so much they were turning what had been a New York regional
into a national campaign. The firm of Millar, Soames & Robberts had received a
sizable bonus and a long-term contract with American. Rick said that he had
loved Justine's idea before the agency had submitted it to American. Justine
did not know whether or not to believe him. He made a lunch date with

her. The following week they met at La Cote Basque, a superb French
restaurant that Justine had read about several times in Gourmet but had never
actually been to. Yet the delicious food was the least memorable aspect of
those several hours because, as it turned out, Millar had more on his mind
than just wanting to meet her. "Justine," he said, over drinks, "I'm

basically a people-oriented person in business as well as in my private life.

I believe in creating an atmosphere that allows my employees to work at full
throttle. "But more than that, I allow certain individuals to cut across
departmental boundaries when their talents warrant it." He took a sip of his
bourbon. "I think you're such a person. A job with us wouldn't be all that
different for you than having your own business." He grinned. "Except of
course that you'd make a ton of money and build your rep among the high-level
accounts that much quicker." Justine put her drink aside for the moment, her
heart hammering. "Are you giving me a direct job offer?" Millar
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nodded. "Isn't this supposed to come over the Grand Marnier soufflé¢ or



something?" He laughed. "I'm a maverick in every way." She watched him for a
time. He was fairly young, perhaps just forty. His hair was thick and long
enough to reach his collar. Streaked blond, brushed straight back, it could

just as easily belong to a surfer from Redondo Beach. He had a good hard face
with the hint of crow's feet at the corners of his intelligent, wide set

blue-green eyes. He had the kind of nose that made you think of Mercedes, pink
gins, and polo along the carefully manicured greensward of the Connecticut
shore. He should have had a cable-knit sweater spread on his back. But his
manner belied all that. "I can see the wheels turning in there," he said as

they were served the first course of fresh bluepoint oysters. He grinned

again, a sunny, somehow reassuring expression that showed good white teeth. "I
wasn't born into money. [ worked hard to get where I am today." But she found
that she had little appetite, because she knew that she was going to take him

up on his offer. Dreams like this one rarely came along in life. Though the

idea turned her edgy, she had learned early to grab them before they slipped
irretrievably by. In fact, she had been so keyed up about the job that she

had asked Rick if she could start on the following day. Friday, instead of
waiting through the weekend. With Nicholas just gone she had had no plans, and
three idle days, waiting, was too much for her patience. So it was that she

had shown up just past eight—a full hour before she had to—at Madison Avenue
and Fifty-fourth Street. The offices of Millar, Soames & Robberts were three
glittering twenty-first-century floors of the sleekest furnishings money could
buy, with floor-to-ceiling windows in every executive office, and mechanical

and production departments that would surely make her work a snap—she had been



so used to doing everything herself. Now, as Rick had said to her over lunch,
she could concentrate on ideas, allowing others to complete her

sketches. Rick himself introduced Justine to Min, her secretary. She was no
more than twenty and, with the patch of green in her dark hail, seemed to be

the agency's concession to the post-punk era. But Justine soon found out that
beneath the wild hair was a sharp brain that understood all the convoluted
workings of the organization. Justine's office was a floor below Mary Kate's
and, because Mary Kate was a vice president, it was somewhat smaller than her
friend's. But it was light and airy. A fresh-looking coleus with a pink satin

good luck ribbon tacked to it sat on a desk otherwise empty save for a phone.
The office was sparsely furnished with, it seemed, an agglomeration of
cast-offs. Rick apologized for the state of the office, saying that the

company was in the midst of reorganizing departments and that Min would bring
her a stack of furnishing and accessory catalogs "so that things can get
straightened out in a couple of weeks." She thanked Rick for the plant and,
putting it beside the window, sat behind her new desk. Her first call was to
Nicholas, in her excitement forgetting that it was the middle of the night in
Tokyo. The hotel balked at putting the call through, the officious operator
asking if it was an emergency. When she explained to her what the local time
was, Justine settled for leaving a message, not knowing of course that he was
out wandering through Jan Jan. But as she cradled the receiver, she
experienced a sharp pang of sadness. She had never felt more acutely Nicholas'

absence or her desire for him to return. She had fought with desperation the

fear and anxiety welling up inside her when he had told her he was going to



work for her father. Were her feelings irrational or real? When it came to her
father, she knew that she felt trapped by her emotions. The shape of her life
had been dictated by Raphael Tomkin. As a woman in her twenties, she had had
love affairs abruptly severed without her knowing; as a teenager, she had seen
the devastation his harshness and self-involvement had wreaked on her mother;
as a child, she had been rendered fatherless by his business affairs. Even
though Nicholas' new job was temporary, she had been terrified that it would
turn out to be a permanent position. She knew only too well how persuasive her
father could be when he set his mind to it. She had been terrified too of his
going away. So soon after the terrible nightmare with Saigo, who through
Justine herself had almost succeeded in killing Nicholas, she felt that being
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alone was a kind of exquisite agony. She knew that whatever it was Saigo had
done to her had scarred her for life, despite all Nicholas' efforts to

exorcise that particular devil from her. True, she was free from Saigo's

arcane grip over her, but she could never be free of the memories. In the
deepest shoals of night, when Nicholas lay peacefully sleeping beside her, she
would awake with a shivery start, into a nightmare. I almost murdered him,

she found herself repeating to herself as if there were a stranger alive

inside her body to whom she must make sense of this. How could 1?7 Another
repeating riff, an agonizing counterpoint. I'm not even capable of killing a

fish, let alone another human being, my own love. That, of course, might have
been her salvation: the conviction that she could not kill and therefore was

not responsible. But the nightmare continued to stalk her. Had not Nicholas



stopped her, she would most assuredly have killed him. Just as Saigo had
programmed her to. She was not concerned with responsibility. Only with a
guilt greater than any she had ever known. But, oh, she ached for him even as
she feared for him every moment he was in Japan, every moment he was with her
father. For she knew intimately all the myriad ways Raphael Tomkin had of
getting what he wanted. He could be bullheaded or subtle, as the occasion
warranted. He could get you even when you were certain he wouldn't. She
shuddered now within the confines of her new office. Oh, Nicholas, she
thought. If only I had -been able to make you see what he's like. I don't want
him to steal you away from me. Because the thought of Nicholas permanently
wedded to Tomkin Industries was more than she could bear. She wanted her
father out of her life, had struggled all through her formative years for just
such an objective, even going so far as to change her last name to Tobin. And
she knew that if there was a chance that he would come back into her life she
would move heaven and earth to prevent it. Angry now as well as lonely, she
dialed Mary Kate's extension. If Nicholas had phoned at this moment, she would
have spat at him for putting her in such an impossible position, for making
her fear for him and them both. Justine was told that her friend was ina
meeting, so again she left a message, hoping they could have lunch and
celebrate. Then she asked Min to come in. Together they began working out
logistics, departmental and otherwise, so that Justine could get on with her
first projects for Millar, Soames & Robberts. * * * It took all of Nicholas'
training to cover his true feelings. The shock had been so great, so totally

unexpected that he had taken that one lurching step backward, losing for an



instant his centrism, exhibiting a certain paleness of complexion, a momentary
flaring of the nostrils as animal instinct threatened ascendancy; he was

certain no one had noticed. His face closed down like a steel trap as the soft
mix of voices from all around him faded.... And he was back in New York, his
long dai-katana drawn, its gleaming blade arching away toward Saigo. He took a
step forward and his cousin said, "You believe that Yukio is alive, somewhere,
and thinking every so often of the old days with you. But, oh no, this is not

so!" He laughed as they continued to circle each other with murderous intent.
He looked into Nicholas' eyes as he said, "She lies at the bottom of the

Straits of Shimonoseki, cousin, precisely where I dumped her. "She loved you,
you know. With every breath she breathed, with every word she spoke. And at
last it drove me out of my mind. She was the only woman for me... without her
there were only men." His eyes blazed like coals, red-rimmed and mad. He was
bleeding heavily. "You made me kill her, Nicholas!" he blurted out in sudden
accusation. For months Nicholas had lived with that pain, a black cyst of
torment he rarely let out into the light of day. And now to see... It was not

as 1f Akiko Ofuda looked like Yukio: a family resemblance, a sister even. Her
face was Yukio's. And as for her figure, well, certainly there were

differences. But Nicholas had last seen Yukio in the winter of 1963 on that
long, terrible journey south to Kumamoto and Saigo. And when he had returned
at last to Tokyo, alone and confused, everything had changed. Satsugai,

Saigo's father, had been murdered. Then the Colonel, Nicholas' father, died.
Shortly thereafter, Cheong, his mother, had committed seppuku with her

sister-in-law, Itami, as second. Now, staring hard at Akiko Ofuda, Nicholas
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wondered wildly whether Saigo had lied that one last time. Was it possible? He
was a master of twisted truths. He had been dying when he told Nicholas. What
would that have made him do? Lie or tell the truth at last? Whatever would
hurt Nicholas the most. Truth or fiction? Nicholas could not tell. Yet how
Akiko had stared at him from the moment he was close enough for her to see
him. Though there were more than a hundred people at the affair, her eyes had
locked on his. She had created the aura of mystery, hiding her face until he

was quite close. She had used her fan deliberately. Why? If she were not
Yukio, why would she have any interest in him? And yet to turn up here as
Sato's soon-to-be-wife... The wild coincidence did not escape him. Nicholas,
quite rightly, did not trust in coincidences as a force of nature. All

through the ceremony, as the traditional sake cup was being passed from Sato
to Akiko, Nicholas' mind was preoccupied by the bizarre puzzle. But the more
he thought, the more he seemed to become entangled in a mare's nest of
questions without answers. It was clear to him that he would get nowhere until
he could speak to Akiko herself. And yet his mind would not stop turning over
the possibilities: was she, wasn't she? His eyes stared at her bleakly. That
face, her face. It was as if he had suddenly stepped into a haunted house and
now, confused, could not find his way out again. It felt precisely as if all

solid ground had fled. Was the ceremony long or short? He could not tell. He
was suspended in an agony of not knowing. Hope, fear, anger, and cynicism all
mixed inside him. His own thoughts and memories took precedence over outside

events. His body went through the proper motions like an automaton. And



always he found her looking at him. Those eyes he had known so well, had loved
so desperately, so wildly, so utterly passionately in the dark days of his

youth locked with his. He tried to read some kind of emotion there and,
because he was a master of this as well as of many other things, he was
dismayed to find that he drew a blank. Did he see mockery there or love,
desire or betrayal? He found he had no way of knowing and this, too, was as
frightening as this kami resurrected from his past. All Nicholas could think

of was getting a chance to talk to Akiko. But quickly he saw just how

difficult it was going to be to get her alone. With the ceremony's end,

clusters of friends immediately gathered around the couple, wishing them well,
offering their congratulations. Others began to drift away down the narrow
dirt path toward the edge of the lake below, where striped pavilions had been
erected the night before. There was no space for him. The best he could do
was to offer Ms own congratulations to them both. Sato was smiling hugely,
being very American about it, pumping hands just like a canny senator in his
re-election bid. Tomkin grunted at Nicholas' elbow, said, "I'm about ready
for him to pass out the cigars." He turned his head away. "You go on to the
reception. My gut still hurts; I'm going back to the hotel. I'll send the car

back for you." Alone, Nicholas began to walk down the path circling the
cliffs. Ahead of him he could see Sato and Akiko, still surrounded by
well-wishers. There was laughter and gaiety now that the stiff formality of
the ceremony had been dispensed with. He saw her descending through the
darkness and light, the moving shadows of the pines painting abstract symbols

upon the delicate curve of her back. A slight swaying of the shoulders and



hips, appearing and disappearing as he descended behind her. The wedding, the
crowds, the swirling chattering talk faded so that he was alone with her and

the elements. He was acutely aware of the sunlight, the shadows, the scents of
pine and cedar, incense and wild lemon, but only as they pertained to

her. Her passage was like the return of the plovers after a long, sere winter
when the ground was rimed with frost and only the glowing hearths emanated
warmth. Once Nicholas had likened Yukio to the fading pale petals that fall

on the last of hanami's three days. Although many said that at hanami's peak,

the second day, the cherry blossoms were most beautiful, still, to almost

every Japanese the third-day petals were most affecting. For it was on that

last day when one truly understood the ineffable nature of beauty's

transience. But now what was he to think? His whole reality had been turned
upside down. Was Akiko Yukio? How could she still be alive? Had Saigo pulled
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one last diabolical trick from beyond the grave? Had he kept Nicholas from her
all this time when she was alive and... He could not go on with that thought;

the 1dea made him sick to his stomach with the intensity of longing and bitter
frustration. Then he managed to get hold of himself. He knew where he was and
what he would have to do in order to find the answers to all these questions.
He would have to allow his Eastern side complete ascendancy. Time... and
patience. He knew that he would have to employ them both if he was to
successfully break this maddening riddle. Meanwhile he would just have to
ignore his breaking heart. He had been watching Alix Logan for over five

months now. Through the sun-drenched streets of Key West, along the narrow,



flat beaches, in and out of the small clothing and jewelry boutiques. He had
even gone with her when she went to pick up her dog, a large brindled
Doberman. He cringed when he saw the neat white and black sign hanging from a
crosstree on the lawn: Gold Coast Obedience School, and in smaller letters
beneath: Police and Attack Training Our Specialty. And the one thing he had
learned from all that time on the job was that there was no conceivable way in
to her. Alix Logan was a looker. She had a slender model's body, long thick
hair the color of honey, streaked nicely now by the Florida sun. Her eyes were
an intense green. He had seen them only through the compact Nikon 7 x 20
binoculars, flattened by the lens' prisms into ovoid orbs as large as the

sun. For just over five months she had been his universe, this powerful man
with the wide shoulders and the cowboy's pushed-in face. He had dogged her for
so long and so intensely that it was as if he were living with her. He knew
what she ate, what her tastes in clothes and men were. What she liked, what
she didn't like. Her favorite item was a hot fudge sundae with coffee ice

cream and two cherries. What she disliked most were the pair of monsters who
shadowed her constantly. At least that was how she thought of them. He had
heard her call one just that, "Monster!" as she accosted him on the pier one
bright cloudless afternoon, rushing into the shadows to deliver her
impassioned message to him directly, using her small fists on his burly chest
for emphasis. The monster stared at her impassively from out of his close-set
brown eyes. "I'm fed up!" she screamed at him. "I can't take it anymore. I
thought it'd be all right down here. But it's not. I can't work, 1 can't

sleep, I can't even make love without you monsters breathing fire on my back."



Her honey hair whipped in the salt wind. "Please, please, please, just leave
me alone!" The monster turned his face away from her and, crossing his
massive arms across his chest, began to whistle something from a Walt Disney
movie. The man with the cowboy's lined face witnessed all this from the small
boat he sat in, gently rocking at pierside while he worked on his fishing
tackle, a stained canvas hat scrunched down low over his forehead, putting his
face in black shadow. They knew him here as Bristol and that was how he liked
it. He also responded to "Tex," a rather unimaginative nickname Tony, the
dockmaster, had given him, owing to his face. "Tex" Bristol. If you thought
about it for more than a moment, it was idiotic. But then, he thought, this

whole scene was something for the books. He finished his work on his rod and
prepared to shove off. On the pier, Alix Logan, tears trembling like diamonds
in the corners of her eyes, was stalking stiff-legged away from the monster,
toward the gangplank of a pleasure boat. He cast off, heard the twin screws

of the engines thrumming liquidly behind him. He picked up speed, the thought
of marlin in his head. Far from shore, he had to laugh. For someone dead and
buried, he was leading a remarkably action-filled life. Akiko Ofuda Sato felt
the press of her husband's hand in the limo on the way home from the
reception. Felt the heat emanating from his body, the pressure of his lustful
spirit so close beside her. He made no overt move, but in all other aspects

she felt the electricity crackling through him as they drew closer and closer

to home. Multiple images, thronging her mind in such profusion they tumbled
end over end over each other, of her voyeuristic nights in the house, of the

bodies of all the gifts she had presented him with over the long months, made



her gasp inwardly with a manufactured excitement. She squeezed Sato's hand,
the edges of her lacquered nails scratching gently along the warm flesh of his
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palm. Once inside, she went immediately to the bathroom and, doffing her
kimono, removed all her undergarments. Naked, she carefully wrapped her kimono
around herself, tying the obi, checking her makeup in the mirror. She

reapplied eye shadow and lipstick. The master bedroom was in the omoya, far
from the six-tatami room where he had received his gifts. Those women had
never been allowed into this section of the house. They were outsiders, after

all, not family. On a pedestal not far from the generous futon bed was a

sculpture of Ankoku Doji, scowling fiercely, one leg up in the classic sitting
position. He was an aide to the kings of hell and, putting brush to a
paper-covered plank, it was his responsibility to annotate the sins of each
penitent who entered that unholy court to be tried for his misdeeds on

earth. This particular Ankoku Doji was carved from camphorwood, dated to the
thirteenth century. Akiko hated him. His sculpted eyes seemed to follow her,
seemed to know what she planned to do to his owner. As soon as she was well
ensconced here she was determined to move him to another place, preferably one
she did not visit often. Sato welcomed her to his futon. They drank hot sake

and he made several jokes. She made sure she laughed although she barely heard
them. Was she terrified or revolted at the prospect of being penetrated by

her sworn enemy? She used all her prodigious skills to push down the black

tide that threatened to engulf her mind. She did not want to think about what

Sun Hsiung had said to her, but she had no choice. Sato touched her and she



jumped. Her eyes flew open and she realized they had been squeezed shut as if
that physical act could blot out the reverberations filling her mind. "You

are an empty vessel which [ will now proceed to fill," Sun Hsiung had said to
her. "You came to me of your own volition. You must remember that in the days
and weeks and months to come. Your time will be long here. It is not
inconceivable that you will feel a desire to leave. I will tell you now that

you cannot. That if you harbor any suspicion that you cannot tolerate

hardship, pain, arduous labor, then you must leave immediately. Now is the
time, the only time. Do I make myself clear?" And with terror filling her

heart like a rush of water, she had nodded, said, "I do," just as if these

were marriage vows she was taking. And, oh, they were, she thought now. They
were. The silk of her kimono was sliding with a whisper across the pale
expanse of her shoulder, guided by his deft hand. This close to him,

surrounded only by the silence of the empty house—for all servants had been
dismissed for the night, to stay free of charge at the city's most plush

hotel, Sato's wedding present to them— she felt his male presence much the way
a female fox is aware of her mate. There was no more than the acknowledgement
of lust, of one brief moment stolen out of the net of time. What she was

about to begin had no more to do with love than a pair of microorganisms
coming together. What true feelings she had for him she could not express

until the moment of her vengeance was at hand. Her nostrils dilated sharply,
scenting his odor. Her kimono had slipped off both her shoulders and now she
pressed her hands across herself as a schoolgirl might, embarrassed by her

newly budding breasts. Sato leaned forward and brushed his lips against her



throat. Akiko closed off that private part of her which was most dear to her,
accepting what might come. She felt his hands sliding over her shoulders, and
she willed herself out of her stupor, parting his own kimono, the bright red
angular pattern breaking up into shards as the folds began to appear. He was
naked long before she was, his flesh warm beneath her probing fingers. He was
virtually hairless, his skin smooth and unblemished. She put her cheek against
his belly, felt the pulse of his life beating in her ear like the surf along

the far shore. This meant nothing to her. It was as if she had put her ear to

the bole of a tree. He lifted her upward and now they lay, body against body.
Her legs were closed, his were spread apart. There seemed a second heart down
there, pulsing in a rhythm all its own. She felt its insistent push as it

grew, insinuating itself between her thighs, another kind of serpent. She
reached her hand down and cupped his scrotum. He groaned and she thought it
gave an answering throb. She touched the base of his shaft. Gently, he began
to roll over, to move her onto her back. She had never been so aware of one
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part of her anatomy before. The insides of her thighs burned as if she had
pressed herself against an oven and her flesh there rippled as if in

terror. If he saw too soon, if his love was not enough to dissuade him, he
would surely reject her. She saw him throwing her out into the street, saw
herself banished from the city as it had been done centuries before when the
Shogun held sway and her kind would not be permitted into the bed of a
samurai, let alone be his bride. She understood that at this moment there was

absolutely no difference between her and her mother. This terrified her beyond



all measure, and she commenced to shake like a leaf. Her husband mistook her
fear for passion, and groaned aloud. He had placed her on her back. She could
feel the soft silk of her open kimono on her flesh like a sensuous caress.

