Ri si ng Sun
By: M chael crichton
Synopsi s:

When a beautiful girl is found nurdered on the forty-sixth
fl oor of the

new Nakanoto Towers buil di ng, Lieutenant Peter Smth of
LAPD Speci al

Services is called on to act as |iaison between the
departnent and the

Japanese conpany, Nakanoto industries. He is aided by a
somewhat

di sreputabl e captain who is on extended | eave and who has
spent time in

Japan.

during the investigation, Smth |earns a | ot about the
adversari al

trade met hods used by the Japanese to subvert and
under mi ne our country.

A real eye-opener.
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More praise for
Rl SI NG SUN

"Every so often, a work of popular fiction vaults over its
hunbl e

origins as entertai nment, grasps the Anmerican inagi nation
and stirs up

the volcanic sub texts of our daily life. Lincle Tom@
Cebl ; 7 was t hat

ki nd of book; so was Laura Z. Hobson's Gentl eman's

Agr eenent .

M chael Crichton's eighth novel, RI PING SUN, a thriller
set agai nst

t he background of current American Japanese tensions, 1S
likely to be

another .... A shocking and om nous polemc, R SING SUN is
at heart a
rallying cry.... That M. Crichton effortlessly weaves a

mesneri zi ng

nmystery cones as no surprise. Wtty and erudite, he can

al ready | ay

claimto one of Anerica's heavyweight titles: Mst Serious
Suspense

Novel i st.

That he should now wite so passionately and engagi ngly on
matters of

Japanese culture and the survival of a free and productive
Aneri ca-t hat

Is the surprise of RISING SUN.... RISING SUN exposes the
raw nerves of

a country in profound econom c distress, of a people with
decl i ni ng

faith in thenselves, their |eaders and their past, a
peopl e very uneasy

about their future. Despite the book's provocative tone,
M. Crichton

I S no xenophobe, no fool, no ranting bigot. The questions



he poses are

of great consequence in the debate about Anerica's
condition at the end

of the American century. What nore could one ask of
popul ar

fiction?"

T/ 7e New Yol -k Ti nes Book Pevlew (Front page review)
Pl ease turn the

page for nore reviews....

" EXTRAORDI NARY . ..

Were Crichton really excels [is] the detailing of the
many ways in

whi ch Japan has penetrated Anerica, and the very real
dangers this

poses. The Japanese make no bones that to them business

s war, and

that a part of the war is conducted by neutralizing public
opi ni on. "

Chi cago Sun- Tinmes "Remarkably tinmely . . . The plot of

Rl SI NG SUN

thicken[s) at a satisfying pace.... Let us hope that M.
Crichton's

assi duously researched fantasy does not turn out to be too
extrenely

timely."

The New York Tines "[Al tense, fast-paced nurder nystery."”
Pl Byboy

" FASCI NATI NG . .

Suspenseful ... Technologically riveting... Bound to
attract

controversy and a huge readership."

The Kirkus Reviews (starred review)

"Enough nystery and suspense to keep the reader hooked .



[ The]
glinpses into the deep-rooted other ness of Japanese nores
are
fascinating. So is the book's science, as one m ght
expect from an
author with an M D. degree and a long line of bestsellers
with
hi gh-tech plots."

LI SA Today "[This] entertaining, well-researched thriller
cannot be

easily dism ssed as Japan- bashi ng because it raises

| nportant questions

about that country's adversarial trade strategy and our

i nadequat e

response to it."

Publ i shel -s Week/y(starred review)
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CONFEDENTI AL TRANSCr i pt
OF | NTERNAL RECCORDS

Contents: Transcript of Video Interrogation Detective
Peter J. Smith



March 13-15 re: "Nakanoto Murder," (A8895-404) This
transcript is the

property of the Los Angeles Police Departnent and is for
i nternal use

only. Perm ssion to copy, quote from or otherw se
reproduce or revea

the contents of this docunent is limted by |aw

Unaut hori zed use

carries severe penalties.

Direct all inquiries to: Commanding O ficer internal
Affairs Division Los

Angel es Police Departnent PO Box 2029 Los Angeles, CA
92038- 2029

Tel ephone: (213) 555-7600 Tel efa.x: (213) 555-7812

Video Interrogation: Det. P.J. Smth 3/13-3/15 Case:
"Nakaxnot o

Murder" Description of interrogation: Subject (Lt. Smth)
was

I nterrogated for 22 hours over 3 days from Monday, March
13 to

Wednesday, March 15.

I nterview was recorded on S-VHS/ SD vi deot ape.

Description of image: Subject (Smth) seated at desk in

Vi deo Room #4,

LAPD HQ C ock visible on the wall behind subject. |nmage
I ncl udes

surface, of desk, coffee cup, and Subject fromthe wai st

up.

Subj ect wears coat and tie (day 1); shift and tie (day 2);
and

shirtsl eeves only (day 3). Video tinme code in |ower right
cor ner,

Pur pose of interrogation: Cariflcation of Subject role in

"Nakanot o Murder. 3-' (A8895-404) O ficers in charge of the
I nterrogation

were Det. T. Conway and Det. P. Hamond. Subject waived
his right to

an attorney.



Di sposition of case: Filed as "case unsol ved."

Transcript of. March 13 (1) INT: Ckay. The tape is
runni ng. State
your nane for the record, please.

SUBJ: Peter Janes Smith.

| NT: State your age and rank.

SUBJ: I'mthirty-four years old. Lieutenant, speci al
Servi ces

Di vision. Los Angel es Police Departnent.

I NT: Lieutenant Smth, as you know, you are not being
charged with a
crime at this tinme.

SUBJ: | know.

| NT: Neverthel ess you have a right to be represented here
by an

attorney.

SUBJ: | waive that right.

| NT: Ckay. And have you been coerced to come here in any
way ?

SuBJ: (long pause) No. | have not been coerced in any
wayl NT: Ckay.
Now we want to talk to you about the Nakanoto Murder.
When did you

first become involved in that case?

SUBJ: On Thursday ni ght, February 9, about nine o'clock.
| NT: \What happened at that tine?

SUBJ: | was at hone. | got a phone call.

| NT: And what were You doing at the tinme you got the
call"?



FI RST NI GHT

A
Actually, | was sitting on nmy bed in nmy apartnment in
Cul ver City,

wat ching the' Lakers ganme with the sound turned off, while
| tried to
study vocabulary for ny introductory Japanese cl ass.

It was a quiet evening; | had gotten nmy daughter to sl eep
about eight.

Now | had the cassette player on the bed, and the cheerful
woman' s

voi ce was saying things |ike,

"Hello, I ama police officer. Can | be of assistance?"
and

"Pl ease show ne the menu." After each sentence, she
paused for ne to

repeat it back, in Japanese. | stunbled al ong as best |
coul d. Then

she woul d say,

"The vegetable store is closed.

Were is the post office?" Things |like that. Sonetines
it was hard to

concentrate, but | was trying.

"M . Hayashi has two children.”

| tried to answer.

"Hayashi -san wa kodono ga fur ... futurl swore. But by
t hen the woman

was tal ki ng agai n.

"This drink is not very good at all."

| had nmy textbook open on the bed, alongside a M. Potato
Head |'d put



back together for ny daughter. Next to that, a photo

al bum and the

pi ctures from her second birthday party. It was four
nont hs after

Mchelle's party, but | still hadn't put the pictures in
t he al bum You

have to try and keep up with that stuff.

"There will be a neeting at two o' clock."
The pictures on ny bed didn't reflect reality any nore.
Four nonths later, Mchelle | ooked conpletely different.

She was taller; she'd outgrown the expensive party dress
nmy

ex-w fe had bought for her: black velvet wwth a white

| ace col |l ar.

In the photos, ny ex-wife plays a prom nent rol e-hol di ng
t he cake as

M chell e bl ows out the candles, hel ping her unwap the
presents. She

| ooks |i ke a dedicated nom Actually, my daughter |ives
with ne, and

ny ex-w fe doesn't see nuch of her. She doesn't show up
for weekend

visitation half the time, and she m sses chil d-support
payment s.

But you'd never know fromthe birthday photos.
"Where is the toilet?"
"I have a car. W can go together."

| continued studying. O course, officially | was on duty
t hat night:

| was the Special Services officer on call for division
headquarters

downt own. But February ninth was a quiet Thursday, and I
didn't expect

much action. Until nine o' clock, | only had three calls.



Speci al Services includes the diplomatic section of the
police

departnent; we handl e problenms with diplomats and
celebrities, and

provide translators and liaison for foreign nationals who
come into

contact with the police for one reason or another. It's
vari ed work,

but not stressful: when I"mon call | can expect a

hal f - dozen requests

for help, none of themenergencies. | hardly ever have to
roll out.

It's nmuch | ess denandi ng than being a police press
| iai son, which is
what | did before Special Services.

Anyway, on the night of February ninth, the first call
got concer ned
Fer nando Conseca, the Chil ean vice-consul.

A patrol car had pulled himover; Ferny was too drunk to
drive, but he

was claimng diplomatic inmunity. | told the patrolnen to
drive him

home, and | nmade a note to conplain to the consul ate again
In the

nor ni ng.

Then an hour later, | got a call fromdetectives in
Gardena. They'd

arrested a suspect in a restaurant shootin .9 who spoke
only Sanopan,

and they wanted a translator. | said | could get one, but
t hat Sanpans

i nvari ably spoke English; the country had been an Anerican
trust

territory for years. The detectives said they'd handle
it. Then | got

a call that nobile television vans were bl ocking fire

| anes at the

Aerosmth concert; | told the officers to give it to the
fire
departnent. And it was quiet for the next hour. | went

back to ny



t ext book and ny sing-song woman sayi ng things |ike,
"Yesterday's
weat her was rainy."

Then Tom Graham cal | ed.
"lIt's the fucking Japs," G aham sai d.

"I can't believe they're pulling this shit. Better get
over here,
Pet ey- san.

El even hundred Figueroa, corner of Seventh. It's the new
Nakanot o
bui | di ng. "

"What is the problen?" | had to ask. Grahamis a good

det ective but

he has a bad tenper, and he tends to blow "The problem"
G aham sai d,

"is that the fucking Japs are denmanding to see the fucking
Speci al

Services |iaison

Wi ch is you, buddy. They're saying the police can't
proceed until the

| i ai son gets here."

"Can't proceed? Wy? Wiat have you got ?"

"Hom ci de," G aham sai d.

"Caucasi an femal e approxi mtely twenty-five years ol d,
appar ent

si x-oh-one. Lying flat on her back, right in their dam
boar dr oom

Quite a sight.

You better get down here as soon as you can."

| said,

"I's that nusic in the background?"



"Hell, yes," G aham sai d.
"There's a big party going on.

Toni ght is the grand openi ng of the Nakanoto Tower, and
t hey' re havi ng

a reception. Just get down here, wll you?" | said I
would. | called

Ms. Asceni o next door, and asked her if she would watch
t he baby

while | was gone; she al ways needed extra noney. Wile |
wai ted for

her to arrive | changed ny shirt and put on ny good suit.
Then Fred

Hof f mann cal |l ed. He was watch conmmander at DHD downt own;
a short,

tough guy with gray hair.

"Listen, Pete. | think you mght want help on this one.™
| said,
"Why is that?"

"Sounds |i ke we got a hom cide involving Japanese
nationals. It may be
sticky. How | ong have you been a |iai son?"

"About six nonths," | said.

"I'f I was you, |I'd get sonme experienced help. Pick up
Connor and take

hi m downtown with you."

t hi ngs out of proportion.

"Who?"

"John Connor. Ever heard of hin®"

"Sure," | said. Everyone in the division had heard of
Connor. He was

a | egend, the nost know edgeabl e of the Special Services
of ficers.



"But isn't he retired?"

"He's on indefinite |l eave, but he still works cases

I nvol ving the

Japanese. | think he could be hel pful to you. Tell you
what. ']

call himfor you. You just go down and pick himup."
Hof f mann gave ne
hi s address.

"Ckay, fine. Thanks."

"And one other thing. Land lines on this one, okay,
Pet e?"

"Ckay, " | said.

"Who requested that?"
"It's just better.”

"\What ever you say, Fred."

Land lines neant to stay off the radios, so our

transm ssions woul dn't

be picked up by the media nonitoring police frequencies.
It was

standard procedure in certain situations.

Whenever Elizabeth Taylor went to the hospital, we went to
l and | i nes.

O if the teenage son of sonebody fanmpus died in a car
crash, we'd go

to land lines to nake sure the parents got the news before
the TV crews

started banging on their door. W used land |Iines for

t hat ki nd of

thing. I'd never heard it invoked in a hom ci de before.

But driving dowmmtown, | stayed off the car phone, and
listened to the

radi o. There was a report of a shooting of a

t hree-year-ol d boy who



was now paral yzed fromthe wai st dowmn. The child was a
byst ander
during a 7-El even robbery.

A stray bullet hit himin the spine and he wasl sw tched
t o anot her

station, got a talk show Ahead, | could see the lights
of the
downt own skyscrapers, rising into mst. | got off the

freeway at San
Pedro, Connor's exit.

What | knew about John Connor was that he had lived for a
tinme in

Japan, where he acquired his know edge of Japanese

| anguage and

culture. At one point, back in the 1960s, he was the only
of fi cer who

spoke fluent Japanese, even though Los Angel es then had

t he | argest

Japanese popul ati on outside the hone i sl ands.

Now, of course, the departnent has nore than eighty

of fi cers who speak

Japanese-and nore, like nme, who are trying to | earn.
Connor had

retired several years before. But the |iaison officers
who worked with

hi m agreed he was the best. He was said to work very
fast, often

solving cases in a few hours. He had a reputation as a
skilled

detective and an extraordinary interviewer, able to get
I nformation

fromw tnesses |ike no-body else. But nost of all, the
ot her |iaisons

prai sed his even-handed approach. One said to ne,

"Working with the Japanese is |ike balancing on a
ti ghtrope.

Sooner or later, everybody falls off on one side or the
ot her.



Sone peopl e deci de the Japanese are fabul ous and can do no
wrong. Sone

peopl e decide they're vicious pricks. But Connor always
keeps his

bal ance. He stays in the mddle. He always knows exactly
what he is

doi ng. "

John Connor lived in the industrial area off Seventh
Street,"in a large

bri ck warehouse al ongsi de a diesel truck depot. The
freight el evator

In the building was broken. | wal ked upstairs to the
third fl oor and

knocked on his door.

"It's open," a voice said.

| entered a snmall' apartnent The living roomwas enpty,
and furnished

i n the Japanese style: tatam mats, shoji screens, and
wood- panel ed

wal I's. A calligraphy scroll, a black |acquer table, a
vase with a
single splash of white orchid ' |I saw two pairs of shoes

set out beside

the door. One was a man's brogues. The other was a pair
of wonen's

hi gh heel s.

| said,
" Capt ai n Connor ?"
"Just a mnute."

A shoji screen slid back and Connor appeared. He was
surprisingly

tall, maybe a hundred and ninety centineters, well over
six feet. He

wore a yukata, a |ight Japanese robe of blue cotton. |
estimated he

was fifty-five years ol d. Broadshoul dered, balding, with
atrim



nmust ache, sharp features, piercing eyes. Deep voice.
Cal m

"Good evening, Lieutenant.”

We shook hands. Connor | ooked ne up and down, and nodded
approvi ngly.

"Good. Very presentable.”

| said,

"l used to work press. You never knew when you m ght have
to appear in

front of caneras."

He nodded.

"And now you're the SSO on call?"

"That's right."

"How | ong have you been a I|iai son?"

"Si x nonths. "

"You speak Japanese?"

"Alittle. I"'mtaking | essons.”

"Gve ne a fewmnutes to change." He turned and

di sappear ed behi nd

the sho i screen.

"This is a hom ci de?"

"Yes.

"Who notified you?"

"Tom G aham He;s the O C at the crinme scene. He said

t he Japanese
were insisting on a |iaison officer being present.”



"I see." There was a pause. | heard running water.

"I's that a common request ?"

“"No. In fact, I've never heard of it happening. Usually,
of ficers

call for a liaison because they have a | anguage problem
|'ve never

heard of the Japanese asking for a |iaison.

"Nei t her have |," Connor said.

"Did Graham ask you to bring ne? Because Tom G aham and |
don't al ways

adm re each other."

"No," | said.

"Fred Hof f mann suggested | bring you in.

He felt | didn't have enough experience. He said he was
going to cal

you for ne."

"Then you were called at hone tw ce?" Connor said.

"Yes. :, He reappeared, wearing a dark blue suit,
knotting "I see.

his tie.

"It seens that tine is critical." He glanced at his
wat ch.

"When did G ahamcall you?"

"About nine."

"Then forty m nutes have al ready passed. Let's go,
Li eutenant. Were's

your car?"

We hurried downstairs.



| drove up San Pedro and turned |l eft onto Second, heading
toward the

Nakanmot o buil ding. There was a light mist at street

| evel . Connor

stared out the wi ndow. He said, "How good is your
menory?"

"Pretty good, | guess."

“I wonder if you could repeat for ne the tel ephone
conversations you
had tonight," he said.

"Gve themto nme in as nuch detail as possible. Wrd for
word, if you
can."

11 try.

| recounted ny phone calls. Connor |istened w thout

i nterruption or

comrent. | didn't know why he was so interested, and he
didn't tell

me. When | finished, he said, "Hoffrmann didn't tell you
who cal l ed for

| and | i nes?"

n m' n

"Well, it's a good idea in any case. | never use a car
phone if | can
help it. These days, too many people listen in."

| turned onto Figueroa. Up ahead | saw searchlights
shining in front

of the new Nakanoto Tower. The building itself was gray
granite,

rising up into the night. I got into the right |ane and
flipped open

the glove box to grab a handful of busiless cards.

The cards said Detective Lieutenant Peter J. Smth,
Speci al Servi ces
Li aison O ficer, Los Angeles Police Departnent. Printed



I n English on
one side, in Japanese on the back.

Connor | ooked at the cards.

"How do you want to handle this situation, Lieutenant?
Have you

negotiated with the Japanese before?"

| said,

“"Not really, no. Couple of drunk driving arrests.™
Connor said politely,

"Then perhaps | can suggest a strategy for us to follow "
"That's fine with ne," | said.

“I"d be grateful for your help."

"All right. Since you're the liaison, it's probably best
I f You take

charge of the scene when we arrive."

"Ckay. "

“"Don't bother to introduce ne, or refer to nme in any way.
Don't even ook in nmy direction.”

"Ckay. "

"I ama nonentity. You alone are in charge."

"Ckay, fine."

“I't"Il help to be formal. Stand straight, and keep your
suit jacket

buttoned at all tines. If they bowto you, don't bow
back- just give a

little head nod. A foreigner will never naster the

etiquette of
bow ng. Don't even try."



"Ckay," | said.

"When you start to deal with the Japanese, renenber that
t hey don't

like to negotiate. They find it too confrontational. In
their own

society they avoid it whenever possible.”

"Ckay. "
"Control your gestures. Keep your hands at your sides.

The Japanese find big arm novenents threatening. Speak
slow y. Keep
your voice calmand even."

"Ckay. "
"I'f you can."
"Ckay. "

"I't may be difficult to do. The Japanese can be
irritating.

You'll probably find themirritating tonight. Handle it
as best you
can. But whatever happens, don't |ose your tenper."

"All right."
"That's extrenely bad form"
"All right," | said.

Connor sm | ed.

“I" msure you'll do well," he said.

"You probably won't need ny help at all. But if you get
stuck, you'll

hear ne say



"Perhaps | can be of assistance.” That will be the signal
that 1'm

taking over. Fromthat point on, let ne do the talking.
|'d prefer

you not speak again, even if you are spoken to directly by
t hem

Ckay?"

"Ckay "You nmay want to speak, but don't be drawn out."
"I understand."

"Furthernore, whatever | do, show no surprise. \Watever
do."

" Ckay. "

"Once | take over, nove so that you're standing slightly
behi nd nme and
to nmy right. Never sit. Never | ook around.

Never appear' distracted. Renenber that although you cone
froman MV

video culture, they do not. They are Japanese.