Sato loomed over her, his muscular body throwing her breasts and belly into
shadow. She raised her arms, her fingers and palms tracing the ridges and
bulges of his muscles. She used the pads of her thumbs to press inward. "You
like my arms?" he whispered. Her eyes, black jade, stared up at him,
unblinking, delivering the answer he wished for. "Ah, yes," he breathed. "Ah,
yes." His head came down and his open lips encompassed a nipple. He moved
from one breast to another, nuzzling and licking. Akiko felt nothing. His
fingertips rolled one nipple while he sucked on another and now she gasped at
the contrast between the warm sofiness of his mouth and the rough-calloused
rubbing of his fingers. She did not know whether to scream or to cry. She did
neither, merely bit her lower lip, exhaling sharply. She put her fingers in

her mouth, transferred saliva to the spot between her thighs. Then she felt
herself being turned on her side, Sato's heated body behind her. His hand
gently lifted her upper leg and centered in on the core of her. She gasped as
she felt him between her thighs in the tangled forest of her pubic hair. His
fingers pressed open her lips, and she thought briefly again of all his gifts,

the movements of his lovemaking. Then she was opening herself to him, feeling
the thick hotness of him like a bar of iron between her legs. She began to
weep. His breath hissed in her ear and she could feel the tightening of his
powerful arms about her. Her buttocks were hard against him as he moved around

and around at the entrance to her vagina until he could stand it no



longer. With a great groan and a violent heave, he pushed himself all the way
into her. Akiko's eyes opened so wide the whites showed all around. An engine
of fire started up in her chest so that she could not breathe. She felt a

fearful tearing in her loins, a great filling up, a pressure on her entrails

as if she had stuffed herself with food. She was overcome by sensation and

she cried out wildly. Sato, misinterpreting her, lunged in even deeper, trying
to establish an erotic rhythm. Akiko's mind was filled with black visions.

All the myriad demons of hell seemed to be rising out of their moldy beds to
dance in the firelight in'her mind's eye. Nights bound in the highland castle
paraded in lurid detail before her like a shameless whore. Her head whipped
back and forth, her long unbound hair slapping against Sato, enflaming him all
the more. Kyoki. The sensei of darkness. His name made her moan and bite her
lip against the unfurling memories like shrouds for the dead. For that was how
she thought of herself now. Dead. Like ships in the night on a storm-tossed
tumultuous sea, they rocked to and fro, Akiko locked inside his embrace,
allowing him this cruel dominance. There was foam on her lips, hatred in her
heart. She had never before offered up her body unwillingly; she never wanted
to again, though she knew that she must to preserve this marriage until its
bloody end. Yet she knew what to do; she could give pleasure without ever
receiving it. This too was part of the role she had assigned herself. Weeping
still, she reached back between her thighs, grasping his swinging sac. At the
same time she clenched her inner muscles, working on the engorged head buried
inside her slick channel. Her hips revolved in a rapid corkscrew motion. She

squeezed lightly with her hand. She heard his deep groan, felt his muscles



trembling all around her, and knew that his orgasm was imminent. I cannot
allow him to do it, she thought wildly. Tomorrow or the night after. But not
now. With a little cry, she pulled herself away from him, turning to slide

her open lips over his moist, vibrating shaft, teasing him with the faintest
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of feathery touches until he grabbed at her flung hair and begged her for
sweet release. It was only then that she began to suck, hollowing her cheeks,
urging him onward to completion with her fingers. Her other hand covered her
pubic mound as if staunching a wound, her thighs close together. She held
herself all the firmer at the instant of his sexual convulsions, as a child
caresses a deep hurt to ease the pain. And then she willed her new husband to
sleep, watching him drift off, staring blindly down the lightless corridor of
her. own past at what she might have been. Akiko rolled carefully over and
silently rose from her nuptial bed. For a moment she stood naked, in utter
quietude, staring down at the form of Seiichi Sato, slumbering and

sated. From the enigmatic look on her beautiful face it was impossible to

tell what she was feeling. Perhaps it was tine what Sun Hsiung had once told
her, ""You do not fully understand anything that you feel." But if that were

so, she told herself, I could never have learned what I have. I could never
have gone beyond the Kuji-kiri and the Kobudera, the arcane disciplines that
Saigo had mastered. And, she thought triumphantly, I never could have killed
that clever fox, Masashigi Kusunoki. She had used jaho and it had worked,
masking the nature of her intent from even such an adept as he. But her

delight was short-lived. Shaking her head, her long unbound hair a blue-black



cascade across her shoulder, down her back, she bent and retrieved her
multicolored kimono. It was the one she had worn at the wedding reception
earlier today. She drew it about her as a child will wrap a bathrobe warm
from the radiator around herself in order to ward off more than the chill of
night. She had numbed herself in order to ward off what she thought of as an
attack. It had been a time when, she told herself repeatedly, she had to

retreat now 1n order to have her revenge. But there was a vile taste in her
mouth, salty-sweet like blood. Her own blood. Never before had she detested
so intensely her karma. Her training should have protected her from these
feelings, and it surprised and disconcerted her that she should feel so
violated by one simple act. That it had been a necessary one did not seem to
matter at all. She was weeping again in silent agony. Barefoot, she left the
bedroom, making her way through the dark house until she found the fusuma that
opened out onto the Zen garden. It was always peaceful there. Above the one
ancient crypto-meria the stars glittered hard and twinkling like the many

teeth of some grinning nocturnal predator. For one long moment, she allowed
the barriers to fall away from her. Thoughts of Nicholas entered her
consciousness, seeping through her like woodsmoke. For just an instant an
unfamiliar powerful emotion gyred, filling her up to the bursting point, and,
her neck arched, her face turned heavenward, she allowed herself to yearn for
surcease. Up there, a million miles from anything known, she could be free.
Striding through the utter blackness of space, she might at last rest from the
turmoil that beset her. But the feeling only lasted a moment, then she was

earthbound again. Her head came down and her dark eyes contemplated the



precise grandeur of the garden. Less was more here, a uniquely Japanese
esthetic. The pebbles which covered the ground were hand picked for their
size, shape, and color. They were carefully raked twice a day in order to
maintain the precise symmetry the garden's designer had labored so hard to
create. Three black, angular rocks jutted up from different parts of the

garden. In contrast to the pebbles, each one was unique unto itself, its

ridges and rills affecting the onlooker in varying ways, triggers for the
evocation of disparate moods. The place was tranquil and invigorating at the
same time. Akiko turned her head and sat on the cold stone bench, her legs
tucked neatly under her. Her hands were folded in her lap, the fingers relaxed
and slightly curved. The attitude was so wholly feminine that it was quite
impossible to tell what unimaginable bursts of coordinated energy this body
was capable of. She was acutely aware of the arc of a shadow inside her, a
demarcation between light and dark whose edge was as finely honed as the most
masterfully forged katana blade. From this place of shade she felt the

rippling of her hatred, her longing to wreak a horrendous vengeance. Her body
trembled in anticipation, there was a low rumbling shaking her brain apart,
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making her moan as if she were in exquisite pain. Then she felt a veil of
wind caress her cheek, cooling her. Sweat dried along her hairline, the
precise symmetry of the garden seized her, and she was altogether calm again.
She sighed in the aftermath of a great storm and closed her eyes. Her head

felt heavy, and as her pulsebeat slowed, she reviewed the events of the

evening. In the stillness of the Zen pebble garden, Akiko was thankful that



she did not have to contend with a mother-in-law. For Sato's mother, like all
Japanese mothers, would rule this house. Wasn't that why the central living
section was called omoya by tradition: mother house. Akiko shuddered inwardly.
How would she possibly be able to endure the orders of the heramochi, the one
with the right to hold the spoon used to serve rice, the head of the

household. No. Far better that she was dead and buried along with Sato's
war-hero brother. Alone with only the cryptomeria, blacker even than the
surrounding night, with the shadows of the Zen stones striking her in odd
rippling patterns, Akiko stood up and, under the scrutiny of the pinpoint
uncaring stars, threw off her kimono in one convulsive gesture. Naked, the

hard blue light vying with the pink neon excrescence from Shinjuku and the
faraway Ginza, boulevards that never slept, she stepped out onto the precisely
raked rows of pebbles. They felt so cold and smooth on her bare

soles.' Between two of the jutting black rocks she spread herself, draped on
the flat ground, curled and serpentine, half in light, half in shadow, and

became one with all that surrounded her. There was an acute irony in using
Tanya against the Russians, an elliptical symmetry that affected Minck in just
the same way as did gazing upon one of Thomas Hart Benton's huge canvases: its
very existence made life worth living. After Moscow, Minck had needed
elements to demonstrate to him in a direct fashion the nobler, the elegant and
uplifting aspects of life. His incarceration had leeched that part of his

memory away. In returning to America he had had to learn the positive aspects
of the human race all over again. He looked up now as he sensed Tanya's

approach. That was another consequence of his imprisonment. Some unseen layer



of his mind had been rubbed away by the constant scrutiny he had been under,
and like sandpaper taken to skin, what was revealed underneath was a
hypersensitivity to human presence. Minck stared into those cool blue eyes,
dotted with gray. They were large and direct, and they were always the first
things he saw when he looked at her. That was his own personal

purgatory. They were the eyes of Mikhail. Her brother's eyes. Mikhail, the
dissident, had been the reason for Minck's infiltration into Moscow 1n the

first place. Mikhail had sent a message into the West: he possessed
information vital to the American secret service system. Minck had been chosen
by computer—because of his facility with idiomatic Russian as well as his
somatic matchup with the Slavic Caucasian type—and they had sent him in to
pull Mikhail out or, if that were, as they put it, unfeasible, to extract the
information from him. But in pursuit of that knowledge, he had been traduced.
Someone in Mikhail's cell had been turned, and Minck's rdv with the dissident
had ended in a hail of submachine-gun fire literally tearing Mikhail in two,

in spotlights picking Minck out of the shadows, the snow falling, falling. All
sounds muffled, blood in the snow like chips of coal strewn in an explosion of
malice, chain-wrapped tires clink-clink-clinking in his ears as he ran from

the raised voices, the muzzles spewing red death hidden behind the angry glare
of the spotlights. And running through the knifing cold, snowflakes riming his
lashes, blinding him, making him think, oddly, of Kathy, his college
sweetheart, his wife. How she loved the snow, holding out her delicate hand,
laughing in delight as one by one the flakes landed on her flesh, melting only

after giving up their secret to her, only her. Slipping on the patch of ice,



undone by the blanket of snow, his ankle wrenching, going down, and then
strong arms binding him, lights in his face, the gassy smells of cabbage and
borscht invading his nostrils, voices harsh and guttural, "Gde bumagie! Kak
vass zavoot!" Where are your papers? What is your name? repeated over and
over, life already reduced down to one dull fragment. Eight years

ago. "Carroll?" She was the only one who knew what the C. stood for; the
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only one who would dare use it if it were known. It was the only outward
manifestation he would permit of the powerful bond between them. "Yes,
Tanya." She glanced down at the brief he had been reading. "Is the file on
Nicholas Linnear complete?" "No file on a human being is ever complete, no
matter how up to date it is. [ want you to remember that." He said this last
needlessly since Tanya remembered everything. Looking at her again, Minck was
struck anew by how much she resembled Mikhail. Both had the finely chiseled,
high-cheek-boned face of the purebred White Russian rather than the broad,
coarse-structured visage of the Slav. Both had that thick, straight shock of
hair, though in latter days Tanya had had hers dyed a deep-burnished blond
because, she said, it helped dampen the memories. After he had broken out of
Lubyanka, a colonel's blood on his trembling hands, with all of the
considerable might of the Komitet Gosudarstvennoy Bezopasnost marshaled
against him, with the militia out beating on dissident necks to extract
information on his whereabouts, Tanya had led him out of Moscow and,
eventually, Russia. He owed her a lot, and it had incensed him when in the

hands of the Family—in those days, of course, there was no Red Station—they



had taken her away from him and, in a lightless cell, had begun on her what
the KGB had worked on him. He soon put a stop to that, risking his own
termination in the process. But that was only his first stumbling step to
reclaiming a life that he thought had been cut away from him as surely and as
professionally as a surgeon takes a scalpel to flesh. Because of his
incarceration, he was himself suspect at first. But when he delivered
Mikhail's information to them they saw reason and no longer suspected him of
having been turned. He never let them know, however, that the information had
come from Tanya long after Mikhail had died in the bloody Moscow fusillade,
torn in frozen chunks from her throat during the long, bitter nights in

hiding, so near the encroaching death drawing in all around them. He had had
little strength after his ordeal and she had done his fighting for him, rising
silently up out of their hiding places in cave or fen to cut down any soldier
who strayed too close, a blood-drenched spectral figure returning to him after
each lethal foray to lead him onward toward freedom. She was strong and she
was hard and she had saved him many times, repaying him for taking her out of
Lubyanka with him. And, he had quickly learned, her mind was as quick and
powerful as was her body. Her memory had been the repository for all of
Mikhail's secrets, he being far too intelligent to commit anything so

explosive to paper. When, three years before, Minck, rising rapidly in the
Family, had proposed the creation of the Red Station to deal with all the
Russias, their satellites, and their global dealings, he was granted eighteen
months in which to deliver what his presentation promised. It had only taken

him eighteen weeks, and from then on a burgeoning slice of the Family's annual



budget was assured. He negotiated for his section much as a good attorney for

a star baseball player will negotiate with a club president. His contract was
airtight. If he continued to deliver. And Minck made certain of that. But it

was not really of budgets, Tanya, or even the Family that Minck was thinking
now. He had sunk deep into an odd kind of reverie that, increasingly, had
become his habit over the past several months. In fact he was wondering how a
highly intelligent, well-trained operations officer named Carroll Gordon Minck
could find himself in such dire straits. It was somewhat of a shock to him,
because after his nightmare ordeal in Lubyanka he never thought he would feel
this way again. In those bleak, bloodfilled days, the memory of Kathy was all
that he had allowed himself to dwell on. Anything to do with the Family was
strictly no go since at any given moment he could be dragged from his steel

cot and shot full of God only knew what new blend of chemicals—psychedelics
and neutral stimulators— so that he would be transported and talking before he
knew that he had opened his mouth. The Russians were at last as intimate with
Kathy as he had ever been. But they knew no more about the Family than they
had the day the snow had worked against him and they had pulled him in. "Gde
bumagie! Kak vass zavoot!" When he returned to America, his relationship with
Kathy was irreparably damaged. He had shared their most intimate moments with
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too many people for whom he felt only fear and loathing. It was as if he had

sat down to discuss his sex life with the man who had just raped his wife.

There had been a silent explosion in his head. He did not love Kathy any less

on his return from his own private hell, but he found that he could not touch



her without being torn out of time and place back to the dank, fearful cell

deep within Moscow. That his mind would not allow, so they remained apart to
the night she was killed. And of course by that time he had convinced himself
that they had stripped him of his capacity to savor sexual release. Then this
whole godawful mess had begun. But still it was beyond him to understand how
he had gotten from there to here, hopelessly in love with a woman whom he
should not—could not—love. Was it only two weeks ago that he had clandestinely
flown down to see her for the weekend? Oh, Christ, but it felt like two years.
He stared blindly down at his hands and had to laugh at himself. Needed to do
that lest he slit his wrists in utter frustration. What an idiot he was! And

yet he could no more stop loving her than he could cease to hate the Russians.
What elation filled him when he thought of the gift she had brought him—a
simple enough pleasure, but one that he had been certain would never be his
again. How could he possibly give that up? And how he longed to confide in
Tanya. He could whisper the secrets of the world into her ear without a
qualm... but not his. No. This he could not allow her to know. Because it was

a clear sign of weakness in him. Then she would look into his eyes with that
stern, Slavic gaze too serious to dismiss and tell him what he ought to do.