Everything you do wl|

have neaning to them

Every aspect of your appearance and behavior will reflect
on you, on

the police departnent, and on ne as your superior and
senpai . "

"Ckay, Captain."

"Any questions?"

"What's a senpai' ?"

Connor smiled, We drove p4st the searchlights, down the
ranp into the

under ground gar age.

"I'n Japan," he said, "a senpai is a senior man who gui des
a junior man,



known as a kohai. The senpai-kohai relationship is quite
conn non

It's often assuned to exi st whenever a younger man and an
ol der man are

wor ki ng toget her.

They will probably assune it of us."
| said,

"Sort of a nmentor and apprentice?"

"Not exactly," Connor said.

"I'n Japan, senpai-kohai has a different quality. Mre

li ke a fond

parent: the senpai is expected to indulge his kohai, and
Dut up with al

sorts of youthful excesses and errors fromthe junior
man. " He

sm | ed.

"But I'msure you won't do that to ne."

We cane to the bottom of the ranp, and saw the fl at
expanse of the

par ki ng garage ahead of us. Connor stared out the w ndow
and

f r owned.

"Where i s everybody?"

The garage of the Nakanoto Tower was full of |inousines |,
the drivers

| eani ng against their cars, tal king and snoki ng. But |
saw no police

cars. Odinarily, when there's a homcide, the place is
lit up Iike

Christmas, with lights flaihing froma hal f-dozen bl ack
and whites, the

medi cal exam ner, paranedics, and all the rest.

But there was nothing tonight. It just |ooked |Iike a
gar age where



sonebody was having a party: el egant people standing in
clusters,
waiting for their cars.

“Interesting,” | said.

W cane to a stop. The parking attendants opened the
doors, and |

st epped out onto plush carpet, and heard soft mnusic.

wal ked with

Connor toward the elevator. \Well-

dressed people were com ng the other way: nen in tuxedos,
wonen in

expensi ve gowns. And standing by the elevator, wearing a
st ai ned

corduroy sport coat and furiously snoking a cigarette, was
Tom

G aham

When G aham pl ayed hal fback at U S.C. he never nade first
string. That

bit of history stuck |like a character trait: all his life
he seened to

m ss the crucial pronotion, the next step up a detective's
career. He

had transferred fromone division to another, never
finding a precinct

that suited him or a partner thatworked well with him

Al ways t oo

out spoken, Graham had nmade enem es in the chiefs office,
and at

thirty-nine, further advancenent was unlikely. Now he was
bitter,

gruff, and putting on weight-a big man who had becone
ponder ous, and a

pain in the ass: he just rubbed people the wong way. His
| dea of

personal integrity was to be a failure, and he was
sarcasti c about

anybody who didn't share his views.

"Nice suit," he said to ne, as | wal ked up.

"You | ook fucking beautiful, Peter." He flicked inmaginary



dust off ny
| apel .

| ignored it.

"How s it going, TonP"

"You guys should be attending this party, notworking it."
He turned to

Connor and shook his hand.

"Hel |l o, John.

Whose idea was it to get you out of bed?"

“I'"'mjust observing," Connor said mldly.

| said,

"Fred Hoffrmann asked nme to bring himdown."
"Hel |l ," Graham sai d.

"It's okay with nme that you're here.

| can use sone help. It's pretty tense up there."

We followed himtoward the elevator. | still saw no ot her
police
officers. | said,

"Where i s everybody?"

"Good question,"” G aham said.

"They' ve managed to keep all of our people around back at
the freight

entrance.

They claimthe service elevator gives fastest access. And
t hey

keep tal ki ng about the inportance of their grand opening,
and how

not hi ng nust disrupt it."



By the elevators, a unifornmed Japanese private security
guard | ooked us
over carefully.

"These two are with ne,"

Graham said. The security man nodded, but squinted at us
suspi ci ousl y.

We got on the el evator.

"Fucki ng Japanese," G aham said, as the doors cl osed.

"This is still our country. W're still the fucking
police in our own
country. "

The el evator was glass wall ed and we | ooked out on
downt own Los Angel es
as it went up into the light mst.

Directly across was the Arco building. Al it up at
ni ght.
"You know these elevators are illegal," G aham said.

"According to code, no glass elevators past ninety floors,
and this

building is ninety-seven floors, the highest building in
L. A. But then

this whole building is one big special case.

And they got it up in six nonths. You know how? They
brought in

prefab units from Nagasaki, and sl apped them toget her
here. Didn't use

Anerican construction workers.

Cot a special permt to bypass our unions because of a
so-cal |l ed

technical problemthat only Japanese workers coul d handl e.
You bel i eve

that shit?"



| shrugged.

"They got it past the Anmerican unions."

"Hell, they got it past the city council,"” G aham said.
"But of course that's just noney. And if there's one

t hi ng we know,

t he Japanese have noney. So they got variances on the
zoni ng

restrictions, the earthquake ordi nances. They got
everything they

want ed. "

| shrugged.

"Politics."

"My ass. You know they don't even pay tax? That's right:
t hey got an

ei ght -year break on property taxes fromthe city.

Shit: we're giving this country away."

W rode for a nonent in silence. G aham stared out the
wi ndows. The

el evators were high-speed Hitachis, using the |atest
technol ogy. The

fastest and snoot hest elevators in the world. W noved
hi gher into the

m st .

| said to G aham

"You want to tell us about this hom cide, or do you want
it to be a

surprise?"

"Fuck," Graham said. He flipped open his notebook.

"Here you go. The original call was at eight thirty-two.

Sonebody saying there is a 'problemof disposition of a



body." Mal e

with a thick Asian accent, doesn't speak good Engli sh.
The operat or

couldn't get much out of him except an address. The
Nakanot o Tower.

Bl ack and white goes over, arrives at eight thirty-nine
p.m" finds

It's a hom cide.

Forty-sixth floor, which is an office floor in this
bui | di ng.

Victimis Caucasian female, approximately twenty-five
years ol d. Hel
of a good-looking girl. You'll see.

"The blue suits stretch the tape and call the division. |
go over with

Merino, arriving at eight fifty-three. Crine scene IU and
SI D show up

about the sane tine for PE, prints, and pics. Okay so
far?"

"Yes," Connor said, nodding.

Graham sai d,

"We're just getting started when sone Jap fromthe
Nakanot o Cor porati on

comes up in a thousand dollar blue suit and announces t hat
he is

entitled to a fucking conversation with the L. A P.D.

liai son officer

before anything is done in their fucking building. And
he's sayi ng

things |i ke we got no probabl e cause.

"I go, what the fuck is this. W got an obvious hom ci de
here. |

think this guy should get back. But this Jap speaks
excel | ent fucking

Engli sh and he seens to know a | ot of |aw

And everybody at the scene becones, you know, concer ned.



| mean, there's no point in pushing to start an

i nvestigation if it's

going to invalidate due process, right? And this Jap
fucker is

insisting the |liaison nust be present before we do
anyt hi ng. Since he

speaks such fucking good English I don't know what the
problemis. |

t hought the whole idea of a liaison was for people who
don't speak the

| anguage and this fucking guy has Stanford | aw school
witten all over

him But anyway." He sighed.

"You called me," | said.

"Yeah. "

| said,

"Who is the man from Nakanot o?"

"Shit." Graham scowl ed at his notes.

"I shi hara. Ishiguri.

Sonething like that."

"You have his card? He nust have given you his card."
"Yeah, he did. | gave it to Merino."

| said,

"Any ot her Japanese there?"

"What are you, kidding?" G aham | aughed.

"The place is swarmng with them Fucking D sneyland up
t here. "

"I nmean the crine scene."



"So do I," Graham sai d.

"We can't keep 'emout. They say it's their building,

t hey have a

right to be there. Tonight is the grand opening of the
Nakanot o Tower.

They have a right to be there. On and on."

| said,

"Where is the opening taking place?"

"One floor below the nmurder, on the forty-fifth floor.
They' re having one hell of a bash. Must be ei ght hundred
peopl e there.

Movi e stars, senators, congressnen, you nanme it. | hear
Madonna is

there, and Tom Crui se. Senator Hamond Senator Kennedy.
El t on John.

Senat or Morton.

Mayor Thomas's there. District Attorney Wl and' s there.
Hey, maybe your ex-wife is there, too, Pete. She stil

wor ks for

Wl and, doesn't she?"

"Last | heard."

G aham si ghed.

"Must be great to fuck a |lawer, instead of getting fucked
by them

Must nmake for a nice change.”

| didn'"t want to tal k about ny ex-w fe.

"W don't have a lot of contact any nore,"” | said.
Alittle bell rang, then the elevator said, " Yonjiisan
kai .

Graham gl anced at the gl ow ng nunbers above the door.



"Can you believe that shit?"

"Yonj ayon kai," the el evator said.

"Mbsugu de gozaimasu. " "Wiat'd it say?"
"We're alnost at the floor."
"Fuck," G aham sai d.

"If an elevator's going to talk, it should be English.
This is still
Anerica."

"Just barely,"” Connor said, staring out at the view

Youj ago kai," the elevator said.

The door opened.

Grahamwas right: it was a hell of a party. The whol e

fl oor had been

made into a replica forties ballroom Men in suits.

Wnen i n cocktai

dresses. The band playing denn MIler sw ng nusic.

St andi ng near the

el evator door was a gray-haired, suntanned man who | ooked
vaguel y

famliar.

He had the broad shoulders of an athlete. He stepped onto
t he el evat or
and turned to ne.

"Ground floor, please." | snelled whiskey.

A second, younger man in a suit Instantly appeared by his
si de.

"This elevator is going up, Senator."”

"What's that?" the gray-haired nman said, turning to his
ai de.



"This elevator's going up, sir."

"Well. | want to go down." He WAs speaking with the
car ef ul
over-articul ated speech of the drunk.

"Yes, sir. | know that, sir," the aide replied
cheerful ly.
"Let's take the next elevator, Senator."
gray- haired
man firmy by the elbow and I ed himoff the el evator.

He gri pped the

The doors cl osed. The el evator continued up.

"Your tax dollars atwork," G aham sai d.

"Recogni ze hinf? Senator Stephen Rowe. Nice to find him
partying here,

considering he's on the Senate Finance Committee, which
sets all

Japanese inport regulations. But |like his pal Senator
Kennedy, Rowe is

one of the great pussy patrollers.”

"Ch, yeah?"

"They say he can drink pretty good, too.
"I noticed that."

"That's why he's got that kid with him To keep hi m out
of trouble.”

The el evator stopped at the forty-sixth floor. There was
a soft

el ectronic ping. " Yonjfiroku kai. Goriy6 arigat,5

gozai mashita. "

"Finally," G aham sai d.

"Now maybe we can get to work."

The doors opened. W faced a solid wall of blue business



suits, backs

turned to us. There nust have been twenty nen jammed in
the area j ust

beyond the elevator. The air was thick with cigarette
snoke.

"Com ng through, com ng through," G aham said, pushing his
way roughly

past the nmen. | followed, Connor behind nme, silent and

I nconspi cuous.

The forty-sixth floor had been designed to house the chief
executive

of fices of Nakanoto |Industries, and it was inpressive.
Standing in the

carpeted reception area just beyond the elevators, | could
see the

entire floor- it was a gigantic open space. It was about
si xty by

forty neters, half the size of a football field.

Everyt hing added to

t he sense of spaci ousness and el egance. The ceilings were
hi gh,

panel ed in wood. The furnishings were all wood and

fabric, black and

gray, and the carpet was thick. Sound was nuted and

lights were | ow,

adding to the soft, rich quality. It |ooked nore like a
bank than a

busi ness offi ce.

The richest bank you ever saw.

And it nade you stop and | ook. | stood by the yellow
crime-scene tape,

whi ch bl ocked access to the floor itself, and got ny
bearings. Directly

ahead was the |large atrium a kind of open bull pen for
secretaries and

| oner -1 evel people. There were desks in clusters, and
trees to break

up the space. In the center of the atriumstood a |arge
nodel of the

Nakanot o Tower, and the conplex of surroundi ng buil di ngs



still under

construction. A spotlight shone on the nodel, but the
rest of the

atriumwas relatively dark, with night |ights.

Private offices for the executives were arranged around
the perineter

of the atrium The offices had glass walls facing the
atrium and

glass walls on the outside walls as well, so that from
where | was

standi ng you could | ook straight out to the surrounding
skyscrapers of

Los Angel es.

It made you think the floor was floating in mdair.

There were two gl ass-wal |l ed conference roons, on the |eft
and right.

The roomon the right was snmaller, and there | saw the
body of the

girl, lying on a long black table. She was wearing a
bl ack dress. One
| eg dangl ed down toward the floor. | didn't see any

bl ood. But | was

pretty far away from her, maybe sixty neters. It was hard
to see nuch

det ai |

| heard the crackle of police radios, and | heard G aham
sayi ng,

"Here's your |iaison, gentlenmen. Now naybe we can get
started on our
I nvestigation. Peter?"

| turned to the Japanese nen by the elevator. | didn't
know whi ch |

should talk to; there was an awkward nonent until one of
t hem st epped

forward. He was about thirty-five and wore an expensive
suit. The man

gave a very slight bow, fromthe neck, just a hint. |
bowed back. Then



he spoke.
"Konbanwa. Hajinmemashite, Sum su-san. |shiguro desu.

Dozo yoroshi ku. " A formal greeting, although
per functory.

No wasted -tine. H s nane was |shiguro. He already knew
ny nane.

| said,

"Haj i mremashite. Watashi wa Sum su desu. Dozo yoroshi ku.
How do you
do. dad to neet you. The usual.

Wat asbi no nei shi desu. Dozo. " He gave nme his business
card. He was
quick in his novenents, brusque.

"Donmp arigat5 gozainmasu. " | accepted his card with both
hands, which

wasn't really necessary, but taking Connor's advice, |
wanted to do the

nost formal thing. Next | gave himny card. The ritual
required us

both to | ook at each other's cards, and to make sone m nor
comment, or

to ask a question like

"I's this your office tel ephone nunber?"
| shiguro took my card with one hand and sai d,

"I's this your honme phone, Detective?" | was surprised.
He spoke the

ki nd of unaccented English you can only learn by |iving
here for a | ong

time, starting when you' re young. He nust have gone to
school here.

One of the thousands of Japanese who

studied in Anmerica in the seventies. Wen they were
sendi ng 150, 000

students a year to Anerica, to | earn about our country.



And we were
sendi ng 200 Anerican students a year to Japan.

"That's my nunber at the bottom yes," | said.
| shiguro slipped nmy card into his shirt pocket. | started
to make a

polite comment about his card, but he interrupted ne.
"Look, Detective. | think we can dispense with the
formalities. The

only reason there's a problemhere tonight is that your
col | eague is

unr easonabl e.

"My col | eague?"”

| shiguro gave a head jerk

"The fat one there. G aham

H s demands are unreasonable, and we strongly object to
his intention

to carry out an investigation tonight."

| said,

"Why is that, M. |shiguro?”

"You have no probabl e cause to conduct one."

"Wy do you say that?"

| shi guro snorted.

"I would think it's obvious, even to

YOU. "

| stayed cool. Five years as a detective, and then a year
in the press

section had taught ne to stay cool.

| said,



"No, sir, I'"'mafraid it's not obvious."

He | ooked at ne disdainfully.

"The fact is, Lieutenant, you have no reason to connect
this girl's

death to the party we're holding downstairs."

"It looks like she's wearing a party dress-" He
I nterrupted ne

rudel y.
"My guess is you'll probably discover that she has died of
an

acci dental drug overdose.

And therefore her death has nothing to do with our party.
Wul dn't you agree?"

| took a deep breath.

"No, sir, | wouldn't agree. Not w thout an
I nvestigation." | took
anot her breat h.

"M

| shiguro, | appreciate your concerns, but-" "I wonder if
you do, "
| shiguro said, interrupting ne again.

"I insist that you appreciate the position of the Nakanoto
conpany

tonight. This is a very significant evening for us, a

very public

evening. We are naturally distressed by the prospect that
our function

m ght be marred by unfounded all egati ons of a woman's
deat h, especially

this, a woman of no inportance .

“A worman of no inportance?"



| shiguro made a di sm ssing wave. He seened to be tired of
talking to
me.

"I't's obvious, just ook at her. She's no better than a
common

prostitute. | can't inmagine how she cane to be in this
bui | di ng at
all. And for this reason, | strongly protest the

I ntention of

Detective Gahamto interrogate the guests at the
recepti on downstairs.

That's entirely unreasonable. W have many senators,
congressnen, and

officials of Los Angel es anong our guests. Surely you
agree that such

prom nent people will find it awkward-" | said,

"Just a mnute. Detective G ahamtold you he was going to
I nterrogate
everybody at the reception?”

"That is what he said" to ne. Yes."
Now, at last, | began to understand why |I'd been call ed.

Graham didn't |i ke the Japanese and he had threatened to
spoil their
evening. O course it was never going to happen.

There was no way Graham was going to interrogate United
St at es
senators, let alone the district attorney or the mayor.

Not if he expected to cone to work tonorrow. But the
Japanese annoyed

him and G aham had decided to annoy them back.- | said to
| shi gur o,

"We can set up a registration desk downstairs, and your
guests can sign
out as they | eave."



"I amafraid that will be difficult,"” Ishiguro began,
"because surely

you will admit-" "M. Ishiguro, that's what we're going
to do."

"But what you ask is extrenely difficult-" "M.

| shiguro."

"You see, for us this is going to cause-" "M. Ishiguro,
" msorry.

|'"ve just told you what police procedure is going to be."

He stiffened. There was a pause. He w ped sone sweat
from his upper
lip and sai d,

"l am di sappoi nted, Lieutenant, not to have greater
cooperation from
you. "

"Cooperation?" That was when | started to get pissed off.

"M . Ishiguro, you' ve got a dead woman in there, and it
Is our job to

I nvesti gate what happened to

"But you nust acknow edge our special circunstances-"
Then | heard

G aham say,

"Aw, Christ, what is this?"

Looki ng over ny shoulder, | saw a short, bookish Japanese
man twenty

neters beyond the yellow tape. He was taking pictures of
the crine

scene. The canera he held was so small it was nearly
concealed in the

pal m of his hand. But he wasn't concealing the fact that
he had

crossed the tape barrier to take his pictures. As |

wat ched, he noved

slowy back toward us, raising his hands for a nonent to
snap a

pi cture, then blinking behind his wire-franme spectacles as



he sel ect ed
his next shot. He was deliberate in his novenents.

Graham went up to the tape and said,

"For Christ's sake, get out of there. This is a crine
scene. You

can't take pictures in there." The man didn't respond.
He kept noving

backward. G aham turned away.

"Who is this guy?"
| shiguro said,

"This is our enployee, M. Tanaka. He works for Nakanoto
Security."

| couldn't believe what | was seeing. The Japanese had
their own
enpl oyee wandering around inside the yellow tapes,

contam nating the
crime scene. It was outrageous.

"Get himout of there," | said.

"He is taking pictures.™

"He can't do that."

| shi guro said,

"But this is for our corporate use."

| said,

"l don't care, M. Ishiguro. He can't be inside the
yel | ow t ape, and

he can't take pictures. Get himout of there.

And | want his film please.”

"Very well." Ishiguro said sonething quickly in Japanese.



| turned, just in tine to see Tanaka slip under the yell ow
t ape, and

di sappear anong the blue-suited nen clustered by the

el evator. Behi nd

their heads, | saw the el evator doors open and cl ose.

Son of a bitch. |I was getting angry.

"M . Ishiguro, you are now obstructing an official police
Il nvestigation."”

| shiguro said calmy,

"You nmust try to understand our position, Detective Smth.
O course

we have conplete confidence in the Los Angel es Police
Departnment, but

we nmust be able to undertake our own private inquiry, and
for that we

must have-" Their own private inquiry? The son of a

bitch. | suddenly

couldn't speak. | clenched ny teeth, seeing red. | was

furious. |

wanted to arrest Ishiguro. | wanted to spin him around,
shove him up

against the wall, and snap the cuffs around his fucking

wrists and"
Per haps | can be of assistance, Lieutenant,'
behi nd nme sai d.

a voice

| turned. It was John Connor, smling cheerfully.
| stepped asi de.

Connor faced Ishiguro, bowed slightly, and presented his
card. He
spoke rapidly.