And Minck knew what he ought to do; knew that he should have done it months
ago. The woman he loved had to die, had to, for the sake of security. Every

day she remained alive, a potentially damaging leak was walking around. How
many times during these past few months had he picked up the phone and begun
to dial the coded mobile number? And how many times had the termination order

died in his throat, leaving him with the acrid taste of ashes in his mouth. He



could not do it. And yet he knew that he must. "—in here." His head came up.
"I'm sorry; I was—" "Lost in thought," Tanya said. "Yes, I could see." Her
eyes, Mikhail's eyes, held his steadily. "I think it's time for the pool." He
nodded, sighing. She was fond of saying that giving the body a good workout
did the same for the mind. Tanya switched on ARRTS, the
Active/Retrieval/Realtime/ System, an advanced network that the Family had had
installed for Red Station at the behest of its director. The system would now
monitor all incoming and outgoing communication. In this mode it had been
programmed by Minck to deal with the first three nominal levels of data on its
own. For levels four through seven, it would hold before contacting Minck,
wherever he was, for instructions on how to proceed. They took the lead-lined
elevator up three floors to the rec level, passing through two distinct modes

of electronic security checks. Stripped down, Minck had a hard, lean body that
looked at least ten years younger than it was. It seemed a perfectly normal
body until one came close, and then one began to see details forming, the hard
rills and scars, the patches of dead white skin, hairless and glossy. Lubyanka
had been hard on him. He hit the water in a quick flat-arced dive, the

surface barely rippling at'his smooth entrance. In a moment Tanya followed him
into the Olympic-size pool. Both wore brief nylon suits. At these, and perhaps
other times as well, Minck found himself admiring her lithe, muscular body. He
so constantly relied on her steel-trap mind, her unerring cunning at trapping

the Russians at their own game, that these infrequent moments always struck
him anew like revelations from out of the blue. She had the wide shoulders and

narrowish hips of the dedicated female athlete, but there was nothing



masculine about her. Just powerful. And Minck never made the typical man's
mistake of equating the two. They kicked full out for ten continuous laps up
and back the long pool, using each other's speed and stamina to spur
themselves on. Eventually Tanya won, as she always did, but by less of a
margin than she had several months ago. "Close," he said, between breaths. He
wiped the water off his face. "Very damn close." Tanya smiled. "You've been
training harder than I have. I'll have to remember that in future." Reaching
upward, he pulled himself to a sitting position on the tile rim of the pool.
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Water scrolled off him, and his dark hair was plastered down across his
forehead, giving him the look of a Roman senator. His clear gray eyes were
unnaturally large in his face. He had recently shaved off his thick handlebar
mustache and as a result looked astonishingly boyish for his forty-seven

years. Tanya, still treading water, waited patiently for him to begin. He had
had a dour expression on his face ever since he had had the conversation with
Dr. Kidd in New York. She had not been privy to the dialog and Minck had been

particularly unforthcoming about it. She just hoped that was the only thing



weighing on his mind now. He was a man to whom, in far different
circumstances, she could find herself intensely attracted. He had that quality
she most admired in people: the expression of intellectualism through his
physicality. "It's this goddamned Nicholas Linnear," Minck was saying now
with his characteristic abruptness. "I think we're going to have to deal with
him sooner than later." Now she knew how the conversation with Dr. Kidd had
gone, but she said nothing of that. Minck's gray eyes leveled on her. "I

don't for a moment think I'm going to like the bastard; he's too damn
independent for his own good. And of course he's monstrously

dangerous." "I've read the file," she said, pulling herself up beside him.

"He'd never even contemplate aggression." "Oh, no," Minck agreed. "Absolutely
not. And that's our key to him. He's a naif on our territory. We must

therefore make quite certain he stays in our bailiwick so that we can reel him
in when he's given us everything we want." He ran his hands down his nearly
hairless thighs. "Because should he be allowed to return to his own turf, then
God help us. We'll lose him, the Russians, and the whole ball of

wax." "Hello?" "Nick. Nick, where have you been? I've been trying to reach
you all day!" Mumbled something into the receiver. His eyes seemed glued
shut. "Nick?" Images enwrapped him. He had been dreaming of Yukio. A
marriage ceremony before the tomb of the Tokugawa, a black kite wheeling in
the sky, gray plovers darting for cover. Yukio in her white kimono with the
crimson edging, the two of them facing a Buddhist priest. Low chanting filling
the boughs of the pines like snow. "Nick, are you there?" Taking her hand,

the chanting growing, loudening, her head turning, the shock of a yellowed,



drowned skull. Recoiling, stumbling backward, then seeing that it was Akiko...
Akiko or Yukio. Which one? Which one? "Sorry, Justine. Sato's marriage was
yesterday. The reception went on until—" "Never mind that," she said. "I've
got fantastic news." It was only now that he heard the note of excitement like

a line of tension feathering her voice. "What is it?" "I spoke to Rick

Millar the day you left. Remember he'd been romancing me for that dream job?

'"

Well Ttook it! [ was so excited I started Friday!" Nicholas ran a hand

through his hair. It was barely light out, dawn was not far away. Still he
seemed enmeshed in the events of yesterday much as if a new day were not
dawning; he seemed somehow trapped back at that heartstopping moment when
Akiko had slowly lowered her fan. That face! He felt haunted, an outcast from
time, doomed to relive that terrible moment over and over... until he found

the answer. "Nick, have you heard anything I've said?" There was an edge to
her voice now, all the elation punctured out. "I thought you wanted to work
for yourself, Justine," he said, his mind still far away. "I can't see why

you'd want to tie yourself—" "Oh, Christ, Nick!" Her voice, sharpened by
anger, broke in on him. It was all abruptly too much for her: his taking that
loathsome job, his being so far away from her, her fearful loneliness through
the long nights while the deathless ghost of Saigo returned to hover over her,
and now his inattention, mirroring her father's self-absorption when she
needed him the most. And, oh, she needed Nicholas' support now!
"Congratulations. That's what you're supposed to say. I'm happy for you,

Justine. Is that so hard to say?" "Well, I am glad, but I thought—" "Jesus,

Nick." It exploded inside her like a burst dam. "Go to hell, will



you?" Nothing at the other end but dead space, and when he tried to dial her
number it was busy. Just as well, he thought sadly, slowly. I'm not in much
condition to make a success of apologizing. He lay back in bed, naked on top
of the covers, and wondered in how many ways his memories were betraying
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him. Miss Yoshida's discreet knock on his hotel room door came at precisely
nine a.m. She was right on time. "Good morning, Linnear-san," she said. "Are
you ready to go?" "Hai. But I confess I haven't had time to purchase—" Her
arm came around from behind her back, producing a long, wrapped package. "I
took the liberty of bringing you joss sticks. 1 hope you will not be

offended." "On the contrary," he said. "I'm delighted. Domo arigato,
Yoshida-san." It was Sunday. Greydon was up in Misawa visiting his son and
Tomkin was in bed trying to shake the fever his flu was gifting him with. Now
there was time for family obligations. In the smoked-glass-windowed
limousine, heading out of the city, Nicholas saw that she had changed her
makeup. She could have passed for twenty, and he realized that he had no clear
idea of her age. She was very quiet, almost withdrawn. She sat on the other
side of the backseat, deliberately leaving a space between them that might as
well have been a wall. Several times Nicholas was about to say something,
then seeing the look of concentration on her face, thought better of it. At

last Miss Yoshida settled her shoulders and turned to him. Her eyes were very
large. She had chosen to wear traditional Japanese attire, and somehow the
formal kimono, obi, and geta served to further transform her, peeling back the

years. "Linnear-san," she began, then, apparently overcome, closed her mouth.



He saw her take a deep breath, as if screwing up her courage, in preparation

to begin again. "Linnear-san, please forgive what I am about to say, but it

is disturbing to me that you use anata when you speak to me. I entreat you to

use what is proper, omae." Nicholas considered this. What she meant was that
no matter how far the emancipation of women had come in Japan—and there was
certainly a good degree of lip service, at least, paid to this concession to

the changing ways of the modern world-women and men still used different forms
when speaking. In effect, men ordered when they spoke, women pleaded. Anata
and omae meant the same thing, you. Men used omae when speaking to those on
their level or below. Naturally women fell into that category. Women always
used anata, the more polite form, when speaking to men. If they were ever
allowed to use the less polite form it was invariably the omae-san

version. And no matter what anyone said, Nicholas knew, this divergence
engendered in women a certain subservient way of thinking. "It would make me
happy, Yoshida-san," he said now, "if we were to both use the same form. Can
you deny that you as well as I deserve the same politeness in

conversation?" Miss Yoshida's head was down, her liquid eyes in her lap. The
only outward sign of her agitation was the constant twisting of her

fingers. "I beg you, Linnear-san, to reconsider. If you ask this of me I

cannot of course refuse. But consider the ramifications. How could I ever
explain such an egregious social breach to Sato-san." "This 1sn't the feudal
past, Yoshida-san," Nicholas said as gently as he could. "Surely Sato-san is
enlightened enough to understand." Her head came up and he saw the tiny

sparks that might have been incipient tears at the outside edges of her eyes.



"When 1 joined Sato Petrochemicals, Linnear-san, I was the Office Lady. That
was my title, no matter my functions. One of the requirements for Office Lady
was that I possess yoshitanrei." "A beautiful appearance? But that was ten
years ago. These days I cannot imagine that the same holds true." "As you

say, Linnear-san," she said softly, bobbing her head in obvious acquiescence.
She could not have made her point more forcefully. "All right," Nicholas

said, after a time. "We'll settle on a compromise. The anata form will just be
between us, when we are alone together. No one need hear this blasphemy but
us." A small smile curled at Miss Yoshida's lips and her head bobbed again.
"Hai. [ accept." After a time, her head turned away, her gaze stretching out

to encompass the dimly flowing countryside beyond them. "You are very kind."
Her whispered voice was very soft. Miss Yoshida was a barely seen stick
figure in the misty distance. Nicholas turned and confronted the gravestones

of his parents. So many memories, so many terrible deaths. The quick, hard
jerk of his mother's shoulders men the short seppuku sword did its work. And
Itami, Cheong's sister-in-law, dutifully wielding the Itatana that would end

his mother's pain forever. "She was a child of honor," Itami had told
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him. Nicholas knelt and began to light the joss sticks, but no prayer came to
his mind. He thought he would remember it all against his will and for no
discernable purpose. Instead, he was overwhelmed by another set of
memories. As a teenager he walked the steep forested hillside of Yoshino,
beloved of all the Tenshin Shoden Katori ruy'sjonin. There was, he had come to

understand, a mystical connection between this land and the men of arcane



profession who had made it their home. Blue mist drifted off the cypress and
cryptomeria like veils, the colors of dawn shading in pastels of green, blue,
pink, and white like chrysanthemum blossoms dissolving in the distance. A
sharp-eyed thrush followed them in intervals, the white blobs on its wingtips
flashing now and again like the swift opening and dosing of a fan as it

flitted from tree to tree, twittering at them. Nicholas and Akutagawa-san

strode side by side, the one in the simple black gi of the student, the other

the pearlescent gray cotton kimono edged in earth brown of the jonin sensei.

At their backs, the stone walls and green tiled roofs of the Tenshin Shoden
Katori ryu sprang into light as the slowly rising sun broke the plane of the
horizon. Oblique strokes of new sunlight broke through the branches, picking
out pinecones and brown needles with the delicacy of a master's

brushstroke. Akutagawa-san was still in shadow when he said, "The mistake we
all make before we enter here is the notion of civilization. History, ethics,

the very concept of law itself depend for their existence on this one crucial
underpinning." Akutagawa-san's long, melancholy face with its wide lips,
rather sharp nose, and Mandarinesque eyes, was even more serious than usual.
Among the students—who, in the tradition of students the world over, had
created nicknames for their sensei in order to regain at least a semblance of
the control that the ryu took from them—he was known as "the smileless man."
Perhaps it was not so unusual then for these two to have recognized in one
another an aspect of themselves and be thus drawn together. Both in their own
way were outcasts in a ryu of outcasts, for the legend of the ninja had it

that they had evolved from the hinin, the basest level of Japanese society.



And, as in many levels of Japanese society, legend often became history.
Whether or not those origins were true now seemed irrelevant, since existing
ninja had taken that legend and turned it to their advantage, using it to

further their mystique among people already steeped in

mysticism. Akutagawa-san was half Chinese, it was rumored among the boys, the
initiates always curious about why he was allowed to be a part of such a

secret society within a society. Their question was answered when they found
out the origins of aka-i-ninjutsu were to be found in China. "The fact is,"
Nicholas remembered Akutagawa-san saying, emerging into the light, "there is
no such thing as civilization. It is a concept the Chinese confected—or, if

you prefer the Western mode, the Greeks—simply in order to give a certain
moral credence to their attempts at dominion over the other peoples of the
world." Nicholas shook his head. "I don't understand. What about all the

minute aspects of Japanese life that set us apart from everyone else: the
complexity of the tea ceremony, the arts of ukiyo-e, ikebana, haiku, the

concepts of honor, filial duty, bushido, giri. All the things we

are." Akutagawa-san looked in that young open face and sighed. He had had a
son once who had died in Manchuria at the hands of the Russians. Every year he
made a pilgrimage to China to be closer. To what or to whom he had never been
sure. But now he thought he knew. "What you speak of, Nicholas...'all these
things are an accretion of a culture. They have no relation to the word
civilization save what today's conditioning superimposes on them." They moved
out along the hillside, the thrush keeping a stuttering pace, expecting

perhaps that his breakfast might be strewn in the wake of these mighty



shadows. "If a society were truly civilized," Akutagawa-san continued, "there
would be no need for the samurai; and it would surely not abide warriors such
as we. There would simply be no need, do you see? But the concept of
civilization is like that of Communism. Pure in the mind, it nevertheless
cannot exist in reality. It is too absolute a concept for man. Like the theory

of relativity it is best thought of, food for contemplation, for a civilized
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man would harbor no warlike tendencies. He would not spy on another, he would
not be an adulterer, a slanderer, a destroyer." Akutagawa-san put his hand on
Nicholas' arm to stop him. Together they stared out at the partially hidden
valley, the tops of trees protruding through the sinuously winding mist like

the stones on a Go board. "For most people, Nicholas, this is what life
consists of: the clear and the hidden, the knowable and the arcane. But for us
here, it is different. When we set the concept of civilization aside, we free
ourselves. "And in plunging into the mist, we learn to ride the wind, to walk
on water, to hide where there 1s no hiding place, to see where there is no
light and hear when our ears are bound. You will learn that one breath may
sustain you for hours, and you will learn how to deal with your

enemies. "None of this is to be taken lightly. You understand this, I know.

Yet it must be repeated. For with the knowledge of how to take life comes the
responsibility of a god. Control is the essence of it all. Without it there is
only chaos, and given a chance, that kind of malignant anarchy will
voraciously engulf our culture...all culture." Nicholas was silent, his body

still and attuned in his attempt to understand all that Akutagawa-san was



saying. Much of it seemed beyond his ken for the moment, larger than life and
thus unknowable. But he stored it all in his memory, understanding that if he
showed patience all would be made clear to him. Akutagawa-san stared out at
the ancient countryside, inhaling its sharp, clean odors as if they were the
mingled perfumes of the country's most accomplished courtesans. "What you
must understand now—now before it is too late, while you still have time to
make the decision—is that aka-i-ninjutsu is just one form of an entire
discipline. And as in all such disciplines, there are the negative aspects."

His head turned and his black stone eyes gripped Nicholas'. "In donning our
mantle you may also become a target for these negative... forces. "One of the
reasons I am here is that I am sennin in a number of these. Have you heard of
Kuyji-kiri, the nine-hands cutting?" Nicholas might have stopped breathing,
Kuyji-kiri was the discipline with which Saigo had defeated him in Kumamoto the
year before, defiling him and taking Yukio away from him, then disappearing
with her as if the two of them had never existed. His lips were dry and he

had to try twice before he could articulate it successfully. "Yes." It was a
harsh sibilant whisper. "I have... heard of it." Akutagawa-san nodded. He was
careful not to look directly at Nicholas and thus be exposed to the inner
struggle of emotions, causing his student loss of face. "Fukashigi-san
suspected as much. He believes you may need this, er, unorthodox training in
order to survive. And survival is what is taught here at the Tenshin Shoden
Katori ryu." Akutagawa-san's head turned, hawklike, and his obsidian eyes
struck Nicholas with the force of a physical contact. It was not a blow as

such, but the electricity of the force behind it caused all of Nicholas'



muscles to tense, the reflex of a more primitive and physically aware
creature. Oddly, his mind was at peace, perfectly clear for the first time

since he had returned from his journey across the Straits of Shi-monoseki, his
river Styx, to seek out Saigo in the underworld of Kan-aku na

ninjutsu. Akutagawa-san smiled slightly. "There are many Chinese origins
here. But you know the Japanese. Everything must be altered, refined to fit
their own cultured sensibilities." This would be the only time that the sennin
would ever speak this way to Nicholas or to anyone, a sign that he recognized
their kinship: their mixed heritage. "You now know the dangers, the risks.
Fukashigi-san was quite adamant about giving you these caveats." "And you
were not," Nicholas said, responding to an ephemeral shading in the sennin's
tone. "Do not think that I am not careful. Fukashigi-san and I think alike in
many aspects. However, I did not believe you required these warnings." "You
were correct." Nicholas took a deep breath. "I want you to teach me, sensei. |
am not frightened of the Kuji-kiri." "No," Akutagawa-san said almost sadly,
"but in time you will learn to be." He reached out and took Nicholas" hand.
"Now come." His voice altered. "Let darkness and death be your middle names
forevermore." They went off the hillside. Soon the mist had swallowed them
completely. The monsters had needed designations. They were never with Alix
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Logan at the same time but rather spelled each other in twelve-hour shifts.

The beefy one was on duty during the days and Bristol thought of him as Red.
The other one, the thin, wiry, nocturnal monster with the long neck and beak

of a nose, he dubbed Blue. The first question he had asked himself when he



had come upon them was: had they been in the car? It had been many months
since that dark night filled with rain and an evil wind that bent the high,

thin palms of Key West almost to the ground. He had been doing forty-five on
the highway when they came up on him very fast with their lights out. He felt
the fierce jolt forward, said, "What the hell!" to no one in particular and

felt grateful for his seatbelt. They were close, and knowing that

instinctively his eyes would move to his rear-view mirror after the ram, they
turned on their blights. In that moment of utter dazzle, they moved in for

the kill. He knew in that flash just how clever they were, knew also from his
years of experience that there would not be time to regain control of the
situation: he was not James Bond and this was no movie. So he did the only
thing he could. He concentrated on his own survival. In the brief instant
before they struck again, he unlocked the driver's side door and opened it a
crack. He unsnapped his seatbelt. He was no longer concerned with what they
would do or how they would do it, he only knew that if he did not center all
his concern on himself now, they would surely kill him. When the second ram
came, it was at just the right angle. They had hesitated long enough so that
both cars were racing around a bend to the right. Beyond the low fence on the
left, the land shot down in a sheer drop of perhaps seventy-five feet. The
ground was not particularly hard. In fact, the recent rains had made a rather
springy mat of it but there was very little purchase. It was a dangerous
stretch, particularly in this storm, and every ten feet or so along the side

of the road large signs dotted with ruby red reflector buttons flew by. It

was as if an enormous creature had taken a bite out of the car. The back end



slewed right around and the wheel flew out of his hands. He let it go, working
on keeping his equilibrium. Centrifugal force and the colliding momentums of
the vehicles were working against him, and the darkness of the night only
added to the sense of intense disorientation. His hand flew to the partially
open door and he had to will himself to stay put through the horrendous sounds
of grinding and squealing metal, the frightening, out-of-control movement, and
the sure knowledge that he was heading over the edge and down. If he left the
car before it went over, there'd be no point. The other car's headlights would
pick him up and they'd run him over while he was helpless. But now the front
end of the car had slammed into the low railing, the shriek of more metal
tearing, flinging itself upward, bursting apart, and he lurched forward,

having to brace the heels of his hands against the padded dash, remembering to
flex his elbows slightly to help cushion the force so that he wouldn't break

his arms in half. Then the nose of the car was thrusting upward, the seat
springs rocking crazily. Rain sleeted in the partially open window drenching
him, blinding him, and for that instant he felt a rising panic, afraid that

they were going to succeed after all. The car bucked forward as if kicked
from behind, the front end lowering, the wheels spinning for purchase and
finding none. He had long ago taken his foot off both the gas and the brake
pedals. He left the car in gear, though it might have been better to throw it

into neutral. He did not want to leave any traces of how he was going about
saving himself, to feed to the investigators who would surely come and do
their thorough job if the sea didn't claim his coffin. He wanted to be

dead. Now he began to tumble, leaving behind the short verge beyond the slick



road. He heard the tearing of clods of earth above the noise of the engine and
the car's back wheels skidded sickeningly, slewing him again so that his
shoulder slammed against the door post and he sucked in his breath. Another
inch or so forward and he would have tumbled out the unlocked door on his
head. All the way down, a broken neck and sightless eyes staring impotently up
at the white, peering faces of his murderers. None of that for him. He held

on, and now there was only an eerie kind of silence, rushing in the aftermath
of all the frenzy and sound. Wind whistled through the partially opened window
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and then the car took its first unsteady bump on the side of the sheer cliff.

One side hit heavier than the other, and that started the oscillation. Soon,

he knew, it would get so great—on the fourth or fifth landing perhaps—that the
vehicle would flip over and then he would have no chance at all. He could see
nothing that would help him. He was in the tunnel of the night, a steel

coffin, and he knew he must rely totally on sensation, the feeling in his
stomach, his hands, his legs, his heart. It was now or never. He drew his

legs up so that he was kneeling on the seat, so that there was no possibility
that his feet would get caught in the well. Quickly now he moved onto his
back, feet first toward the swinging door. Out he went. Watched dizzily,
detachedly, the shock and pain turning him into an unconcerned spectator, as
the tumbling car hit the churning water hood first and sank into the deep
without a trace. Bristol did not think much about that night now except to
speculate on who it was who'd tried to kill him. At first he was certain that

it had been Frank, Raphael Tomkin's man. But that was before he had come upon



the monsters. Now he was not so sure. He had come down to Key West to find
Alix Logan. Now that he had found that she was already covered, he wondered,
Who were they, these monsters who never let her out of then-sight? Were they
working for Tomkin? Were they all part of the cover-up of Tomkin's murder of
Angela Didion? There was no way Bristol could know that until he spoke to Alix
Logan. Back in New York, Matty the Mouth had given him her name. Bristol had
known there had been a witness to the murder and if he was going to nail
Tomkin, he would have to find her. The contact had given him the name and the
place for an unconscionably large amount of money. But it had been worth it.
Now Bristol knew he was very close, and he had told Matty the Mouth to get out
of town for a while. He owed the man that much. Down in Key West, after his
supposed death, after he had recovered from the fractured arm, he had set
himself up on watch. He had plenty of idle time when he had nothing to do but
wait. Movement or stillness. Dark and light. They were all that existed for

him. And Alix Logan. Staring at her often brought the thought of Gelda to

mind but that was, of course, pointless. He could not contact her in any way.

He must remain dead in order to stay buried near Alix Logan, undetected and
unmolested. It was a difficult enough task to shadow someone; it was all but
impossible to do it when someone was trying to ice you. Bristol. How may
times during those long, cramped hours of waiting had he worked the name
around on his tongue. His real name had faded out, an image in an old and
bleached photo album that was long ago and far away. He had become "Tex"
Bristol and that was how he thought of himself now, just as everyone around

him who knew him did. There was only one person in the world who knew he had



not died in the flaming car crash that night and she would never tell. He had
had just enough money left to get him up to San Antonio. He had known Marie a
long time ago in New York. They had been on opposite sides of the law then.
Now, he was not so sure of where either of them stood. But she was smart and
tough and she knew everyone. She had provided him with medical service and the
paraphernalia of his new identity: birth certificate, social security card,
driver's license, even a passport, slightly worn, franked several times for
Europe and Asia. He thought that a nice touch even though he didn't think he'd
need it. He'd taken the passport anyway, along with thirty thousand in

cash. Marie had asked no questions and when he had offered no explanations
she went on to other matters. She even seemed pleased to see him. Back in New
York they had worked each other to a Mexican standoff; it had been the first
time for each of them and they had learned from it. You could even say they
liked each other, after a fashion. When he left, Bristol knew that he owed

her more than he could ever repay. "Sir?" The penetrating ebon eyes lifted

up into the pale mauve light, and shadows skittered about the bare walls of

the room like kittens chasing each other. "What is it?" The voice was more

than brusque; it contained within its guttural growl a definite tinge of

disdain that caused the young lieutenant who had come into the room to feel
somehow diminished, as if he were in the presence of a being more than
human. It was a calculated tone but no less effective for that. Artifice,
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thought the man now as he accepted the young lieutenant's presence, nodding

him forward, ruled the world. A careful daily grooming of his voice kept



things running smoothly at the safe house. It was his experience that one

could many times give the merest outline of fear and one's adversary—whether

it be this young lieutenant eager for promotion or one of the old guard back
home— supplied all the rest. It left one free to pursue more pressing

matters. "The latest printouts from Sakhov 1V, sir," the young uniformed
lieutenant said, handing over a sheaf of graph paper. "And how many passes
have we here, Lieutenant?" Viktor Protorov, head of the Ninth Directorate of

the KGB, said. "Just over a half dozen, sir." "I see." Protorov's gaze

lowered to the sheaf. He could feel the slight relaxing of the man in front of

him. "And what, if anything, does this mass hold for me, Lieutenant?" "I

don't know, sir." "Oh, come now." Protorov looked up. He tapped the sheet

with a rather long nail. "A new batch of highly classified printouts from

Sakhov IV, what our government publicly-calls a 'digital imaging
reconnaissance satellite," centering on that section of the Pacific Ocean

between the Kuriles and where we are in the north of Hokkaido, an area we have
been concentrating on for—how many months now?—" "Seven since we moved from

nn

the aerodrome in Iturup." "—comes in. If you haven't taken a good, hard look
at these, Lieutenant, you're either stupid or incompetent." Protorov leaned
back in his chair. 'Tell me, are you either of these?" For a moment the young
man said nothing; he had begun to sweat beneath his superior's intense gaze
and questioning. "You put me in a most untenable position, sir. If [ say yes,
then my career in the Directorate is finished. If I say no, then it is obvious

that I have deliberately lied to my superior." "Well, Lieutenant, if the day

ever comes when you are captured by the Capitalist enemy, then you can be



quite certain that they, too, will put you in an untenuous position." They

had been conversing in English. "Excuse me, sir," the young lieutenant said,
"but that's 'untenable,' not 'untenuous."" "Answer the question," Protorov

said, beginning to sift through the visual data provided by Sakhov IV's
immensely powerful infrared video equipment. An involuntary chill went through
him at the thought that the Americans might have such a potent weapon. He was
only slightly cheered by the knowledge that his country's land-based
antisatellite lasers could—and had in recent days past— bring down the

threat. He got to the third sheet. "Time's running out. It's a sure bet the
Americans won't give you this long." "You won't find what we've been looking
for in those," the lieutenant said at last, as if with one long breath all the

air had gone out of his lungs. Protorov's gaze stripped him bare. "Then you
have looked at these." "Sir, security regulations require that the O.D. bring

all Passionate documents to me first for verification." "Passionate" was the
rather ironic term Protorov had coined for highest-priority matter circulating
within the Directorate. "Sneak peekies, you mean," Protorov grumbled. He
lifted a hand. "All right. I hope you do as well with the Americans if your

day ever comes." "I am more frightened of you than of the Americans,

sir." "Then learn to be frightened of them, Lieutenant." His gaze lifted

again. "Because they mean to destroy everything you and I hold dear." But he
was pleased with the young man; he had seen the only way out of the trap
Protorov had set for him. He had even caught Protorov's deliberate usage
error. Once the young man had left, he pored over the computer-generated

satellite photos again. But by the end of his second pass, he had been forced



to admit defeat. There was no anomaly of any kind. Again. He did not know of
course precisely what he was looking for, only had knowledge of its name:
Tenchi. It was the Japanese word for "heaven and earth." Where are you? he
thought now, staring impotently at the detailed pictures covering the graphs
before him. What are you? And why are you so important to the

Japanese? Tenchi had begun as just another routine report crossing his desk
back in Moscow. Yet it had tantalized him, and once he had come out here and
had immersed himself in the well of rumor, alleged fact, and outrageous

fiction, he had found himself totally hooked. Until at this point he was

obsessed with finding the answer. From what he had gleaned he was convinced
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Tenchi—even the knowledge of it—would give him the last of the leverage he
needed for the coup back home. How bitter it was to learn that Fedorin—one of
the KGB's own—was no better than all the rest of the career diplomats who had
populated the Kremlin before him. Oh yes, at first he had seemed to be getting
the sluggish leviathan that was Soviet Russia working again. Movement here and
there could be discerned. But in the end it had all been a sham, a

self-serving political maneuver whose scope could not long conceal its sole
purpose: to rid the Communist hierarchy of all those who might oppose the new
premier. But of course Protorov had held out no real hope that Fedorin— or
anyone else in power for that matter—would grasp the one true key to awakening
the USSR, the essential nature of the beast: and that was that Russia was not

one country but an uneasy amalgam of many different Russias, all fiercely

protective of their own part of the mother country. What did an Uzbek or a



Kirghiz give a fig what was happening in Moscow anyway? Did a Belorussian or
an Azerbaidzhani care how many missiles America had leveled at Vladivostok?
And the Lithuanians, Estonians, Georgians—not to mention the non-Slavs such as
the Tatars, Bashkirs, Mordvi-nians, Udmurts, or Komi—did they feel any
differently? What was there to bind them together? Protorov knew the answer

to that one. Nothing. The first step to putting Soviet Russia on the move lay

in uniting all its divergent people. Because once that happened, the USSR

would be unstoppable. No nation on earth—no coalition of nations—could stop
her. Fedorin had had a chance to get the new revolution underway. But he,

like all the bureaucrats who ran the country, lacked the scope of vision

necessary to make that one great leap, to cross the Rubicon into dangerous and
unknown waters. Thus he had allowed the slothful giant to lapse back into
somnolence. Protorov knew only too well how long a time it could be between
Soviet premiers. He was unwilling to wait his turn—or perhaps he was
intelligent enough to understand that it might never come on its own.

Therefore he had begun his own plans for cutting short the current premier's

term in office. And now he believed that Tenchi was the wand of power he
needed to persuade the cabal of militant generals and officers in the KGB to
exert their influence at once. A point of ignition had to be reached,

Protorov knew. He must be the bridge between the traditionally feuding KGB and
GRU. To that end he had spent more than six years cultivating a young GRU
colonel. Powerful and ambitious, Yvgeny Mironenko would soon be in a position
to also be a bridge between the factions. For only by uniting these two

mailed fists outside the Kremlin could Protorov be certain of the success of



his coup. Without them, he was lost. And without him, Russia was lost. He
lacked only the one element of power that would bring all of them into his
palm. And that one element was Tenchi. The intercom buzzed on his desk like
an angry insect, and for a moment Protorov's attention was deflected. He
reached out one long finger. "Yes?" "The subject is ready." "Good. Bring him
in." He reached out and extinguished the mauve light, plunging the room into
utter darkness. There were no windows here and only one egress, its
fifteen-inch steel door. Protorov sat back in his chair and fought the urge

to smoke. He compromised his restless hands by lacing his fingers. Presently
he heard movement. The thick door sighed open pneumatically as three men
crossed the threshold. For just a moment the heavy light of the hallway
streamed across the black rubberized flooring, then as the door swung shut,
darkness swallowed the floating ribbons. Without sight Protorov knew who had
entered: the young lieutenant, the doctor, and the subject. Protorov and the
doctor, who was a neuropharmacologica expert, had been at work on the subject
for almost three days now. The American was a very stubborn man, Protorov had
to give him that. He had not broken and, frankly, Protorov did not expect him
to. He expected him to die. In a way Protorov felt sorry for the man as he

heard the semi-articulate babbling created by the multitude of sera the doctor
had shot into the subject. This was not the way for a modern-day warrior to

go, captured by the enemy, forcibly ejected into rapid-paced day-night

continua so that weeks became compressed into hours until a state of body
vertigo was induced. According to the prevalent theory, the body would do
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their work for them, breaking down the mind blockages through its own induced
trauma. Protorov believed none of it. These days there were ways to stop a
ferret from talking when he did not want to: hypnosis, electronic implants.
And if all else failed, he could self-destruct. Sadness overwhelmed Protorov
as the increasingly animated animal noises invaded his ears. This was not the
way it should end for any of them. Better by far the fierce hand-to-hand
struggle, the rising anima, the primal urges that came in the struggle to

avoid death at all costs. Protorov's mind raced back to the first time he had
felt the cold. "To feel the cold" was the KGB wet—meaning active in the
field—directorates' phrase for the kill. The first time for Protorov was
indelibly etched into a corner of his mind. He had been a raw lieutenant then,
well trained from the KGB complex outside Sevastopol. He thought he was a
crackerjack, a world-beater. He had not reckoned on the field, which cut all
men down to size. They had sent him to Siberia. A top-secret series of
experiments attempting to tap the perpetual gale-force winds in the north had
been infiltrated by the Americans. In Verkhoyansk, the coldest place in the
world, he had ferreted out the infiltrator, made him bolt from his hole, and
one after the other they had raced across the frozen tundra onto the ice

fields. Two utter madmen. Only the cold could win in Verkhoyansk. Man was
nothing, a tiny mote in nature's vast well of snow and ice. The snow. The
snow. Always and forever the snow. It was blinding, chilling, numbing. It was
death. But all Protorov could think of was his first assignment. Oh, but he

did not understand the meaning. Not at all. Singlemindedly he pursued his

quarry, seeking to feel the cold. Together they tumbled to the ice, skidding



and sliding, froths of loose snow fountaining upward as they collided.

Stupidly Protorov had decided on a gun with a silencer. But long since the
elements, laughing, had frozen all the carefully oiled working parts.