"Tot suzen shitsurei desuga, jikosh5kai wo shitenp yoroshi
desuka.

Wat ashi wa John Connor to noshi masu. Meishi o d6zo. D5zo
yoroshi ku. "

"John Connor?" |shiguro said.



"The John Connor?

Oneni . kakarete k, 5ei desu. Watashi wa |shiguro desu, D6zo
yor oshi ku. "
He was sayi ng he was honored to neet him

" Watashi no neishi desu. Diszo. " A graceful thank you.

But once the formalities were conpleted, the conversation
went so

gui ckly I caught only an occasional word. | was obliged
to appear,

I nterested, watching and noddi ng, when in fact | had no
| dea what they

were tal king about. Once | heard Connor refer to ne as
wakai nono,

which | knew neant his protege or apprentice. Several

ti mes, he | ooked

at me severely, and shook his head |i ke a regretful
father. It seened

he was apol ogi zing for ne. | also heard himrefer to

G aham as

bushi t suke, a di sagreeabl e man.

But these apol ogies had their effect. |shiguro cal ned
down, droppi ng

hi s shoul ders. He began to relax. He even sn |l ed.
Finally he said,

"Then you will not check identification of our guests?”
"Absol utely not," Connor said.

"Your honored guests are free to cone and go as they
wi sh. "

| started to protest. Connor shot nme a | ook.

“lIdentification is unnecessary,"” Connor conti nued,
speaking formally,

"because | am sure that no guest of the

Nakanot o Corporation could ever be involved in such an
unfortunate

i ncident."



"Fucking A, " Graham sai d, under his breath.

| shiguro was beam ng. But | was furious. Connor had
contradi cted ne.

He had made ne ook like a fool. And on top of that, he
wasn' t

foll owi ng police procedure-we could all be in trouble for
that |ater

on. Angrily, | shoved ny hands in ny pockets and | ooked
away.

"I amgrateful for your delicate handling of this
situation, Captain

Connor," |shiguro said.

"I have done nothing at all,"
anot her for nal

bow.

Connor replied, making

"But | hope you will now agree it is appropriate to clear
the floor, so
the police may begin their investigation."

| shiguro blinked.
"Clear the floor?"

"Yes," Connor said, taking out a notebook.

"And pl ease assist ne to know the nanes of the gentlenen
st andi ng

behi nd you, as you ask themto | eave."

"l amsorry?"

"The nanes of the gentlenen behind you, please.”

"May | ask why?"

Connor's face darkened, and he barked a short phrase in

Japanese. |
didn't catch the words, but Ishiguro turned bright red.



"Excusene, Capt ai n, but | seenor easonf oryout ospeak in this-"
And t hen,

Connor lost his tenper. Spectacularly and expl osively.

He noved cl ose

to Ishiguro, naking sharp stabbing notions with his finger
whi |l e he

shouted: "likagen ni shiro! Soko o doke! Kiiterunoka! "

| shiguro

ducked and turned away, stunned by this verbal assault.

Connor | eaned over him his voice hard and sarcasti c:
"Doke! Doke!

Wakar anai noka? " He turned, and pointed furiously toward
t he Japanese

men by the elevator. Confronted with Connor's naked
anger, the

Japanese | ooked away, and puffed anxiously on their
cigarettes. But

they did not |eave

"Hey, Richie,"” Connor said, calling to the crinme unit
phot ogr apher
Richie Wal ters.

"Get me sonme | Ds of these guys, will you?"

"Sure, Captain,"” Richie said. He raised his canmera and
began novi ng

down the line of nen, firing his strobe in quick
successi on.

| shi guro suddenly got excited, stepping in front of the
camera, hol ding
up hi s hands.

"Wait a mnute, wait a mnute, what is this?"

But the Japanese nen were already |eaving, wheeling away
i ke a school

of fish fromthe strobe flash. In a few seconds they were
gone. W

had the floor to ourselves.



Al one, Ishiguro | ooked unconfortable.

He said sonething in Japanese. Apparently it was the
wrong t hing.

"Ch?" Connor said.

"You are to blane here,"’ You are

t he cause of

all these troubles. And you will see that ny detectives
get any

assi stance they need. | want to speak to the person who
di scovered the

body, and the person who called in the original report. |
want the

nanme of every person who has been on this floor since the
body was

di scovered. And I want the filmfrom Tanaka's canera.

he said to Ishiguro.

Oe wa honk ida |l will arrest you if you obstruct this
I nvestigation

further."” - "But | nust consult ny superiors-"

"Nanmer unayo." Connor

| eaned cl ose.

"Don't fuck with e, Ishiguro-san. Now | eave, and |l et us
wor k. "

M

"OF course, Captain," he said. Wth a tight, brief bow he
left, his

face pinched and unhappy.

G aham chuckl ed.

"You told himoff pretty good."

Connor spun.

"What were you doing, telling himyou were going to

I nt errogat e
everybody at the party?"



"Aw, shit, | was just wi nding himup," G aham sai d.

"There's no way |I'mgoing to interrogate the mayor. Can
help it if
t hese asshol es have no sense of hunor?"

"They have a sense of hunor," Connor said.

"And the joke is on you. Because |Ishiguro had a problem
and he sol ved
it wth your help."

"My hel p?" G aham was frowni ng.
"What're you tal ki ng about ?"

"It's clear the Japanese wanted to del ay the
I nvestigation,"” Connor
sai d.

"Your aggressive tactics gave themthe perfect excuse-to
call for the
Speci al Services liaison.™

"Ch, conme on," G aham said.

"For all they know, the |iaison could have been here in
five
m nutes. "

Connor shook, his head.

"Don't kid yourself. they knew exactly who was on call
toni ght. They

knew exactly how far away Smth woul d be, and exactly how
| ong itwoul d

take himto get here. And they nanaged to delay the

I nvestigation an

hour and a half. N ce work, detective."

G aham stared at Connor for a |long nonent. Then he turned
away.



"Fuck," he said.

"That's a load of bullshit, and you knowit. Fellas, |'m
going to

wor k. Ri chie? Mount up. You got thirty seconds to
docunent before ny

guys cone in and step on your tall. Let's go, everybody.
| want to

get finished before she starts to snell too bad.”

And he lunbered off toward the crine scene.

Wth their suitcases and evidence carts, the SID team
trailed after

Graham Richie Walters | ed the way, shooting left and
ri ght as he

wor ked his way forward into the atrium then going through
t he door

into the conference room The walls of the conference
room wer e snoked

gl ass, which dimred his flash. But | could see him

i nside, circling

the body. He was shooting a lot: he knew this was a big
case.

| stayed behind wth Connor. |-said,

"I thought you told nme it was bad formto | ose your tenper
with the

Japanese. "

"It is," Connor said.

"Then why did you | ose ours?"

"Unfortunately,'
| shiguro."

' he said, "it was the only way to assi st

"To assist |shiguro?”

"Yes. | did all that for I|shiguro-because he had to save
face in front

of his boss. Ishiguro wasn't the nost inportant man in
the room One



of the Japanese standing by the el evator was thejiiyaku,
t he real
boss. "

"I didn't notice,"” | said.

"It's common practice to put a lesser man in front, while
t he boss

stays in the background, where he is free to observe
progress. Just as

| did with you, kohai."

"Ishiguro's boss was watching all the tinme?"

"Yes. And Ishiguro clearly had orders not to allow the
I nvestigation
to begin. | needed to start the investigation.

But | had to do it in such a way that he woul d not | ook
I nconpetent. So

| played the out-of-control gaijin. Now he owes ne a
favor. Wich is

good, because | may need his help later on."

"He owes you a favor?" | said, having trouble with this

| dea. Connor

had just screamed at | shiguro-thoroughly humliating him
as far as |

was concer ned.

Connor si ghed.

"Even if you don't understand what happened, believe ne:

| shiguro

understands very well. He had a problem and | hel ped
him"

| still didn't really understand, and | started to say

nor e, but Connor
hel d up hi s hand.

"I think we better take a | ook at the scene, before G aham
and his nen
screw things up any nore than they already have."



It'd been al nost two years since | worked the detective
di vi si on, and

it felt good to be around a hom cide again. It brought
back nenori es:

the nighttine tension, the adrenaline rush of bad coffee
I N paper cups,

and all the teans working around you-it's a kind of crazy
ener gy,

circling the center where sonebody is |ying, dead.

Every hom cide crinme scene has that sane energy, and that
finality at

the center. Wen you | ook at the dead person, there is a
ki nd of

obvi ousness, and at the same tine there is an inpossible
mystery. Even

in the sinplest donestic brawl, where the woman finally
decided to

shoot the guy, you'd | ook at her, all covered in scars and
cigarette

burns, and you had to ask, why tonight? What was it about
t oni ght ?

It's always clear what you are seeing, and there's always
sonet hi ng

that doesn't add up. Both things at once, And at a
hom ci de you have

the sense of being right down to the basic truths of

exi stence, the

snells and the defecation and the bloating. Usually
sonebody' s cryi ng,

so you're listening to that. And the usual bullshit

st ops; sonebody

died, and it's an unavoi dable fact, like a rock in the
road that nmakes

all the traffic go around it. And in that grimand real
setting, this

camar aderi e springs up, because you're working late with
peopl e you

know, and actually know very well because you see them al
the tine.

L. A. has four hom cides a day; there's another one every
si x hours. And

every detective at the crinme scene already has ten



hom ci des draggi ng

on his backl og, which nmakes this new one an intol erable
burden, so he

and everybody else is hoping to solve it on the spot, to
get it out of

the way. There is that kind of finality and tension and
energy all

m xed toget her.

And after you do it for a few years, you get so you like
it.

And to ny surprise, as | entered the conference room
realized that |
m ssed it.

The conference roomwas el egant: black table, black high
backed | eat her

chairs, the lights of the nighttinme skyscrapers beyond the
gl ass wal | s.

Inside the room the technicians talked quietly, as they
noved ar ound

the body of the dead girl.

She had bl ond hair cut short. Blue eyes, full nouth. She
| ooked about

twenty-five. Tall, with a long-linbed, athletic | ook Her
dress was

bl ack and sheer.