Similarly, his knife would not unfold. There was nothing left but his

hands. For almost half an hour they grappled indecisively in the ice and

snow. The bulky clothes made hand-to-hand combat clumsy and difficult.
Meanwhile the frost was sapping their energies and, later, Protorov would come
to understand that it was only his stamina that had allowed him to prevail. He
had not been smarter or stronger or quicker, all the things he had been taught

to believe he was. Those were lies. He had just outlasted the American. What
little satisfaction he had found in grinding the dark, foreign head into the
blood-pink snow while the breath slowed and, at last, stilled, stemmed from
the knowledge that he, Protorov, was still alive, chest heaving, mouth dry,
pulse thundering, and the bile rushing upward into his throat, bitter and
searingly acidic. All at once his extremities began to shake uncontrollably

and all warmth left him. He stared down at the humped thing he straddled and
thought, wonderingly, This was once a human being. An enemy of the State, they
had told him. Yes, he reiterated, an enemy. An enemy. "...time that's

left." With a start that no one could see, Protorov came out of his memories.
"What's that?" His voice was sharp, making certain the doctor understood that
it was his fault Protorov had not heard what he had said. "We've used up all
the time that's left, Comrade." "Do we have anything?" Protorov wanted to
know. "Anything at all?" "The tape machines have every word," the doctor said

and Protorov thought, I have your number, Comrade. "There is one positive



element." Protorov turned his attention to the young lieutenant, seeing
something of himself in the younger man. "We now know that the Americans are
no closer to Tenchi than we are. In fact, [ would venture a guess that we have
more penetration at this moment." Protorov considered this. The lieutenant
was, of course, correct. But Protorov also knew that there was a second
positive element to this, and that was the subject himself. Or, more

accurately, who the subject belonged to. "All right," Protorov said in his
dismissive tone, "wrap up the corpse and deliver him back to his kennel on
Honshu. I want the Americans made aware of their error immediately." When he
was again alone in the odd windowless room, he turned on the powerful fans to
rid the space of the cloying after-scents of drugs and death. Then he lit

up. Switching on his lamp, he once more pored over the readouts from Sakhov
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IV. He was closer to Tenchi now than he ever had been. He could feel it. His
eyes roved the folded sheets. Was it already here? Why couldn't he see it

then? With a deep growl of disgust, he swept the useless sheaf into the

hopper beside his desk and turned the shredder to autofeed. The deep whine of
scissoring steel teeth filled the air. Thoughts of feeling the cold and the

grisly package that would soon be delivered to the enemy's doorstep led to his
concern over Sakhov IV. Even with all its ultrasophisticated equipment, he had
found it to be a dismal failure. But then again, it was only a machine; it

could only do what men had programmed it to do. Nothing more. Or perhaps there
had been a malfunction somewhere within the miles of multimillion-dollar

circuitry. No matter. Protorov had his own human satellite, and it was still



functioning perfectly. "Now," Akutagawa-san said from out of the mist, from
out of Nicholas' memory, "we will begin." "But how," Nicholas said. "I can
see nothing." "Did you never in Kansatsu's ryu train with the

blindfold?" "Of course. But that was within the boundaries of the dojo. The
space was precise and uncluttered with trees, stones, and underbrush the
configurations of which I am unfamiliar with." "This vapor," Akutagawa-san
continued as if Nicholas had not spoken, "is like the darkness but far more
difficult to negotiate. In the darkness you may be guided by albescence, a
sliver of moon, the patch of a household lantern, even the glitter of the

stars. But here there 1s nothing but the mist." "I cannot even see

you." "But you can hear me." "Yes. Quite well. You sound as if you are in my
left ear but I shall discount the peculiar acoustics." "Never discount
acoustics," Akutagawa-san said. "Rather strive to understand them so that they
will become another weapon in your arsenal." Nicholas said nothing, but tried
to concentrate on gaining his bearings in the valley in Yoshino. Finally he
decided that were it not for the jonin's comforting presence he would be
totally lost. "You have heard, I imagine, that much of the Kyji-kiri derives

its power from jaho, magic. Tell me, Nicholas, do you believe in 'magic'?" "I
believe in what 1s, sensei, and discount what 1s not." For a time there was
silence. "That is a very wise answer from such a young man. Now I want you to
listen to me closely. There is, in all people, a layer—a middle layer of
being—that lies between the conscious and the subconscious. It is a land where
the imagination reigns. It is where daydreams originate, where quick,

overblown fears are created. It is where day-to-day anxiety is



manufactured. "It is not magic, nor is it an extrasensory layer. Rather, its
origins are quite primitive. Our early ancestors required the active

assistance of this layer to heighten their perceptions in order for them to
survive: against wild animals, marauding bands of other primitive men who
sought their women or the shelter of their home caves. "Oh, yes, caves. That
is how far back in time I speak of now. But with the coming of so-called
civilization this middle layer's reason for existence slowly atrophied. With
houses and apartments locked and bolted, with man's utter dominance over all
other life forms on the planet, what use was this layer? "And yet it refused

to die out. Instead it became the creator of small fears: anxieties at work,

fear of dismissal, fear of rejection in love, petty jealousies regarding other
workers, all blown up out of proportion, meant to keep the organism alert and
functioning at peak efficiency for its survival. And yet survival is no longer
the issue from day to day. Rather it is betterment. And so the supposed
sharpness turns to anxiety, the modern ailment. "Now I reiterate to you,
Nicholas-san, that there is nothing mystic about this layer. It is not
meditation. We are not now speaking of the province of the holy man, for you
and I are certainly not that. We are both men of the world and have not the
time nor the inclination to give up the plethora of worldly appetites the holy
man must divest himself of in order to reach these exalted states. "Getsumei
no michi, the moonlit path, is open to you now, Nicholas. You must find it and
learn to sink into it. I cannot help you in this other than by alerting you to

its existence, but it may be of some help to daydream and then follow that

daydream home." "How will I know getsumei no michi, senseil" "By two things.



One is that you will feel all sensation gained in weight and resonance." "Do
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you mean that [ will hear better?" "Yes, but only in a certain way. Do not
confuse weight with amplification. You will not, as you say, hear any better.
You will hear differently. The second sensation will be the awareness of light
even when there is none in your immediate surroundings." "Forgive me, sensei,
but I do not understand that." "It is not necessary to understand, Nicholas.
Merely to remember." At the last Akutagawa-san's voice had begun to fade, and
now Nicholas feared that he was all alone on the lower slope of the hillside.
He was a long way from the ryu and the mist had damped his usually reliable
directional facilities. He felt the first hard pangs of panic welling up in

his chest. He found he had an overpowering urge to cry out to Akutagawa-san
but the acute loss of face involved not only for him but, even more

importantly, for Kansatsu, his former sensei who had guided him here, made him
bite his lip instead. Through the fluttering of his heart he recalled
Akutagawa-san's one bit of advice: to take a daydream and ride it home. He sat
down on the damp ground in the lotus position and closed his eyes. He
struggled to control his breathing, the intense pounding of his blood in his
veins. His hands lay open, palms up on his bent knees. He opened his mind to
the first image that swam to the surface. Yukio. Instinctively he clamped down
on the image and he thought, No, it's still too painful, I don't want to think
about her loss, try something else. But nothing else would come. Yukio was
who he wanted to daydream about, and with a great effort he willed himself to

relax and think about her. Cascade of night-black hair, those heavy-lidded



eyes so full of sexual promise. He recalled their first meeting at the

military dance, her firm, warm thigh pressed against his leg and then,
astoundingly, the erotic feel of her mound rubbing against his crotch, her

eyes sparkling with mischief as they danced amid the spinning couples. He
remembered the shower he had taken, the sinewy shadow appearing beyond the
glass door, its abrupt opening and Yukio standing beside him, nude. Droplets
of water beading along her cool flank, the jut of one dark-nippled breast. His
startled sound as she moved against him. The warm friction, the silken
embrace, the peach taste of her mouth, the hot swipe of her tongue. And the
heated, liquid union, the long ecstatic slide, the engulfment while the

silvery sheen of the water spattered their shoulders and necks in a cascade

of... Light! His head came up and his eyes opened. And abruptly he saw
Akutagawa-san standing to the side of him, silent, observing. Nicholas felt a
peculiar heaviness in his chest, an oddly sexual feeling. He felt as if he had
descended into a depression from which he had the perfect vantage point on the
world. He was aware of more even while he saw less in the conventional
sense. He moved his head. Was he actually seeing Akutagawa-san or sensing
him? He opened his mouth and voiced the question. "I have no answer to that,
Nicholas, save to say that it does not matter. Getsumei no michi is there and
we use it. But I will tell you this quite important aspect of it. It is body

sense rather than ego. It is only your non-Oriental side that seeks an
understanding. Your Oriental side allowed you to let go of your ego, something
no Westerner could ever do because he is too afraid. He fears a letting go

because in the primitive mind it is eternally linked to death. Westerners, as



we are aware, seek to understand death because they fear it so. They cannot
accept as we do; they have no concept of karma, nor can they see what is most
apparent to us, that death is part of life." Akutagawa-san began to move, and
as he did so 1t was Nicholas' impression that his geta'd feet did not touch

the earth. "Now that you have found the moonlit path, it is time to use the
energy there to conjure up the first superficial stages of the Kuji-kiri. This
alone will take many months and at first it will be bad for you, for here we
will manufacture pure terror and before you can inure yourself to its
manifestations you must succumb. Nightmares will haunt your sleep as they will
your waking hours. You will become sunken-eyed and even at the lowest ebb may
wish to commit seppuku.”" "You do not frighten me, sensei." Akutagawa-san's
grim visage did not lighten. "That 1s good. Now remember well what you have
said as we begin our descent into the maelstrom of hell." The dawning of a
dank, drizzly Monday brought everyone back to reality. A smog alert was in
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effect, and immediately Nicholas stepped out of the hotel entrance he could
see why. The air above the slick streets was brownish gray and, as it rose
upward, so solid seeming it completely obscured any structure above the
twelfth floor. No hope of seeing the crest of Fuji-yama from Sato's office

this day. Tomkin, joining him in the limo for the stop-and-start trip across
town to Shinjuku, seemed better, though he was still pale and drawn from his
ordeal and he said the smog was giving him a pounding headache. As they left
the limo outside Sato's building, Totnkin caught him by the arm and said in a

low, gritty voice, "Remember, Nick. This week's our deadline. You've got to



make the merger happen now." His eyes still contained a tinge of fever
brightness and his breath was as foul as ever. Miss Yoshida met them at the
elevator's summit and ushered them into Sato's enormous office. This high up
the windows overlooked darkness; it could have been the middle of the night.
All the lights were on as if to dispel this cloud of gloom. When they were

all seated comfortably—save for Ishii, who stood against the wall like a
guard—Sato began. "Before we resume our negotiations, I would like to explain
why I asked our respective counsels if they would step away for a moment. No
disrespect to Greydon-san was intended, but Nangi-san and I both thought it
prudent to keep this part of our meeting just between us." He cleared his

throat while Nangi lit a cigarette with careful deliberation. 'Tomorrow
afternoon's meetings will have to be rescheduled, I am afraid, because we must
attend the funeral of our loyal friend, Kagami-san." He paused for a moment as
if unsure how to proceed. "It may seem a crass request to make at this time,

but we quite naturally feel that some answers must be reached.”" He leaned
slightly forward so that he approached the area where Nicholas and Tomkin were
seated side by side on the sofa. "Linnear-san, I must tell you that we are
absolutely mystified by the manner of Kagami-san's death. We know nothing of
this Wu-Shing that you mentioned on Friday, nor can we think of a reason for
murder being committed here. "In light of all this I trust that you now,

having had some small time to marshal your thoughts and surmises, may give us
some insight into what happened to our poor colleague and friend." It was an
elegant speech and Nicholas admired it. But he could not rightly say that his

mind was fully focused on the murder of Kagami. Truth to tell, since he had



seen Akiko at the wedding his mind had been filled with nothing but the
burning image of her face and the maddening thought, Is she Yukio? He felt
slightly ashamed now to have been so slavishly self-involved all weekend. It
was utterly unlike him and that, above all, worried him. Now, as he hurriedly
recalled the catalog of his observations in and around the blood-splattered
steam room, he muscled his own doubts and fears aside. He laced his fingers
together, tapped the thumbs. "Over and above the bizarre appearance of the
Wu-Shing tattoo on Kagami-san's cheek, there were a number of abnormalities
that would, I think, preclude a simple explanation such as assault by a
madman, that sort of thing." "It was premeditated," Ishii broke in. "Is that
what you're saying?" "I am," Nicholas said. "For one thing, the murderer left
no discernable footprints outside the door, even though that area's constantly
saturated with moisture." Sato groaned heavily and glanced at Nangi. When the
other did not return his gaze, Sato stood up and walked to the bar. Though it
was only a little past ten he fixed himself a drink, and it was a measure of

his agitation that he forgot his manners completely and failed to offer anyone
else a refreshment. He took a long swallow and, staring at nothing in the
mirror behind the bar, cleared his throat. "Linnear-san, you said there were a
number of abnormalities." "Why don't you wait for the police?" A Westerner
would have, of course, given an answer. Sato merely stared at Nicholas. And
what his eyes said was, That is why you were allowed inside Sato
Petrochemicals business, because we want no police intervention. Nicholas had
asked the question because he had to be certain of these people. Why they did

not relish the thought of police involvement did not concern him; why they had



involved him did. "I fear Kagami-san was not killed quickly." "Pardon me,
but what do you mean?" Ishii asked. "He was struck many times," Nicholas
said, "by a sharp-bladed weapon." "Do you know what kind?" Sato asked. "I'm
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not certain," Nicholas said. "It could be any number of shuriken." Sato had
gone through half his long whiskey. Otherwise there was no outward sign of his
agitation. "Linnear-san," he said, "when you first mentioned this Wu-Shing,
you said it was a series of punishments. May we deduce that because it uses
the character Wu, there are five of them?" Nicholas looked uncomfortable.
"Yes, that's correct. Mo is the first and therefore the least of the
punishments." "What can be more severe than death?" Nangi said somewhat
angrily. "I was referring to Mo itself." Nicholas looked at him. "Strictly
speaking, it should only have been that: tattooing of the face." Nangi's cane
click-clacking across the short expanse of bare wooden floor that separated
Sato's true office space from the informal conference area where the rest of
them stood or sat announced his approach. "Then this murdering of the victim
as well is unusual." He had pounced on it immediately. "Highly unusual,"
Nicholas said. He sat quite still, his hard hands clasped between his knees.
He forced an absolute calm onto his face, into every aspect of his physical
being. The last thing he wanted was either of them to become aware of his
inner feelings. His mind was still reeling from the thought that someone from
his own ryu, someone steeped in the arcane ways of aka-i-ninjutsu, could
perpetrate such an act. It was quite unthinkable. And yet it had happened. He

had seen the grisly evidence and he knew there could be no doubt at all.



Fervently he prayed that no one would ask him the one question that might
detonate the whole situation. "There's something I don't understand," Tomkin
said, and Nicholas prepared himself to answer the unanswerable. "This Wo-Ching
or however it's pronounced, is Chinese you said. What's with this
cross-referencing between Japanese and Chinese? I thought the two cultures
were separate and distinct. I thought only igno-ramous Westerners say they
can't tell one from the other." The phone rang in the ensuing silence and

Ishii launched himself away from the bar to pick it up. They waited while he
spoke softly into the receiver. He had left instructions that they not be

disturbed. He punched a button, hung up. "It's a call for you, Nangi-san," he
said. What dark emotion swam within his eyes? Nicholas wondered. "Apparently
it cannot wait." Nangi nodded. "I'll take it in the other room." He went back
across the office, through the open passageway to the tokonoma where Nicholas
had first caught sight of him. The tension in the room was thick and now
Nicholas used his training to seek a way of dissipating that high level of
energy, as well as diverting interest away from areas he was still reluctant

to discuss here. "Why an ancient form of Chinese punishment should be taught
in an essentially Japanese discipline is simple," he began. "It is said—and

not | think without a great deal of merit—that ninjutsu had its origins on the
Asian continent somewhere, more specifically in northeastern China. Certainly
it had existed long before Japan became civilized. "But then so have many of
the more ancient customs and traditions in Japan." He got up and went across
the room, his movements pantherlike. He moved like some dancers Tomkin had

seen, with a very low center of gravity, as if the floor itself were springy



as a mat of dried grass. Resettling himself on the sofa across from Tomkin,
with Sato and Ishii on his left side, he continued. "In fact, China and Japan
are more closely bound than either country likes to admit, since the enmity
between them is longstanding and quite bitter. "Nevertheless, you only have
to take such a basic of life as language to see what I mean. Chinese and
Japanese are virtually interchangeable." He paused a moment to see if the
Japanese were going to protest. "Until the fifth century there was no written
Japanese language at all. Rather, they relied on kataribe, people trained from
birth to be professional memorizers, building up a finely detailed oral
history of early Japan. But that, as we know today, is a mark of a primitive
civilization. Chinese characters were introduced into Japan in the fifth
century, but the practice of using kataribe was so firmly entrenched in a
culture always reluctant to change that it persisted for at least another

three hundred years." "But there are differences in the two languages," Sato
offered. He seemed grayed and defeated. Ishii appeared to be doing nothing at
all but breathing. "Oh, yes," Nicholas said. "Of course there would have to
Page 82

be. Even so far in the past the Japanese were true to their own nature. Never
very good at innovation, they nevertheless excel at improving on someone
else's basic design. "The problem with Chinese is its awesome cumbersomeness.
It contains many thousands of characters, and since it was used largely for
the recordings at the Imperial court and official proceedings, the language
was not well suited for everyday use. "The Japanese therefore began to work

on a phonetic syllabary now known as hiragana to make the Chinese kanji more



adaptable as well as to express those matters uniquely Japanese for which

there were no Chinese characters at all. And by the middle of the ninth

century this had been done. It was, coincidentally, just about the time that

the Eastern European countries were developing the Cyrillic

alphabet. "Sometime later, another new syllabary was introduced—ka-takana—to
be used for colloquialisms and foreign words being introduced into Japan as an
augmentation for the forty-eight-syllable hiragana. "But a curious holdover

from Chinese custom was already in effect in Japan. No Chinese woman ever used
kanji and therefore here too it was. considered, well, ungraceful for a

Japanese woman to use the language. So they took to hiragana and katakana and,
in the process, created the country's first true written literature, The

Pillow Book of Seishonagon and the classic Genji Monogatari, both dating from
the beginning of the eleventh century." Just a wall away, Nangi was sitting

at a desk clear of all papers and folders. The cedar gleamed, its high polish
giving it an almost mirrorlike surface within which he could see part of his

own face. "Yes?" he said down the open line. "Nangi-san"—the voice sounded
thin and strange, as if the electronic medium had somehow inverted it, pulling
out its soul in the process—"this is Anthony Chin." Chin was the director of

the All-Asia Bank of Hong Kong that Nangi had bought into almost seven years
ago when, through a combination of fiscal mismanagement and a series of
unfortunate market fluctuations within the Crown Colony, it had been on the
verge of going under. Nangi had flown into Hong Kong and had worked out a
bailout scheme within ten days that left his keiretsu with a maximum of cash

flow after twenty months while providing it with a minimum of risk after the



initial year and three quarters. However, beginning in the spring of 1977, a
land boom had commenced within the tiny, teeming colony of unheralded
proportions. Anthony Chin had been at the forefront of the boom and with
Nangi's consent had invested much of All-Asia's primary capital in real

estate. And both he and the keiretsu had prospered tremendously as property
values rose sharply, until by the end of 1980 they had quadrupled. But for
almost a year before that Chin had counseled expansion. "It's got to just keep
going," he had told Nangi in late 1979, "there's just no alternative. There's

no room at all left on the Island or across the harbor. There's plans afoot to
make Sha Tin in the New Territories the Hong Kong for the new middle class.
I've seen plans for sixteen different high-rise complexes all within a mile or
two of the race track. If we get in now, we'll double our capital within two
years." But Nangi had opted for caution. After all, he told himself

rationally, Britain's ninety-nine-year lease on the New Territories was coming
due. Of course, every citizen of the Colony discounted Communist China,
reasoning that since Hong Kong and Macao were its only real windows on the
west and provided such a lucrative flow of money into Red China, it would be
against their own best interests to abrogate the lease or not to renew it at

the very least. But Nangi had had plenty of dealings with the Communist
Chinese and he knew how their minds worked. And he thought, near the beginning
of 1980, that there might be something else they would be needing more than
mere money. He had successfully predicted the downfall of Mao and, thence,
the Gang of Four. This was easy for him since he recognized in modern China

precisely the same circumstances that created the overthrow of the



three-hundred-year Tokugawa Shogunate in his own country and had established
the Meiji Restoration: in order to survive in modern times, the Chinese
leadership had come at last to the painful conclusion that they must open
themselves up to the West. They had to pull themselves out of the self-imposed
isolationism that Mao had thrust them into, a veritable dark ages since
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industry atrophied along with culture, commerce, and artistic expression, all
for the sake of the Five-Year Plans and intense repression. Increasingly,

Nangi had seen that more than profits, China would need two elements to set
her on her lumbering feet, and both inspired within him awe and terror: heavy
industry and nuclear capability. China was in need of wholesale transplants
and there just was not enough money to pay for them. There was only one other
path for them to take: barter. And the only commodity they possessed with
which to play for such astronomical stakes was Hong Kong. If they could
threaten England with expulsion, a complete breakdown of all that Great
Britain had labored so hard and so long for on the tip of the Asian shore—and
if they could make it completely believable—then they could extort almost
anything they wished from that country. Certainly England possessed all the
modern technology China could hope for. Toward this end, Nangi felt, China
would soon be making her first move. That would, no doubt, involve some kind
of public statement indicating that the original lease was a document which,
for them, had no validity. Then would come their inevitable announcement that
at some time in the future—date unspecified, of course—they would begin a

reinstitution of Chinese control over the Colony. Revelations like that,



Nangi knew full well, would burst the current real estate boom in a flash.
What foreign investor would want to sink his money into that kind of political
quicksand? The inevitable result would be that both the Hong Kong real estate
and stock markets would take a nose dive. Nangi did not want to be caught in
that. So he vetoed all of Anthony Chin's requests for expansion. "Let the

others do that," he had said. "We'll sit on our profits." And events had

borne out his worst fears. The Chinese announcements had come late in 1982,
bringing Her Majesty Queen Elizabeth running at full tilt. Her people had set
up an extensive round of talks with the Communists, hoping to get the main
issues resolved immediately and thus head off the expected downturn in the
Colony's economy. Nangi had had to smile at that, just as he had had to smile
at his own perspicacity and caution. The Chinese, now that they had the upper
hand, were going to string this out as long as possible, enjoying their
dominant position. It was essential to make Britain suffer as long as possible
in order to bring home to the dense Westerners the dire straits in which they
found themselves. The talks had broken off inconclusively. And the crash had
come to Hong Kong. From a high of 1730 in June of 1981, the Hang Seng—the
Colony's stock market—index plummeted to the 740s in December of 1982. In
early 1983 some of the smaller property companies began to fail, followed in
the third quarter of the year by two or three of the larger ones. "But," John
Bremidge, Hong Kong's Financial Secretary, said, "the real thing to worry
about is the financial and banking sector. They're scared at present." Now,

as he took Anthony Chin's call, Nangi again thanked God for his wise course of

conservative action. "How are things in the garden spot of China?" It was



their own private capitalistic joke, but this time Chin did not respond. "I'm
afraid I have some bad news, Nangi-san." "If it's another run on the banks,
don't concern yourself," Nangi said. "We can weather it. You know how much
capital we have." "That's just it," Chin said. "It's much less than you

think. We won't be able to hold against even a minor run." Nangi consciously
slowed his heartbeat, which, for just an instant, had leaped. He fought for
calm and, reaching into the nonspace that was the home of the Holy Trinity, he
found 1t. His mind teemed with a thousand questions but before he opened his
mouth, he arranged them in order of importance. First things first. "Where is
the money?" "In six of the Sha Tin developments," Anthony Chin said
miserably. "I know what your orders were, but you were not here. I was on top
of the situation, day to day. I saw just how much money we stood to make. Now
we can't get tenants to move in. Not with the unsettled climate, the fears

about the Communists. Everyone is shaken here, all the tai-pans.

Even—" "You're fired," Nangi said curtly. "You have ten minutes to be out of
the building. After that the security people will have orders to arrest you.
They will do the same if you touch or alter any files." He hung up and

quickly redialed the bank, asking for Allan Su, All-Asia's statistical vice
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president. "Mr. Su, this is Tanzan Nangi. Please do not ask any questions. As
of this moment, you are president of All-Asia. Anthony Chin no longer works
for me. Please give your security people orders to evict him as of now. Have
them make certain he takes nothing of the bank's with him. Now, to

business..." He would have to take one of them out. Red or Blue, which would



it be? Riding the waves, cerulean and a green the shade of translucent jade,
Bristol thought it would be Blue. He sat in a sway-backed canvas director's
chair that had seen better days, paying out his line, waiting for something to
strike the bait twisting fifteen feet below. Not more than a hundred yards to
port, the long sleek twinscrew pleasure boat carrying Alix Lo-gan, a
half-dozen of her friends, and the Red Monster, who was doing his level best
not to stick out like a sore thumb, sat in the water. He had gone so far as

to take off his shirt, which, Bristol thought, was a mistake because it only
emphasized the paleness of the flesh on his chest, back, and upper arms. There
was plenty of muscle, though, and Bristol took careful note. He wondered how
Alix had introduced him to her friends. The line went taut and the ratcheting
of the set reel began. Bristol watched the end of the rod bending and
quivering, and he began the reel-in. If it had been a toss-up he probably
would have chosen the Red Monster to take out because he was even bigger than
Bristol was, and after all this time Bristol was itching for a fight. But as

1t was, there was no contest. In the months of his surveillance, he had come

to hate the Blue Monster. For one thing, he had a way of looking at Alix that
went beyond a strictly business interest. Somehow, over time, Blue had
developed a proprietary absorption. To the Red Monster she was just another
piece of meat, an assignment like many others he had had before and would have
again. Isolate and protect; he stuck to the letter of the command he had been
given—they had a Laundry List, an accounting of people in her life who had
been checked out and were okay for her to associate with. Blue, the night

man, loved to look at her. He was allowed inside her apartment. Not for the



entire night, of course, but just long enough when she returned home to check
the place out thoroughly. Then the door would slam and he'd saunter down the
concrete steps, a wooden toothpick twirling from one corner of his mouth to
the other. He'd cross the street, heading for the chrome and glass box of the
fried chicken franchise less than a block away. He'd buy a pail of extra
crispy that would feed a family of four and hunker down in an orange plastic
seat. His lips full of grease, his cheeks flecked with bits of chicken skin,

he'd stare at the lighted window square behind which Alix Logan was undressing
for bed and lick his lips. Bristol did not think it had anything at all to do

with the food. A force jolted him, all the way down at the base of the rod,

and things began to hot up. He pushed the soles of his worn topsiders against
the aft coaming and hauled back mightily on the rod. The force of God was down
there, and the answering twist almost pulled him out of his chair. What in
Christ's name had he lit onto? His back muscles tensed as he brought all his
brawn to bear against the sea creature at the other end of his line. A

hundred yards away, across the diamondlike sparkle of the rolling sea, Alix
and her friends were in their suits, their coppery skin shining with suntan

oil, faces held up to the streaming sunlight, hair floating in the wind. Tops
popped off iced cans of Bud, handed around. Laughter floated across the
water. Bristol fought the fish, even as his eyes were on the activity aboard
the pleasure boat, even as his mind still turned over his feelings for the

Blue Monster. His great muscles corded and he felt the adrenaline pumping
through him, exulting him. Damn, but it was good to be alive. The terror of

the grave Tomkin wanted him in was an inconstant specter inside him. That



night, the tumbling car, the uncontrollable motion, the soaring,
stomach-wrenching free fall, the ground coming up, the overpowering darkness,
the vertigo, the getout, and the searing fireball of his coffin, the

triumphant shout of the flames licking near his cheek, and rolling, rolling,
looking again and again with each rapid revolution into the face of

death. With a fierce grin, Bristol reeled in the line, feeling with every

sense he possessed the skein of life flowing all around him. He felt the
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rhythmic rocking of the boat as it negotiated the deep sea swells, he breathed
deeply of the clean salt air laced with the pungency of marine fuel, felt the
hot bite of the sunlight on his arms and shoulders. The colors of the water
flashed before him, now deep blue, then aquamarine, turquoise, even, far out,
a thin feathery line of pale green. But mostly, he felt the life at the other

end of the line, the fight, the strategy of working the big fish closer, ever
closer to the boat's side and the ultimate landing. During New York's long,
frigid winters he had dreamed of such moments, and now he was living
them. The fish was close now. He could see its frothy wake every so often as
1t neared the surface, knew that that was the time to brace himself, to let

off the reel's safety and allow the creature its head to plunge downward into
the ocean's depths. That would do nothing more than set the hook more firmly
in its cheek but it only knew that it must get away, and instinctively it went
down. The reel screamed as the line payed out in a blur and he knew that if
he were holding on to the line too tightly, it would snap under the enormous

force of the fish's dive. And now it reached the end and, lifting the rod in



a long smooth arc, he began to reel in the line, slowly, steadily, with a

great deal of patience. It would be a long afternoon out here and he had
nowhere else to go unless the skipper of the nearby pleasure boat decided to
move on. Always he had one eye on the other craft. It was important, he knew,
not to become a passive observer. Most likely, you'd be put to sleep and you'd
learn nothing. He had been taught to use stakeout time to actively learn about
the subject. Moods as well as habits were important, because there would
surely come : day when observer and subject would meet and in that
confrontation the observer's acquired knowledge often made the difference in
establishing a dialogue. The big fish was tiring, and as Bristol wound the

line in more quickly now he saw Alix's tall, lithe form detach itself from the
pack and move with surefooted grace up along the deck forward. The Red
Monster, drinking a beer, turned his head for a moment, catching the movement.
Nothing was happening, so he went back to his quiet drinking. Alix reached

the tubular aluminum railing rising from the prow of the boat and stood
leaning, her arms rigid, her long-fingered hands wrapped around the upper
bars. For a long time she stared out to sea, at the long unbroken line of the
horizon, blue on blue. Then her gaze dropped to the water lapping gently below
her. Her eyes were fixed. She seemed mesmerized by something she saw down
there in the clear water. In one last burst of energy, the fish at the other

end of Bristol's line dove straight down and for just a moment his entire
concentration was directed at not losing the creature. When he looked up,

Alix was gone. Bristol's head whipped around. She was not on deck. Perhaps she

had needed to use the head. Or the sun had got to be too much for



her. Bristol had a sinking feeling in his gut. That fixed look in her eyes,

that staring. He had seen it before when he had first met Gelda. His gaze was
drawn to the sea just in front of the pleasure boat's prow. Caramel hair

floating, a golden shoulder bobbing. Was she swimming or drowning? The Red
Monster glanced forward and didn't see her. He put his beer can aside and got
up. His mouth opened and he said something to the skipper. The other man shook
his head in a negative, pointed toward the forward railing. The Red Monster
sprang upward and Bristol thought, He'd better be quick because Alix was
drifting away from the boat and there seemed no doubt now. She was making no
effort to stay within range and this far out with the current so strong it was

as good as saying, "I give up." Running along the side deck, Red spotted her

and he leaped overboard. His strong confident strokes brought him to her in
minutes. On board the pleasure boat, the skipper was breaking out the

inflatable rubber dinghy. Several of the oiled men were helping him. The women
were gaping. The skipper lowered the dinghy, and the Red Monster with one
capable palm tucked beneath Alix's chin swam slowly toward safety. They were
lifting Alix's body up onto the deck as Bristol's fish broke the surface. It

was a marlin, and by all rights it should have whipped him out of his chair

and into the sea during its fight for life. Bristol watched the long arch of

her golden body, raised like a rainbow being lifted into position. Her hair,
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darkened by the sea, hung down like seagrape, obscuring one shoulder. Moments
later, after the Red Monster had given her mouth-to-mouth, she rolled over.

Sea water ran from her mouth in a torrent. Someone came over and put a



baseball cap on her head to keep off the sun. The skipper draped a towel
across her shoulders, and the Red Monster took her below. Bristol looked down
into the huge, glistening eye of the marlin. Its long body whipped, its

tailfin sending a spray of cool water up into his face. The fish was very
close, and as Bristol leaned over the side with his landing hook at the ready
he saw the marlin for what it really was: not a game fish, not a trophy

stuffed over the mantel in his apartment, but another life. He thought of the
burning car, the fight he had had to put up in order to escape death, and he
saw that the marlin's desperate battle had been no different. They were both
gallant soldiers, and this creature deserved to die no more than Bristol

did. He stared once more into that round eye, so alien yet for all that so

full of life. He could not take that away from the creature. Dropping his
landing hook, he dug in his pocket for the knife. He used the blade to slash
through the line just beyond the hook. For just an instant the marlin lay

there, close to the boat, floating, its eye on him. Then with a flash of its
mighty tail, it leaped away, its blue-green-black body arcing, sunlight
spinning off its scales, and then there was only a narrow foaming wake, a tiny
incision in the skin of the sea to mark where it had once been. Tengu was the
name his sensei, as tradition dictated, had given him. He was another of
Viktor Protorov's agents inside the precincts of the Tenshin Shoden Katori
ryu. As such he walked a fine line, and even his sleep had developed a crack
in it upward to the more alert alpha layers so that he might never be caught
off guard. As Tsutsumu had. Always he was conscious of being in a hive filled

with buzzing, angry bees. That anger, he knew very well, needed only one word



of accusation to be leveled at him. Never had he experienced the kind of
conglomerate emotional upheaval that had come from the unexpected and
unexplained death of Masashigi Kusunoki, the erstwhile leader of this ninja
ryu. Tengu had come from a large rural family in Kyushu and he remembered the
day his father had died. The family reunited silently, moving almost as a

single unit. But even that display of togetherness could not compare with the
singleminded will which apparently pervaded all levels of the society here.
Jonin, leader-sensei, chunin, the tactical unit leaders, and genin, as well as

the students such as himself were all affected to a frightening

degree. Something was happening within the dojo that Tengu did not
understand, some unconscious whirlwind, some spiritual flashpoint of which he
was not part. He tried—and pretended to be a part to those around him—but he
knew inwardly that it was useless. He was lost here and he could not say why.
Had he been able to step outside of himself and observe the totality of the
circumstances within which he found himself, he would have seen that he simply
lacked the dedication, the intense concentration of energies that would have
allowed him to become a part of the mourning, the renewed dedication of spirit
that came with Kusunoki's passing. Tengu developed many fears during these
volatile days when he was obliged to expend tremendous amounts of psychic
energy in concealing his true mission at the Tenshin Shoden Katori from those
about him. But none was as acute or as draining as the fear he developed of
Phoenix. Next to Kusunoki himself, Phoenix was the most powerful of the
jonin. In fact, to Tengu's way of thinking, Phoenix was more of a threat than

Kusunoki ever had been. For one thing, he was younger, his vitality at the



peak. For another, he was an explorer of pathways it seemed to Tengu that
Kusunoki had long ago turned away from. Foolishly. Too, Phoenix had always
spent more time with the lowly genin than Kusunoki ever had, at least during
Tengu's tenure at the dojo. The old sensei had increasingly seemed to devote
himself to quiet contemplation and the instruction of certain favored pupils,
among them the lone female, Suijin. So it was that just before dawn Tengu
would slip silently back into his cubicle, exhausted and utterly drained after

a night spent alternately hiding and searching, his heart pounding heavily
every time he sensed the approach of another. Terror stalked him. He lived in
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fear that Phoenix would become aware of his clandestine activities. The
thought of coming under the scrutiny of that glowering countenance was too
milch for him to contemplate for long. Better by far to die by his own hand
than to be delivered up to the vengeance of such a one. To Tengu, who had
been brought up with all the superstition and ritualism of country folk, it

was like trying to battle a kami. Phoenix was a shade, something that Tengu
could not understand. Seeing him, seeing the fiercely visaged tattooed tiger
rampant across his shoulder and back, Tengu was gripped by a primal paralysis
that he could not break. Therefore, despite what Protorov had advised, he kept
his boldness in check, masking himself against discovery while he continued
his recreancy. When Nangi returned to the larger office suite his face was
entirely composed. He had done all he could for the moment. It was now up to
Allan Su and his staff to go through Anthony Chin's books and ferret out just

what had been done to All-Asia, to see if it was still a viable entity. Su had



advised that they close their doors until the matter was determined but Nangi,
knowing how rumors flew in the Colony, had decided to keep the bank open and
to issue an immediate story about Anthony Chin's dismissal for fiduciary
improprieties to both the Chinese-and English-language newspapers. He had no
compunction about ruining the career of the man who had brought his bank to
the brink of financial destruction. The waters in Hong Kong must be muddied,
Nangi had told Su. "We must do whatever we can to buy time," he had said. "I
do not want to transfer in capital from here to cover a run in an already

skittish atmosphere. I will not throw good money after bad. Remember that, Mr.
Su. Your job and those of all the others under you is in your hands. Please

don't fail." Running over it all again, he was certain that he had covered
everything. Now it was 1n the hands of God. Let Him decide the fate of
All-Asia. Of course he had not told Su that the keiretsu could not afford a
major transfer of funds. But if the bank could not provide it, capital would

have to come from somewhere. Satisfied for the moment, he turned his full
attention to matters within Sato's office. He remembered what he was going to
ask Linnear when the phone call had deflected him. He stopped behind the back
of the sofa on which Nicholas, Sato, and Ishii were sitting. Tomkin was now
sprawled in an oversized chair, facing them. "Linnear-san," he said,

extracting another cigarette and producing his lighter, "before I was
inopportunely called away, you said that it was highly unusual for death

itself to be associated with this Mo." Nicholas, his face pale, said nothing,

and Nangi, staring hard as he lit up, wondered whether he had hit a nerve that

would somehow serve him in his quest for dominance of the gaijin. "I wonder,"



Nangi continued, pouring blue smoke from his half-open mouth, "whether you
would be kind enough to tell me the Wu-Shing's purpose." Now Nicholas had a
choice of losing face or possibly causing a panic among the Japanese and thus
endangering the negotiations Tomkin had made eminently clear must be completed
this week. He had told Tomkin part of it back in the hotel room on Friday, and
now he had told them all a little more. But only he, Nicholas, knew it all,

and the ramifications were so terrifying that, at least for the moment, he
preferred not to think about them. Yet tenacious Nangi, intelligent Nangi was
about to force his hand and in so doing wreck how many years of Tomkin's
planning? His mind was racing, working on the problem, when his head turned
as if of its own volition. Haragei—his peculiar sixth sense— was warning
him... of what? Tomkin! What was wrong? Nicholas began to move even before
fully coherent conclusions had been made. Raphael Tomkin's brown eyes,
usually so full of cunning and impenetrable guile, were now liquid and runny,
as if all the color of the irises were drooling out across his lower lids. His
pupils were dilated and he seemed to be having trouble focusing. Nicholas
touched him, felt the minute vibration in his torso, arhythmic, fluttery,
abnormal. "Quickly," Nicholas said, "call for a doctor." "There's one in the
building," Sato said, motioning to Ishii, who was already halfway to the door.
"He's ours and he's very good:" Tomkin tried to open his mouth and could not
speak. His hands grasped at Nicholas' jacket, crumpling the fabric in thick
swatches beneath his clawed fingers. Within his eyes jumped the red spark of
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fear and terror. "It's all right," Nicholas said, his tone soothing, "there's



a doctor on his way." Something was trying to surface within his mind, a
half-remembered memory, tiny, fleeting, seemingly insignificant at the time.
What was 1t? Tomkin's face was mottled and so close to him Nicholas could
feel the beat of his pulse like an engine gone wild. He put his forefinger
against the underside of the other man's trembling wrist. After a moment, he
moved his finger, then again. His mind was numb with disbelief. He could not
find a pulse! Tomkin's mouth was working and he pulled Nicholas toward him
wanting, needing perhaps, to whisper. Nicholas put his ear against Tomkin's
lips and listened hard. Hard breath like a bellows working overtime and the
sickly sweet stench of decay. It brought up the buried memory, but just as he
reached for it, he heard Tomkin's voice, sere, fibrous, unearthly. "Greydon,"
Nicholas heard between pants. "For. Christ's. Sake. Get. Grey. Don.