Grahamwas well into his exam nation; he was down at the
end of the

table, squinting at the girl's black patent high heels, a
penlight in

one hand, his notebook in another.

Kelly, the coroner's assistant, was taping the girl's
hands i n paper
bags to protect them Connor stopped him

"Just a mnute." Connor | ooked at one hand, inspecting
the wrist,

peering closely under the fingernails. He sniffed under
one nail. Then



he flicked the fingers rapidly, one after another.
"Don't bother," Graham said | aconically.

"There's no rigor nortis yet, and no detritus under the
nails, no skin

or cloth fibers. In fact, |1'd say there aren't many signs
of a

struggle at all."

Kelly slipped the bag over the hand. Connor said to him
"You have a

time of death?"

"I mworking onit."
pl ace the

rectal probe.

Kelly lifted the girl's buttocks to

"The axillary thernocouples are already in place. W'll
know in a
m nute."

Connor touched the fabric of the black dress, checked the
| abel . Hel en,

part of the SID team said,

"It's a Yamanoto."

"I see that," Connor said.

"What's a Yamanot o?" | said.

Hel en sai d,

"Very expensive Japanese designer. This little black
nothing is at

| east five thousand dollars. That's assum ng she bought
It used. New,

it's maybe fifteen thousand."

"I's it traceabl e?" Connor asked her.

"Maybe. Depends on whet her she bought it here, or in
Eur ope, or



Tokyo. It'll take a couple of days to check.™
Connor immediately |lost interest.
“"Never mnd. That'll be too late."

He produced a small, fiber-optic penlight, which he used
to inspect the

girl's scalp and hair. Then he | ooked quickly at each
ear, giving a

little murmur of surprise at the right ear. | peered over
hi s

shoul der, and saw a drop of dried blood at the pierced
hol e for her

earring. | nmust have been crowdi ng Connor, because he
gl anced up at
me.

"Excuse me, kohai."
| stepped back.
"Sorry."

Next, Connor sniffed the girl's |ips, opened and cl osed
her jaw

rapi dl y, and poked around inside her nouth, using his
penlight as a

probe. Then he turned her head fromside to side on the
tabl e, maki ng

her 1 ook left and right. He spent sone tine feeling
gently al ong her

neck, alnost caressing it with his fingers.

And then, quite abruptly, he stepped away fromthe body
and sai d,

"All right, I"'mfinished."
And he wal ked out of the boardroom
G aham | ooked up.

"He never was worth a damm at a crinme scene."”



| said,
"Why do you say that? | hear he's a great detective."
"Oh, hell," G aham said.

"You can see for yourself. He doesn't even know what to
do. Doesn't
know procedur e.

Connor's no detective. Connor has connections. That's
how he sol ved

all those cases he's so fanmobus for. You renenber the
Ar akawa honeynoon

shootings? No? | guess it was before your tine,
Pet ey- san. When was

t hat Arakawa case, Kelly?"

"Seventy-six," Kelly said.

"Ri ght, seventy-six. Big fucking case that year. M.
and M s.

Arakawa, a young couple visiting Los Angeles on their
honeynoon, are

standing on the curb in East L. A when they get gunned
down from a

passing car. Drive-by gang style shooting. Wrse, at
autopsy it turns

out Ms. Arakawa was pregnant. The press has a field
day: L.A P.D.

can't handl e gang violence, is the way the story goes.
Letters and

noney cone fromall over the city. Everyone is upset
about what

happened to this fresh young couple. And of course the
detectives

assigned to the case don't discover shit. | mean, a case
i nvol vi ng

mur der ed Japanese nationals: they're getting nowhere.

"So, after a week, Connor is called in. And he solves it
I n one day. A
fucking mracle of detection. | nean, it's a week |ater.



The physi cal

evidence is |long gone, the bodies of the honeynooners are
back in

Osaka, the street corner where it happened is piled high
in wlted

flowers. But Connor is able to show that the youthful M.
Arakawa is

actually quite a bad boy in GCsaka. He shows that the
street-corner

gangl and shooting is actually a yakuza killing contracted
In Japan to

take place in Anerica. And he shows that the nasty
husband is the

I nnocent bystander: they were really gunning for the wfe,
knowi ng she

was pregnant, because it's her father they wanted to teach
a |l esson.

So. Connor turns it all around.

Pretty fucking amazi ng, huh?"

“"And you think he did it all with his Japanese
connections?"

"You tell ne," G aham sai d.

"All I knowis, pretty soon after that, he goes to Japan
for a year."
"Doi ng what ?"

"l heard he worked as a security guy for a grateful
Japanese conpany.

They took care of him is what it anobunted to. He did a
job for them

and they paid off. Anyway, that's the way |I figure it.
Nobody real ly

knows. But the man is not a detective. Christ: just |ook
at him

now. "

Qut in the atrium Connor was staring up at the high
ceiling in a
dreany, reflective way. He | ooked first in one direction,



and then

another. He seened to be trying to make up his m nd.
Suddenl y, he

wal ked briskly toward the elevators, as if he were

| eavi ng. Then

wi t hout warning, he turned on his heel, and wal ked back to
the center

of the room and stopped. Next, he began to inspect the

| eaves on the

potted pal mtrees scattered around the room G aham shook
hi s head.

"What is this, gardening |'"'mtelling you, he's a strange
guy. You know

he's gone to Japan

nore than once. He always cones back. It never works

out for him

Japan is like a woman that he can't live with, and can't
live wthout,

you know? Myself, | don't fucking get it.

| like Anerica. At least, what's left of it."

He turned to the SID team which was noving outward from
t he body.

"You guys find those panties for nme yet?"

"Not yet, Tom"™

"We're | ooking, Tom"

| said,

"What panties?"

G ahamlifted the girl's skirt.

"Your friend John couldn't be bothered to finish his
exam nation, but

|'d say there's sonething significant here. |I'd say
that's sem nal

fluid oozing out of the vagina, she's not wearing panties,
and there's



aredline at the groin where they were ripped off.
External genitals

are red and raw. It's pretty clear she had forcible
I ntercourse before

she was killed. So |I'm asking the boys to find the

panties."

One of the SID team said,

"Maybe she wasn't wearing any.

G aham sai d,

"She was wearing them all right."

| turned back to Kelly.

"What about drugs? "He shrugged.

"We'|ll get lab values on all fluids. But to the eye, she
| ooks cl ean.

Very clean.” | noticed that Kelly was distinctly uneasy,
NOW.

Graham saw 1t, too.

"For Christ's sake, what are you hangdog about, Kelly? W
keepi ng you
froma | ate-ni ght date, or what?"

"No," Kelly said, "but to tell you the truth, not only is
there no

evi dence of a struggle, or of drugs-l don't see any

evi dence that she

was nurdered at all.”

G aham sai d,

"No evidence she was nurdered? Are you ki ddi ng?"

Kel Iy said,

"The girl has throat injuries that suggest she may have
been into one



of the sexual bondage syndrones.

She has signs beneath the nakeup that she's been tied up
bef or e,
repeatedly."”

" So?"

"So-, technically speaking, maybe she wasn't nurdered.
Maybe she experienced sudden death from natural causes.™
"Aw, Christ. Cone on."

"It's quite possible this is a case of what we call death
from
I nhi bition. I|nstantaneous physi ol ogi cal death."

"Meani ng what ?"

He shrugged.

"The person just dies."
"For no reason at all?"

"Well, not exactly. There's usually mnor trauma

i nvol ving the heart

or nerves. But the trauma isn't sufficient to cause
death. | had one

case where a ten-year-old kid got hit in the chest wwth a
basebal | - not

very hard-and fell down dead in the school yard. Nobody
wWithin twenty

meters of him" Another case, a woman had a mi nor car

acci dent, banged

into the steering wheel with her chest, not very hard, and
whi | e she

was opening the car door to get out, she dropped dead. It
seens to

happen where there is neck or chest injury, which may
irritate the

nerves running to the heart. So, yeah, Tom Technically,
sudden death



Is a distinct possibility. And since having sex is not a
felony, it
woul dn't be nurder.™

Graham squi nt ed.
"So you're saying maybe nobody killed her?"
Kel |y shrugged. He picked up his clipboard.

"I"'mnot putting any of this. down. I'mlisting the
cause of death as

asphyxi ati on secondary to manual strangul ati on. Because
t he odds are,

she was strangled. But you should file it away in the
back of your

m nd that naybe she wasn't. Maybe she just popped off."

"Fine," G aham sai d.

"We'll file it. Under nedical exam ner's fantasies.
Meanwhi | e, any of
you guys got an |ID on her?"

The SID team still searching the room nurnured no.
Kel Iy said,

“I think I got a tine of death." He checked his
t enperature probes and
read off a chart.

"I register a core of ninety-six point nine. In this
anbi ent room
tenperature, that's consistent with up to three hours
post nortem "

"Up to three hours? That's great. Listen Kelly, we
al ready knew she
di ed sonetine tonight."

"It's the best | can do." Kelly shook his head.

"Unfortunately, the cooling curves don't discrimnate well



for under

three hours. Al | can say is death occurred sonetine
Wi thin three

hours. But ny inpression is that this girl has been dead
a while.

"Frankly I would say it's close to three hours."
Graham turned to the SID team

"Anybody find the panties yet?"

"Not so far, Lieutenant."

G aham | ooked around the room and sai d,

“"No purse, no panties."”

| said,

"You think sonebody cl eaned up here?"

"I don't know," he said.

"But doesn't a girl who's comng to a party in a
thirty-thousand-doll ar

dress usually carry a purse?" Then G aham | ooked past ny
shoul der and

smled: "Well, what do you know, Petey-san? One of your
admrers to
see you."

Striding toward ne was Ellen Farley, the mayor's press
secretary.

Farley was thirty-five, dark blond-hair cropped close to
her head,

perfectly grooned as al ways. She had been a newscaster
when she was

younger, but had worked for the mayor's office for many
years. Ellen

Farl ey was smart, fast on her feet, and she had one of the
gr eat

bodi es, which as far as anyone knew she retai ned for her
own excl usive

use.



| I'iked her enough to have done a couple of favors for her
when | was

in the L.A P.D. press office. Since the mayor and the
chief of police

hat ed each other, requests fromthe nmayor's office

soneti nes passed

fromE len to ne, and | handl ed them Mostly snall

t hi ngs: del ayi ng

the rel ease of a report until the weekend, so it'd run on
Saturday. O

announci ng that charges in a case hadn't been brought yet,
even t hough

they had. | did it because Farley was a strai ght shooter,
who al ways

spoke her mnd. And it |ooked |like she was goi ng to speak
her m nd

NOW.

"Li sten, Pete," she said.

"I don't know what's going on here, but the mayor's been
heari ng sone

pretty strong conplaints froma M. Ishiguro-" "I can

| magi ne-" " And

the mayor asked ne to rem nd you that there is no excuse
for officials

of this city to be rude to foreign nationals."”

G aham said | oudly,

"Especially when they nmake such | arge canpai gn
contributions.”

"Foreign nationals can't contribute to Anerican political
canpai gns, "
Farl ey sai d.

"You know that." She | owered her voice.

"This is a sensitive case, Pete. | want you to be
careful. You know

t he Japanese have a special concern about how they are
treated in



Anerica."

"Ckay, fine."

She | ooked through the glass walls of the conference room
toward the

atrium

"I's that John Connor ?"

"Yes."

"1 thought he was retired. Wiat's he doi ng here?"

"Hel ping ne on the case."

Farl ey frowned.

"You know t he Japanese have m xed feelings about him
They have a term

for it. For sonebody who is a Japan |over and goes to the
ot her

extrenme, and turns into a basher."

"Connor isn't a basher.™

"Ishiguro felt roughly treated."

"I'shiguro was telling us what to do," | said.

"And we have a nmurdered' girl here, which everybody seens
to be

forgetting-" "Conme on, Pete," she said, "nobody's trying
to tell you
how to do your job. Al I"msaying is you have to take

I nt o account
t he special -

She st opped.
She was | ooki ng at the body.
"Ell en?" | said.

"Do you know her?"



"No." She turned away.

"You sure?"

| could see she was rattl ed.

G aham sai d,

"You saw her downstairs earlier?"

"I don't-maybe. | think so. Listen, fellas, |I've got to
get back."

"Ellen. Cone on."
"I don't know who she is, Pete. You know I'd tell you if

| did. Just keep it cordial with the Japanese. That's
all the mayor

wanted ne to say. |'ve got to go now. "

She hurried back toward the el evators. | watched her
| eave, feeling

uneasy.

Graham canme over and stood besi de ne.

"She's got a great ass,"” he said.

"But she ain't leveling, buddy, even with
YOU. "

| said,

"What do you nean, even with nme?"

"Everybody knows you and Farley were an item"”
"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

G aham punched ne on the shoul der.

"Come on. You're divorced now. Nobody gives a shit."



| said,

"I't's not true, Tom"

"You can do what you want. Handsone guy |i ke you."
"I'mtelling you, it's not true."

"Ckay, fine." He held up his hands.

"My m stake."

| watched Farley at the other end of the atrium ducking
under the

tape. She pressed the elevator button, and waited for it
to cone,

tappi ng her foot inpatiently.

| said,

"You really think she knows who the girl is?"

"Damm right she does," G aham said.

"You know why the mayor |ikes her. She stands by his side
and whi spers

everybody's nane to him People she hasn't seen for
years.

Husbands, w ves, children, everyone. Farley knows who
this girl is."

"Then why didn't she tell us?"

"Fuck," G aham sai d.

"Must be inportant to sonebody.

She took off like a shot, didn't she? | tell you, we
better figure out

who this dead girl is. Because | fucking hate being the

| ast one in
town to know. "



Connor was across the room waving to us.
"What does he want now?" G aham sai d.

"Waving like that. What's he got in his hand?"
"Looks like a purse,” | said.

"Cheryl Lynn Austin," Connor said, reading.

"Born Mdl and, Texas, graduate of Texas State.
Twenty-three years ol d.

Got an apartnent in Westwood, but hasn't been here | ong
enough to

change her Texas driver's license."

The contents of the purse were spread out on a desk. W
pushed t hem

around with pencils.

"Where'd you find this purse?" | asked. It was a snall,
dar k, beaded

clutch with a pearl clasp. A vintage forties purse.
Expensi ve.

"I't was in the potted pal mnear the conference room"

Connor unzi pped a tiny conpartnment. A tight roll of crisp
hundred-dollar bills tunbled onto the table.

"Very nice.

Mss Austin is well taken care of."
| said,

"No car keys?"

"No. "

"So she canme with sonebody."

"And evidently intended to | eave wth sonebody, too.



Taxis can't break a hundred-dollar bill."

There was al so a gold Anerican Express Card. Lipstick and
a conpact. A

pack of MId Seven Menthol cigarettes, a Japanese brand.
A card for

the Dai matsu Night Cub in Tokyo. Four small blue pills.
That was

about it.

Using his pencil, Connor upended the beaded purse.
Smal | green flecks spilled out onto the table.
"Know what that is?"

"No," | said. Graham | ooked at it with a magnifying
gl ass.

Connor said,
"It's wasabi-covered peanuts.”

Wasabi is green horseradi sh served in Japanese
restaurants. | had
never heard of wasabi-covered peanuts.

"I don't know if they're sold outside Japan."
G aham gr unt ed.

"I'"ve seen enough. So what do you think now, John? |s
| shi guro goi ng
to get those wi tnesses you asked for?"

"I wouldn't expect them soon," Connor said.

"Fucking right," G aham said.

"W won't see those witnesses until day after tonorrow,
after their

| awyers have briefed themon exactly what to say." He
st epped away

fromthe table.



"You realize why they're delaying us. A Japanese killed
this girl.
That's what we're dealing with."

"I't's possible,” Connor said.

"Hey, buddy. More than possible. We're here. This is
t heir buil di ng.

And that girl is just the type they go for. The

"I think that was him"

One of the nen said,

"You think she had her boobs done?"

"Hasn't everybody?"

The ot her woman gi ggl ed.

"Except nme, of course.”

"Right, Christine."

"But |I'mthinking about it. Did you see Em|y?"

"Oh, she did hers so big."

"Well, Jane started it, blane her. Now everyone wants
them bi The nen

turned and | ooked out the w ndow.

"Hell of a building," one said.

"Detailing is fantastic. Mist have cost a fortune. You
doi ng nuch

with the Japanese now, Ron?"

"About twenty percent,"” the other man said.

"That's way down from|last year. It's made ne work on ny

gol f gane,
because they always want to play golf."



"Twenty percent of your busi ness?"
"Yeah. They're buying up Orange County now. "

"OF course. They already own Los Angel es,” one of the

wonen said,

| aughi ng.

"Well, just about. They have the Arco buddi ng over
there,” the man

sai d, pointing out the w ndow.

"l guess by now they have seventy, seventy-five percent of
downt own Los

Angel es. "

"And nore in Hawaii."

"Hell, they own Hawaii-ninety percent of Honolulu, a
hundr ed percent of

t he Kona coast. Putting up golf courses |ike nmad."

One wonman sai d,

"WIIl this party be on ET tonorrow?

They had enough caneras here.™

"Let's renenber to watch."

The el evator said,

"Mesugu de gozai nasu.

We cane to the garage floor, and the people got off.
Connor watched them go, and shook his head.

“I'n no other country in the world," he said, "would you
hear peopl e

calmMy discussing the fact that their cities and states

were sold to
foreigners.™



"Di scussi ng?" | said.
"They're the ones doing the selling.”

"Yes. Anericans are eager to sell. It anmazes the
Japanese.

They think we're commtting econom c suicide. And of
course they're

right." As he spoke, Connor pressed a button on the
el evat or panel

mar ked EMERGENCY ONLY.

A soft pinging alarm sounded.

"What'd you do that for?"

Connor | ooked at a video canera nounted in the corner of
the ceiling

and waved cheerfully. A voice on the intercom said,
"Good evening, officers. Can | help you?"

"Yes," Connor said.
"Am | speaking to building security?"

"That's right, sir. |Is sonmething wong with your
el evat or ?"

"Where are you | ocat ed?"

"We're on the | obby | evel, southeast corner, behind the
el evators."

"Thank you very much," Connor said. He pushed the button
for the
| obby.

The security office of the Nakanoto Tower was a snal |l
room per haps

five neters by seven.

It was dom nated by three large, flat video panels, each



divided into a

dozen smaller nonitor views. At the nonment, nost of these
wer e bl ack

rectangl es. But one row showed i mages fromthe | obby and
t he gar age;

anot her row showed the party in progress. And a third row
showed t he

police teans up on the forty-sixth floor.

Jerone Phillips was the guard on duty. He was a bl ack man
in his

niddforties. H's gray Nakanoto Security uniform was
soaked around the

collar, and dark under the arnpits.

He asked us to | eave the door open as we entered. He
appear ed

noti ceably uneasy to have us there. | sensed he was
hi di ng sonet hi ng,

but Connor approached himin a friendly way. W showed
our badges and

shook hands. Connor managed to convey the idea that we
were all

security professionals, having a little chat together.
"Must be a busy night for you, M. Phillips."

"Yeah, sure. The party and everything."

"And crowded, in this little room"

He w ped sweat from his forehead.

"Boy, you got that right. Al of them packed in here.
Jesus. "

| said,
"A'l of who?"
Connor | ooked at ne and sai d,

"After the Japanese |left the forty-sixth floor, they cane
down here and



wat ched us on the nonitors. Isn't that right, M.
Phillips?"

Phill'i ps nodded.

"Not all of "em but quite a few Down here, snoking
their damm
cigarettes, staring and puffing and passing around faxes."

"Faxes?"

"Oh, yeah, every few m nutes, sonebody'd bring in another
fax. You

know, in Japanese witing. They'd all pass it around,
make comments.

Then one of '"emwould |l eave to send a fax back. And the
restwoul d stay

to watch you guys up on the floor."

Connor sai d,

"And listen, too?"

Phillips shook his head.

“"No. W don't have audio feeds."

“I"'msurprised,” Connor said.

"this equi pnent seens so up-to-date.”

"Up-to-date? Hell, it's the nost advanced in the world.
These people, | tell you one thing. These people do it
right.

They have the best fire alarmand fire prevention system

The best earthquake system And of course the best
el ectronic security
system best caneras, detectors, everything."