Now." Pink light reflecting off the kanzashi in Miss Yoshida's hair turned

the water-soaked stones glistening at the bottom of a pool into gems. She
knelt just inside the open fusuma on the fiftieth floor of the Shinjuku Suiryu
Building, home of Sato Petrochemicals. It had been given over to a master
interior architect and then a sensei of gardening in order to create a

sanctuary of peaceful contemplation in the smoky madhouse of downtown
Tokyo. A whisper of wind came from somewhere in the pearly atmosphere above
Miss Yoshida's bowed head. Off to the right rose a stand of willowy green
bamboo, tall, youthful, filled with eternal suppleness, that ineffable quality
the Japanese so treasure, whose aura can renew the tired spirit. Miss
Yoshida, dressed in a fashionable dark red suit, knelt by the side of the

pool. Though she was Sato's administrative assistant, the simple fact was that



tradition dictated that she be known as an Office Lady. It was a tag she had
been fighting for years without any sign of success. And indeed under other
circumstances she would not have been here but would have fulfilled her
traditional female duties of being a wife and mother, of keeping her home in
perfect order. But six years ago her husband had been struck by a careening
truck as he stepped off a sidewalk jammed with the crush of midday pedestrian
traffic. His skull had been crushed instantly. His death had left Miss Yoshida
all alone to care for their one son, Kozo, who was then beginning high school,
the one linked with prestigious Todai. Miss Yoshida and her husband had
labored long and hard—she had even appealed to Sato to use his influence in
this matter—to get Kozo in. And they had been dismayed at the boy's appalling
display of ungratefulness; he seemed totally oblivious to the great step

upward to a successful future his parents had wrangled for him. Miss Yoshida
sighed now, her shoulders hunched as if beneath a great weight as she recalled
these events. At first she had tried accepting the invitation to come and

live with her mother-in-law. But that had lasted only a few months for Miss
Yoshida found that she had merely exchanged one form of hell for another. By
living in her mother-in-law's house she put herself under the direct control

of the older woman. She was a hera-mochi of ferocious intensity, insisting on
taking over the guidance of the money 1n her son's life insurance and multiple
bank accounts.And the servitude under which Miss Yoshida was forced to abide
became too much for her. She took Kozo and fled the baleful eye of the
hera-mochi, returning to the same section of the city she had loved as a

child, renting a small apartment there. And because there was only Kozo left



in her life now she became a Kyoiku mama, an education mother, constantly
working with her son to improve his grades so that he could get into the elite
juku, the private study groups that gathered on Sundays and on national
holidays over and above the 240 days regular classes were in session. Miss
Yoshida wanted Kozo to enroll in a juku because she knew the level of teaching
in the classroom at his school. Because students were not allowed to repeat or
skip grades, the level of teaching was geared to the slightly slower students

in each class and these, Miss Yoshida had judged, were on a level far below
her own son's. And through her own diligence and Kozo's innate intelligence,
he was soon asked to join a particularly prestigious juku which rented a
classroom at Todai. Miss Yoshida was particularly pleased because she
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remembered her own schooling. In junior college, where all of her classmates
were women, Miss Yoshida was taught how to behave in society, how to treat her
prospective mother-in-law, how to raise children, and how to prepare herself
for all the myriad vicissitudes of married life. It was no more than a
finishing-school education. She had been bitter about that and had vowed that
when she had a female baby, that child would have an entirely different form
of education. But her karma had lain in another direction, and when her
physician had told her that the one child was all she could ever have, she
resigned herself to seeing that her son received the finest in Japanese
education so that all the great doors to the business world would be open to
him. For everyone knew that without an education at only a handful of

universities a young man would be cast adrift on a lonely and unproductive



sea. Thus she ignored Kozo's complaints that his teachers at school resented
his enrollment in the juku. They felt, he told her, that the juku undermined

their own teaching and they were jealous at the loss of control and thus made
life more difficult for him in class. "Nonsense," Miss Yoshida told him.

"That's merely an excuse to shirk your studies. Do you have any idea how much
the juku costs me each month?" Of course she would not tell him, but privately
she was glad that her husband had been such a hoarder; he was a good provider
even in death. Two years ago—has it already been so long? she asked
herself—Kozo was ready to graduate high school. All semester long, he had
dedicated himself along with his class to studying for the Todai entrance
examinations. White faced and tense he would leave the apartment every
morning, not returning from the library until late in the evening. Then, in

the three weeks after New Year's, with all regular classes dissolved for the
year, Kozo began the rigorous around-the-clock cramming that was known as
shiken jigoku, examination hell. Miss Yoshida shuddered now when she thought
of those words. She arranged for Kozo to have one entire section of the
apartment for his intensive studies. And then one morning... Miss Yoshida's
shoulders shook as she sobbed out loud at the verge of the exquisite garden,

the rustling of the leaves, the musical notes of the tiny waterfall which

flowed over the smooth ochre stones lost on her. No! a voice within her

cried. Why torture yourself again? Why make yourself remember? But all the
while she knew why. Penance. Silent tears streamed down her rounded cheeks,
staining her silk blouse, beading on her linen suit jacket. Ah, Buddha! How

can [ ever forget the moment when I entered his rooms that morning and found



him hanging, twisted in his bedsheet, the small stool kicked over on its side.
Swinging back and forth like a monstrous metronome and, oh, when he was a
child and sleeping peacefully, that small secret smile on his lips, he would
twist his sheet around his legs—his legs, not his neck. Oh, my poor

Kozo! Three months after she had buried him in a plot next to his father's,

she had read a newspaper article by Professor Soichi Watanabe of Tokyo's
Sophia University. In part, he lamented "the bitterness of educational

servitude" young boys were forced to undergo, "a sentence from which no child
can escape." And she had wept all over again, appalled at her own lack of
understanding or compassion. From the moment of his birth she had molded Kozo
into the conception of what she wanted him to be. She saw now that she had had
no clear idea of him as an individual. Rather, he had always been an extension
of her. A most important extension, to be sure. But only a part of her for all

that. Now, her head buried in her hands, she rocked softly back and forth on

her haunches and wept bitter tears, drenched in longing and spiteful

self-pity. And that was how death found her, falling across her body in

shadow, a rippling nightblack finger that seemed to appear out of nowhere,
running across her bent back, ribboning along the folds of her linen jacket

like a slice of the Void splitting her in two. Miss Yoshida was aware of
nothing but her own pain and sorrow, the more recent trauma of finding
Kagami-san in his own blood in the steam room. And the indelible memory of
Kozo. Even the foul stench emanating from Tomkin-san, a product, she supposed,
of his meat-filled Western diet, was forgotten in the swelling blossom of her

utter despair. Then she felt a gentle hand on her shoulder and a soft woman's
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voice crooning to her and slowly she unwound, her shoulders lifting, her spine
unbending, and her head coming up to see the source of comfort. She had just
time enough to see the colorful kimono, the long gleaming sweep of blue-black
hair, marked with the coarse bloody Xi, in the manner of the geisha, before
she heard the odd high whistling and the great ruffled blade of the gunsen
slashed through the bone and cartilage at the base of her nose, severing

it. Miss Yoshida screamed thickly as her raw nerves overcame the shock trauma
and pain flashed through her. Blood gushed from the rent in her face,
drenching her blouse and jacket. She fell backward with her feet bent under
her buttocks. Her eyes opened wide, blinking rapidly in incomprehension, for
now she recognized the figure for what it was and her heart contracted in
terror. "I am afraid this is way beyond my ken," the doctor said. He was gray
and wan, seeming ten years older than when he had come through the office
door. "His only hope now is a hospital." He sighed deeply, pushing his
wire-framed glasses up on his glistening forehead, then massaging his eyes
with his thumbs. "A thousand pardons. I am afflicted with an almost constant
sinus headache these days." He produced a small plastic bottle, detonated
squeezes in each nostril. "My doctor says I must soon leave the city for

good." He pocketed the bottle. "The pollution, you know." He was a stooped
Japanese of more than middle yeas, with shoulders so thin the blades could be
seen beneath his rumpled jacket. He had kind, intelligent eyes. He sighed now
as he put the bottle away. "But if you want my opinion, even that won't do

much good." He peered around at the anxious faces in the room: Nicholas, Sato,



Nangi, then at the form of Tomkin, sprawled on Sato's sofa. "It's not his

heart," the doctor said. "I don't know what it is." "I took his pulse while

you were being summoned," Nicholas said. "He didn't have any." "Quite so."
The doctor's eyes blinked owllike behind his thick lenses. "And that is what

is so remarkable. He should be dead, you know." He looked over in the
direction of the stricken man. "Was he on any special medication, do you know,
Linnear-san?" Nicholas remembered idly picking up the small plastic bottle in
Tomkin's hotel suite. "He's been taking Prednisone." The doctor seemed to
stagger backward a pace and Nicholas reached out for him. His face had gone
pale but he made no exclamation, only said so low Nicholas had to lean toward
him, "Prednisone? Are you absolutely certain it was Prednisone?" "Yes." The
doctor took off his glasses. "I fear the ambulance will be useless now," he

said softly. Carefully he replaced his spectacles and looked at them. Now his
face had altered just as if he were a quick-change artist. His eyes were

black, a professional veneer like a curtain hanging between him and everything
else about him. Nicholas had seen that look many times before in doctors, and
in soldiers returning from a war. It was a kind of defense mechanism, a
deliberate hardening of the heart to protect it from sorrow's bitter arrows.
There was, indeed, nothing the doctor could do, and he hated defeat so

much. "I am afraid Tomkin-san 1s suffering from the end phase of Takayasu's
arterisis, a uniformly malignant and fatal disease. It is also known as

pulseless disease. The reason for that is, I think, obvious to all of

you." Miss Yoshida was confident that she was dying. This did not seem to be

a terrible occurrence for it would bring an end to her suffering and would



hide her shame at being too cowardly to take up her husband's wakizashi and,
drawing the steel from its scabbard, plunge it into her lower belly. But the
manner in which she was dying—that was another matter entirely. She was dying
like a dog, a poor, broken animal in the street, kicked and pummeled, the life
escaping from her in short arrhythmic gasps. Surely this was no way for a
samurai woman to die, she told herself, her mind already half numb from the
painful contact of the needle-sharp ripple blade of the steel fan. But the

sight of the figure looming over her—that painted demon's face, dead white,
with bright orange paint in the manner the kabuki represented demons in its
plays—transfixed her. It was as if she had been spun down the awful tunnel of
legend, as if quotidian Tokyo with its hordes of rushing people, thick
pollution, and bright neon lights had disappeared entirely. And in its place
were the wood and paper houses, the green, trembling bamboo groves of the
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Japan of long ago, mist shrouded and mysterious, filled with magic and the
feats of heroes. This was the essence of the visage which was bent over her
now, administering a terrible punishment. But I am samurai! a voice in the
back of Miss Yoshida's dazzled mind cried. If I am to die, at least grant me
the nobility of falling in battle. And so Miss Yoshida reached up with
clawlike talons, shredding first her nails and then her fingertips on the

deadly gunsen that whistled down at her again and again. She began to inch
away from the blows, uncurling herself awkwardly, using forearms and elbows
now, the blood running hot and free down her arms and into the drenched

sockets of her armpits. But now her lips were drawn back from her clenched



teeth in a cross between a grin and a snarl and adrenaline pumped through her
and her heart arose from its gray slumber and sang again at the spirits of her
samurai ancestors who moved her now to her glorious end. "Confirmed diagnosis
has been relatively recent. Early 1979 at the Mayo clinic, I believe." "There

is nothing you can do, Taki-san?" Sato said. The doctor shrugged his meager
shoulders. "I can sedate him; take away the pain. There's nothing else." "But
surely the hospital has facilities that can—" But Taki was already shaking

his head. "It 1s almost over, Sato-san. He will feel far more pain if we move
him. And the hospital... well, personally, I would not want to die there had I
the choice." Sato nodded, also admitting defeat. Nicholas left them, a

modern cabal, ineffectual against the primitive, ultimate forces of nature. He
knelt beside Tomkin and looked into the pale, pinched face. Once he had seen
the power in that face, the lines the burden of command had etched into it,
giving it character and substance. Now it was those lines that had begun to

take over, deepening, widening, extending their networks. Time seemed to have
closed in on him, aging him ten years in as many minutes. But unlike Taki, he
would never bounce back. The regenerative process in him had been destroyed by
disease. It seemed vastly ironic to Nicholas now to be kneeling by the side

of this dying man, the same man whom he had vowed to destroy. But he did not
question it. Tomkin's karma was his own. Nicholas accepted these events as he
accepted all else in life, with equanimity and calmness. It was just this

unique quality which had allowed him to put away his intense desire to talk
with Akiko, his bewilderment at her physicality. It was what allowed him to

recover so quickly from the awesome implications of Kagami-san's terrible



murder. He was Eastern in nature, even though there was but a hint of his
mother's blood in his face. The Colonel, had he been alive today, would have
recognized in the visage of his son an almost exact duplicate of his own

youthful self, save that Nicholas' hair was as dark as his mother's and his

eyes somehow did not contain the directness of Western culture. Within
Nicholas now swirled many emotions. He recognized the hate for Tomkin which
had allowed him to go to work for him, even become his Mend in order to be
close to him, to sow the seeds of his revenge for his friend's murder at

Tomkin' s behest. And yet... There were qualities about the man that had begun
to affect Nicholas. For one thing, he was fiercely loyal. He would try to

bring the sun down from the sky for one of his people who was legitimately in
trouble. For another, his abiding love for both his daughters, but especially
Justine, was touching. It was in the nature of the man that he could not very

well express that love. But his understanding of his troubled younger daughter
and, just as importantly, his acknowledgement—at least to himself and to
Nicholas—of his complicity in her emotional state was laudable. Though Tomkin
could often be loud and crude, these abrasive qualities hid a man of much
emotion. Indeed, in private moments, many of which he had chosen to share with
Nicholas, when his guard was down and he was relaxed, he could be an engaging,
even a charming, companion. Nicholas looked down at the gray, deflated face.
Devoid of animation, Tomkin had the countenance of an overused wax doll. He
recalled Tomkin's sadness over Justine's relationships; how he had ached for
her when she had been used by Chris; the final anger that had both saved her

and caused her to turn away from him. Nicholas recognized that Justine should



be here; perhaps only he knew how much solace her presence would bring to
Tomkin now. Ultimately, it was his family that was Tomkin's weak spot. It
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seemed cruel indeed that he should die here so far from home and his
daughters, all that he loved. Facing death, Nicholas felt always slightly
diminished. He understood dimly that that was a Western facet of his
personality, a legacy from the Colonel. His Eastern half understood fully that
death was integrated with life, the two the same, really. If you were one with
all things, then death was one of them. That, at least, should be some solace
to him now. Nicholas saw the eyes flutter open, the brown of the irises dirty
and almost gray. Breath was an enormous effort, the dry-lipped mouth was half
open. "I called Greydon," he said. "He's just outside." But there seemed no
recognition at all in the eyes as they drifted, drifted across the room.

Outside, day had died and the nighttime splendor of Tokyo was a blaze of neon
fire, holding back the darkness with its multicolored shell. Tomkin turned

his head, and Nicholas followed his gaze. There was nothing there, a blank
wall. What did Tomkin see there that held the last of his attention? Only cats
sat and stared at nothing. Then a shadow passed across the wall, and as if it
were somehow connected to him, Tomkin shuddered once and Nicholas said,
"Doctor?" though it was merely a formality; he knew death when he saw

it. "Mr. Linnear?" Nicholas rose slowly and turned to see the worried face
of Greydon, Tomkin's attorney. "How is he?" "Let the doctor tell you."
Nicholas suddenly felt tired. Taki knelt beside Tomkin's form with his

stethoscope, listening intently. After a moment, he pulled the instrument from



his ears. "He's expired, I'm afraid." He stood up and began to write in his
notepad. Greydon wiped at his face with a linen handkerchief. "This is so
sudden," he said. "I never... well, I never suspected it was so close." "You
knew about Tomkin's illness?" Nicholas said. Greydon nodded distractedly.
"Yes. Dr. Kidd, his personal physician, and I were the only ones." Then his
eyes seemed to focus and he looked at Nicholas. "Tomkin had to come to me for
the will, you see. I had to know." He took a deep breath. "Would anyone mind
if I had a whiskey and soda?" "Excuse me," Sato said. "The circumstances..."
He went quickly to the bar and made Greydon his drink, gave it to him. He made
something for Nangi as well, who was looking very pale. Greydon took a long
pull at his drink and touched Nicholas on the elbow. "Please," he said

quietly, "come with me." Away from the others, Nicholas stopped. "What is
1t?" he said shortly. His mind was elsewhere. Greydon snapped open his black
lizardskin attache case. "There are certain matters which must be—" "Not
now," Nicholas said, putting his hand on Greydon's arm. "There'll be plenty of
time for formalities later on." The lawyer looked up at him from his

half-bent position. "I'm sorry, Mr. Linnear, but I have explicit instructions.

Mr. Tomkin was quite clear on this point." His hand dipped into the case,
extracted an oversized buff envelope. Nicholas' name was on the front. The
flap was sealed with a blob of red wax. He handed it over. "Mr. Tomkin
requested that immediately upon his death you be hand-delivered this envelope
and that you read it and sign it in my presence." Numbly Nicholas looked down
at the envelope. "What's in it?" "It's a codicil." "A codicil?" "To Mr.

Tomkin's will." Greydon's face was anxious again. He touched Nicholas on the



wrist. "You must read it now, Mr. Linnear. It was Mr. Tomkin's express wish."
His eyes seemed large and moist. "Please." Nicholas turned the envelope over,
broke the seal. He lifted the flap, took out several sheets of paper. The top

one was in Tomkin's unmistakable oversized scrawl. He began to

read. Nicholas, You are no doubt slightly bewildered by recent events. That

is only natural. I must confess to wishing that I knew just what emotions are
dominant in you now. I only know that were I there now I would never be able
to tell them from your face. In many ways you have been even more of an enigma
to me than my daughters. I suppose that is only right, since you have come to
seem like a son to me. Actually I think that is only fitting. Wasn't it

Oedipus who wished to kill his father? Oh, yes, I know. Because I have come to
know you. I have done many foolish things in my life, things on which I have
little desire to dwell. I had an unquenchable desire for power, and toward

that end I destroyed people, whole companies even, to achieve my desires. But,
in the end, life has a way of making fools of us all, and why should I be any
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different? Meeting you changed my life, I can't deny that. Oh, at first not

at all. I was too iron-willed for that. But I remember that long night while

both of us waited for Saigo to come. You were there to protect me yet, in my
fear and desperation, I spoke to him, offering to sacrifice your life for

mine. It was only later that I realized how foolish I had been. And I

suspected that you had overheard me. I'm right, aren't I? Well, it doesn't

really matter much to me now. Only to say that after that night I began to

understand you. Some quality within you that [ am still at a loss to define,



began to creep through me like a mist. I'm glad you came to work for me, just
as I'm glad you will marry my daughter. That, too, is fitting. There are,
perhaps, many reasons why you would want to kill me. But perhaps the most
insistent is for what happened to your friend, Lewis Croaker. He thought I
murdered Angela Didion; and you thought I had him killed. You're wrong. And
you're right. I'm truly sorry, but I cannot be more specific. I've perhaps
already said more than I should. To business: On the next sheet of paper you
will find a legal document. It assigns you sixty percent of the voting shares
for Tomkin Industries. With it you can sit on the board of directors; you may
even change its composition. Though Justine and Gelda each retain twenty
percent, that will be entirely your prerogative, just as it was mine. Sign it

and you will become the president of Tomkin Industries. Don't think too much
about it, follow your instincts. But know that this is what I want, Nicky,

with all my heart and soul, if such a thing truly exists. Soon you and Justine
will marry. I am pleased that you love each other. No one understands better
than I how precious such a commodity is these days. You're family now, you
see, in all ways. If you sign you will make me very happy. I'll know that the
company is in the right hands. But know this: there is one thing that you must
do immediately after the funeral. Greydon, who is no doubt standing by, will
tell you what it 1s. Good-bye, Nicky.Tell my girls I love them, Raphael
Tomkin It was witnessed by Greydon, dated June 4, 1983. Nicholas sat down on
the arm of Sato's chair. His head was buzzing and he fought desperately for
control. Nothing in his training had prepared him for this. "Mr.

Linnear?" Slowly Nicholas looked up, becoming aware that Greydon had been



trying to get his attention for some time. "Mr. Linnear, will you sign the
codicil?" There was just too much happening at once. Nicholas felt
overwhelmed. Emotion welled up from the Western part of him, while his Eastern
half fought desperately to suppress those same emotions which if they surfaced
would surely cause loss of face. Nicholas felt in the middle for the first

time in his life, at odds with either side of himself. Because he wanted to do
both: feel and not feel at the same time. Sato had been quite correct. In this
country grief was an extremely private emotion, held back from even those
closest to you. And yet, he felt acutely the presence of the Colonel urging

him to grieve, telling him that it was all right, that it was a man's

prerogative to cry, to feel, to need solace in times of stress; it was what
everyone wanted. And still nothing showed on his face. Perhaps Nangi, the
astute master that he was, might have seen the pain flitting like dark darting
fish in Nicholas' eyes. But Nangi would never even contemplate such a gross
intrusion of privacy. Ever since Tomkin was stricken the Japanese had
steadfastly looked only at each other, giving no chance for loss of

face. "Mr. Linnear?" All at once Nicholas found himself in the first attack
position, his muscles corded, his hips and knees already moving on their own,
the red killing drive welling up in him and his arm beginning to

lift. "Yes?" Greydon blinked rapidly behind his glasses, standing immobile
and defenseless, and Nicholas thought to himself, What am I doing? appalled at
the misdirection of emotion, the readiness of his body to act on his
aka-1-ninjutsu training. It was as if all his time in America had been shed

from him and now, returned to his natural element, he was reverting,



cerebration giving way to instinct as he had been taught. For jaho, the magic
of the ninja ryu, required the absolute imprisonment of the laws and

strictures of so-called civilization. But this was not Nara prefecture and he
was not within the caol stone walls of the Tenshin Shoden Katori. He was no
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longer a pupil but a sensei. He should know better. But he was not entirely
Eastern, no matter how much he tried to convince himself otherwise. And at
precisely this moment, as if a great and towering glacial floe that had

blocked his path for ages, reflecting the light in its icy rills and ridges,

had cracked asunder, he understood the latent anger he felt toward the Colonel
for bearing him, for imbuing him with his Western genes, reactions,
instincts—his coarsened method of viewing the world. Nicholas realized that
his unfaltering reverence for his father was merely a mask for the resentment
that lay smoldering in white heat inside him. And abruptly he knew what he
must do. He relaxed his body, consciously draining it of the adrenaline

which, unbidden, had been released in the onset of kokyu suru, the attack
stance. Handing Greydon the papers, he said, "Give me some time, will you,"
and went across the room, from island to carpeted island, past the four
Japanese, who would not dare look into his face, who spoke in low, quick tones
of mundane matters. Nicholas went around the side of the sofa and Tomkin
appeared before him again, already laid out as if on a bier. There was

a bitter taste in Nicholas' mouth and a burning behind his eyes. The day the
Colonel had died, the Linnears' new gardener, another old man, a Zen master of

his leafy domain, to take the beloved Atake's place in the house on the



outskirts of Tokyo, had begun to rake the snow. And Nicholas could see again
the lines of dark and white, the sight of melancholy winter transmuted by
personal tragedy into the embodiment of death. Nicholas knelt down at right
angles to Tomkin's body, bowing his head formally as one does to acknowledge
the head of a family. After the revelations of a moment ago there seemed no
difference between this corpse and the one he and his mother and Itami had
buried with such ceremonial pomp and circumstance so many years ago. Save
that now the ache inside him, unknowable and seemingly absolute, had been
dissolved in the knowledge of his view of the Roundeyed Barbarian. Though the
Colonel had come to love the East with an unfailing passion, still he had been
gaijin and throughout all his life growing up in Japan Nicholas had suffered
because of it. The blood, the blood. The Japanese could not get over that,

could not, in their heart of hearts secreted far away from their public

display of affection for him, forgive him for that ultimate transgression. In
Raphael Tomkin Nicholas had perceived, albeit unconsciously, all the traits,
though untrue, ascribed to his father. He saw now that part of his hate for
Tomkin was his hate for what the Colonel had been, what he could not help
being. He was an Easterner trapped in a Westerner's body. Karma. But Nicholas
understood now that he had never been able to accept that, that he had for so
many years unconsciously fought against that karma, just as he had steadfastly
refused to face his deep and abiding hatred. Now he could. Tomkin's death had
shown him the way, and for that he would be eternally grateful to the man. But
he knew as well that he had felt far more than hatred toward Tomkin. He had

never truly believed him the monster his daughters claimed he was. Always



ruthless, sometimes cruel, he could nevertheless display an astonishingly
profound love for his children as well as life. Nicholas felt the sorrow

bubbling upward, released at last from the iron restraints of his Eastern

heritage. For while he grieved for Raphael Tomkin, he grieved anew for his
father as well. Tears fell like stones from his eyes, neatly aligned pebbles

from his own inner Zen garden that had forever been diminished by human

loss. After a time, Nicholas rose. His face was calm, composed, and his mind
felt clear, free of the ropy restraints of a half hour before. He went back to

where Greydon was standing patiently holding the documents, and took them from
him. He read the letter all over again, fascinated anew by Tomkin's insight;

he had obviously understood far more than his ugly American exterior had
indicated. When Nicholas got to the paragraph about Angela Didion, he paused.
Was Croaker right or wasn't he? he wondered. How could it be both? Shock after
shock. Wheels within wheels. The letter's overall tone was curiously Oriental

in its acute introspection, its hints at deeper developments. For a long time
Nicholas stared at the letter. He had long ago ceased to read. His eyes might
even have seemed blank to an uninitiated observer. But the fact was he had
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begun to look beyond the words, to find the Void, and, in that peculiar form

of meditation open only to the greatest of the world's warriors of the East,

the answer to perhaps the largest change in his life. Abruptly he looked up,

and when his eyes made contact with Greydon's they were focused and sharp. He
carefully folded the letter and put it away in his inside jacket pocket. "What

happens if 1 don't sign?" he said quietly. "It's all in the will," Greydon



said. "I cannot tell you the details; that would violate my trust. [ am
authorized to say only that the board of directors will decide on the new
president." "But who will it be?" Nicholas asked. "Will he be a good man?
Will he be in favor of this merger? Will he manage the company as Tomkin
wanted?" Greydon smiled thinly. "What would you have me say, Mr. Linnear?
Obviously Mr. Tomkin wanted you to make your decision without such knowledge."
He looked at Nicholas for a moment. "However, just by your asking those
questions I believe you have already come to a decision." He produced a
fountain pen and uncapped it. Its gold nib shone in the light like a
sword-blade. "Tomkin said there was something I must do... if I sign. You
know what it is." Greydon nodded. "That's correct. As the new president of
Tomkin Industries you are required to seek an interview with a man in
Washington. His name is C. Gordon Minck. I am in possession of his private
number." "Who is he?" "I have no idea." The pen was waiting, hanging in the
air. Nicholas took it, noting its weight and balance. He put the codicil down
on Sato's desk and wrote his name on the designated line. Greydon nodded his
head. "Good." He took the codicil, waved it about until the ink dried, then
folded it away. "You will receive a copy after the will is read." He stuck out
his hand. "Good luck, Mr. Linnear." He ducked his head. "Now it's time I
notified the company and began to see to funeral arrangements." "No,"
Nicholas said, "I'll do that. And, Greydon, please wait until I speak to his
daughters before informing the office." "Of course, Mr. Linnear. As you
wish." He left the room. Nicholas looked across the expanse of Sato's office.

The others were discreetly not looking at him. He went across to them and



said, "Sato-san, Nangi-san, Ishii-san," bowing formally, "I have been named to
succeed Tomkin. His company is now mine." He lifted his eyes to see their
reaction, but they were being very careful and circumspect. Too much had
already happened today. Sato spoke first. "Congratulations, Linnear-san. I am
so sorry that your good fortune comes through these tragic

circumstances." "Thank you. Your concern is greatly appreciated.” Ishii also
expressed his concern in a manner that managed to be sincere without being
inquisitive. Nangi said nothing. That was all right. Now it was time to forge
ahead. "Unfortunately, I will be forced to return to the States immediately to
see to the last rites. Our discussions must be postponed." They bowed all
around. "Karma" Sato said. "But I have no wish to forestall our merger,"
Nicholas said. "And I will be returning as soon as is proper. But toward that
end, I find I must leave with you some information, bizarre though it may seem
to you." Now he had their undivided attention. Good, he thought. Here

goes. "I had decided not to bring it up now because I felt some more evidence
was needed. I thought I could be of some help in this. Now, however,
circumstances dictate otherwise. Because I am leaving, because I hold sacred
our mutual pact and do not want anything to disrupt it, I must now answer
Nangi-san's question fully. "He asked if I had any knowledge of death linked
to the Wu-Shing. I said truthfully that I had never seen such a thing. And yet

I have heard of it." "In what circumstance?" Sato asked. "What happened to
Ka-gami-san, truly? We must know." And Nicholas told them the ancient legend
he had recounted to Tomkin. Quiet electricity built itself in the air. "I

think it's time for all of us to go," Nangi said from out of the



silence. Uniformed attendants, called by the doctor, had arrived, and now

they began to wrap Raphael Tomkin in silver-gray plastic swaddling. Ishii
left. Then Sato and the doctor filed past but Nangi, his face as pale as a
geisha's white rice-powdered visage, held back, his dark eyes locked on
Nicholas' face. They stood side by side. "In three days," Nangi said, "the
cherry blossom springs to life, blooming like a mystic cloud, heaven come to
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earth for a brief moment. In its opening we find joy; in its fading we console
ourselves with the richness of memories. "Is that not the way of all

life?" With a dry crinkle, the silver-gray plastic enwrapped Raphael Tomkin's
face in its code of eternal silence. KYOTO/TOKYO SPRING 1946-AUTUMN
1952 When Tanzan Nangi returned from the consequences of war, released from
the military hospital in which he had recovered while his country slowly lost
the initiative in its desperate struggle against the West, he tried to go

home. He was set free of his antiseptic bed on March 11, 1945, almost a year
to the day since he had been rescued from his makeshift raft. The hospital had
claimed him, the surgeon's scalpel probing his flesh time and time again in
attempts to repair the nerve and muscle damage done to him. Sight in his
damaged eye was totally gone and there was nothing they could do but sew the
lids in place to stop the interminable tic that had plagued him. With his

legs it was another matter entirely. Three lengthy operations returned partial
use of his limbs to him. He would not, as the doctors had at first feared, be
subjected to the indignity of amputation. But, they told him, he would have to

learn to walk all over again, and it would be a slow, painful process. Nangi



did not care. He was grateful to the God Jesus to whom he had prayed in his
darkness and who had seen fit to preserve his life. Travel in those times was
difficult for a civilian, even a hero of the war. If you did not wear a

uniform, if you were not on your way to a mobilization center, you were
largely ignored. Japan, in dire straits, had more on its mind. The

bureaucratic war machine's hegemony over the country was stronger than
ever. But the spirit of togetherness beneath the billowing clouds of war was
everywhere and Nangi found a ride into Tokyo in a farmer's broken-down truck,
rattling over bumps and holes in the roads, stopped seemingly at every turn to
allow the military traffic its right of way. As it turned out, he needn't

have bothered. The sky was black over Tokyo, a dense, acrid pall in no way
related to the rain clouds higher up. Choking ash hung in the air, coating

face and hands, lining the mouth and nostrils with grit. Nangi stood shakily
up in the back of the trembling truck as they rolled into the city. It seemed

as if there was nothing left. Tokyo had been devastated. The high winds made
it difficult to see clearly, and he was obliged to blink constantly to keep

his eye free of ash. Not whole buildings, not whole blocks, but entire
sections of the city had been incinerated. Where Nangi's family's house had
stood there were now squads of sweepers and shovelers clearing their way
through the lumps of blackened structures. No one was left alive, he was told.
The intense heat of the igniting napalm combined with the high winds—the same
winds that had fanned the terrible Tokyo fire of 1920—to roast fully half the
city. There was nowhere left to go but to Kyoto. Nangi had not forgotten the

promise he had made to Gotaro to see to his younger Brother, Seiichi. The



ancient capital had been spared much of the devastation that had turned Tokyo
into a smoldering blackened skeleton, but food was still scarce and starvation
was rampant. Nangi had acquired a small loaf of black bread, a pot of jam, a

bit of butter, and six daikon—white radishes. These he brought to the Sato
house as a gift against the disruption and inconvenience of his visit. He

found only an old woman at home, a straight-backed, stiff-lipped creature with
iron gray hair pulled back flat to her skull and the eyes of an inquisitive

child behind a face full of wrinkles. "Hai?" The interrogative was somewhat
defensive and Nangi recalled what Gotaro had said about his grandmother. There
had been a great deal of suffering and death in this family, and he could not
bring himself to be the bearer of more bad tidings. With the current chaos of

the war it was all too likely that news of the death of her grandson would not
have reached her. He bowed politely and, handing her the packet of food, told
her that he had served alongside Gotaro and that he sent his best respects to

her. She sniffed, her nose lifted slightly, and said, "Gotaro-chan never paid

me any respect while he was living here." But clearly she was pleased with

this message and, bowing, she backed away from the doorway to allow him
entrance. It was still difficult for Nangi to negotiate, and she turned away

in such a natural and graceful way he could never be certain that she had done
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it on purpose to avoid him embarrassment. Oba-chama—for Nangi would know her
only as others did, as "Grandma"—went to make him tea, a signal honor in those
drear days without hope. They sat on opposite sides of the room with the break

in the tatami between them as was customary 