"I can see that," Connor said.

"That's why | was surprised they don't have audio."
“No. Nb audi o. They do high-resolution video only.

Don't ask ne why. Sonething to do with the canmeras and
how t hey're
hooked up, is all | know "

On the flat panels | saw five different views of the forty
sixth fl oor,

as seen fromdifferent caneras. Apparently the Japanese
had i nstall ed

caneras all over the floor. | renenbered how Connor had
wal ked ar ound

the atrium staring up at the ceiling. He must have
spotted the

caneras then.

Now | watched Grahamin the conference room directing the
teans. He

was snoking a cigarette, which was conpl etely agai nst

regul ations at a

crime scene. | saw Helen stretch and yawn. Meanwhil e,

Kel Iy was

getting ready to nove the girl's body off the table onto a
gur ney,

before zipping it into the bag, and he was Then it hit ne.
They had caneras up there.

Five different caneras.

Covering every part of the floor.

| said,

"Ch ny God" and | spun around, very excited. | was about
to say

somret hi ng when Connor smled at ne in

an easy way, and placed his hand on ny shoul der. He

squeezed ny
shoul der - har d.



"Li eutenant," he said.
The pain was incredible. | tried not to w nce.
"Yes, Captain?"

"I wonder if you'd mindif | asked M. Phillips one or
t wo
guestions. "

"No, Captain. Go right ahead.”

"Per haps you'd take notes."

"Good idea, Captain.”

He rel eased ny shoul der. | got out my notepad.
Connor sat on the edge of the table and said,

"Have you been with Nakanpbto Security |long, M.
Phillips?"

"Yes, sir. About six years now. | started over in their
La Habra

plant, and when | hurt ny leg-in a car accident and
couldn't wal k so

good, they noved ne to security. In the plant. Because |
woul dn' t

have to wal k around, you see.

Then when they opened the Torrance plant, they noved ne
over there. MWy
wife got a job in the Torrance plant, too.

They do Toyota subassenblies. Then, when this building
opened, they
brought ne here, to work nights."

"I see. Six years altogether."”

"Yes, sir.



"You nmust like it."

"Well, | tell you, it's a secure job. That's sonething in
Anerica |
know t hey don't think much of black fol ks, but they always
treated ne
okay. And hell, before this | worked for GMin Van Nuys,
and that's

you know, that's gone."

"Yes," Connor said synpathetically.
"That place,"” Phillips said, shaking his head at the
menory.

"Christ. The managenent asshol es they used to send down
to the floor.

You couldn't believe it. MB. fucking A, out of Detroit,
little

weeni es didn't know shit. They didn't know how the |ine

wor ked. They
didn't know a tool froma die. But they'd still order the
foremen

around. They're all pulling in two hundred fucking

t housand a year and

they didn't know shit. And nothing ever worked right.
The cars were

all a piece of shit. But here,
count er.

he said, tapping the

"Here, | got a problem or sonething doesn' twork, | tel
sonebody. And

t hey cone right down, and they know the systenm how

I twor ks-and we go

over the problemtogether, and it gets fixed Ri ght away.
Probl ens get

fixed here. That's the difference. | tell you: these
peopl e pay

attention.”

"So you like it here.™

"They always treated ne okay," Phillips said, nodding.



That didn't exactly strike ne as a gl ow ng endorsenent.

| had the feeling this guy wasn't commtted to his
enpl oyers and a few

guestions could drive the wedge. All we had to do was
encour age the

br eak.

"Loyalty is inportant,"”
synpat heti cal | y.

Connor sai d, noddi ng

"I't is to them" he said.

"They expect you to show all this enthusiasmfor the
conpany. So you

know, | always conme in fifteen or twenty mnutes early,
and stay

fifteen or twenty mnutes after the shift is over. They
i ke you to

put in the extra tine. | did the sane at Van Nuys, but
nobody ever

noticed."

"And when is your shift?"
"I work nine to seven."
"And tonight? What tinme did you conme on duty?”

"Quarter to nine. Like | said, | cone in fifteen m nutes
early."

The original call had been recorded about eight-thirty.
So if this man

came at a quarter to nine, he would have arrived al nost
fifteen m nutes

too late to see the nurder.

"Who was on duty before you?"
"Well, usually it's Ted Cole. But | don't know if he

wor ked
toni ght."



"Why is that?"

The guard wi ped his forehead with his sl eeve, and | ooked
away.

"Way is that, M. Phillips?" | said, with alittle nore
force.

The guard blinked and frowned, sayi ng not hi ng.

Connor said quietly,

"Because Ted Cole wasn't here when M. Phillips arrived
toni ght, was

he, M. Phillips?"

The guard shook his head.

"No, he wasn't."

| started to ask anot her question, but Connor raised his
hand.

“I imagine, M. Phillips, you nust have been pretty

surprised when you
came in this room at a quarter to nine."

"You dam right |1 was,” Phillips said.
"What did you do when you saw the situation?"

"Well. Right away, | said to the guy,

“Can | hel p you?"

Very polite but still firm | nmean, this is the security
room
And | don't know who this guy is, |I've never seen him

before. And the
guy is tense. Very tense. He says to ne,

"Get out of ny way.
And he

Real pushy, |ike he owns the world.



shoves past ne, taking his briefcase with him

"1 say,

"Excuse nme, sir, |I'll have to see sone identification."
He don't

answer ne, he just keeps going. Qut the | obby and down
the stairs.™

"You didn't try and stop hinP"

“"No, sir. | didn't."

"Because he was Japanese?"

"You got that right. But | called up to central security
it up on the

ninth floor-to say | found a man in the room

And t hey say,

"Don'tworry, everything is fine." But | can hear they're
tense, too.

Everybody is tense. And then | see on the nonitor ... the
dead girl.

So that's the first | knew what it was about."

Connor said,

"The man you saw. Can you descri be hinf"

The, guard shrugged.

“"Thirty, thirty-five. Medium hei ght.

Dark blue suit like they all wear. Actually he was nore
hi p t han nost

of them He had this tie with triangles on it.

Oh-and a scar on his hand, |ike a burn or sonething."

"Whi ch hand?"

"The left hand. | noticed it when he was closing the



bri ef case. ™

"Coul d you see inside the briefcase?"

“No." "But he was closing it when you cane in the\ room
"Yes."

"Was it your inpression he took sonmething fromthis roon®"

“I really couldn't say, sir.
Phillips's evasiveness began to annoy ne. | said,
"What do you think he took?"

Connor shot ne a | ook.

The guard went bland: "I really don't know, sir."
Connor said,

"OF course you don't. There's no way you could know what
was in

sonebody el se's briefcase. By the way, do you nake
recordings fromthe

security caneras here?" , "Yes, we do."

"Coul d you show ne how you do that?"
"Sure thing."
door at the
far end of the room W followed himinto a second snal |
room al nost

a closet, stacked floor to ceiling with small netal boxes,
each with

stenciled notations in Japanese kanji script, and nunbers
I n English.

Each with a glowing red light, and an LED counter, with
nunber s runni ng

forward

The guard got up fromthe desk and opened a

Phillips said,



"These are our recorders. They lay down signals from al

t he caneras

in the building. They're eight mllineter high-definition
vi deo." He

held up a small cassette, |ike an audi o cassette.

"Each one of these records eight hours. W change over at
nine p.m"

so that's the first thing | do when | cone on duty. | pop
out the old

ones, and switch over to the fresh ones."

"And did you change cassettes tonight, at nine o'clock?"
"Yes, sir. Just |ike always."
"And what do you do with the tapes you renove?"

"Keep 'emin the trays down here,
show us severa
| ong, thin drawers.

he said, bending to

"We keep everything off the caneras for seventy-two hours.
That' s

three days. So we keep nine sets of tapes all together.
And we j ust

rotate each set through, once every three days. Get ne?"
Connor hesitated.

"Perhaps |'d better wite this down."

He produced a snall pad and a pen.

“"Now, each tape lasts eight hours, so you have nine
different sets .

"Right, right."

Connor wote for a nonent, then shook his pen irritably.

"This damm pen. It's out of ink. You have a
wast ebasket ?"



Phillips pointed to the corner.

"Over there."

"Thank you."

Connor threw the pen away. | gave himmne. He resuned
hi s notes.

"You were saying M. Phillips, that you have nine sets

"Right. Each set is nunbered with letters, fromA to |

Now when | cone in at nine, | eject the tapes and see
what ever letter
Is already in there, and put in the next one.

Li ke tonight, | took out set C, so | put in set D, which
s what's
recordi ng now. "

"I see,"” Connor said.

"And then you put tape set Cin one of the drawers here?"
"Right." He pulled open a drawer.

"This one here."

Connor sai d.

“"May | ?" He glanced at the neatly | abeled row of tapes.
Then he

qui ckly opened the other drawers, and | ooked at the other
stacks of

tapes. Except for the different letters, all the drawers
| ooked

i denti cal .

"I think I understand now " Connor said.

"What you actually do is use nine sets in rotation."



"Exactly."
"So each set gets used once every three days."
n Ri ght . n

"And how | ong has the security office been using this
syst enf?"

"The building's new, but we've been going, oh, naybe two
nont hs now. "

"I must say it's a very well-organi zed system " Connor
said
appreci atively.

"Thank you for explaining it to us. | have only a couple
of ot her

questions.”

"Sure."

"First of all, these counters here-" Connor said, pointing

to the LED
counters on the video recorders.

"They seemto show the el apsed tines since the tapes began
recor di ng.

Is that right? Because it's now al nost el even cl ock, and
you put in

the tapes at nine, and the top re6order says 1:55:30 and
t he next

recorder says 1:55:10, and so on."

"Yes, that's right. | put the tapes in one right after
another. It
takes a few seconds between tapes."

"l see. These all show al nost two hours. But | notice

t hat one

recorder down here shows an el apsed tinme of only thirty
m nut es. Does



that nean it's broken?"
“Huh," Phillips said, frowning.
"l guess maybe it is.

"Cause | changed the tapes all one after another, |ike |
sai d.

But these recorders are the | atest technol ogy. Sonetines
there are

glitches. O we had sone power problens. Could be that.
" "Yes.

Quite possibly," Connor said.

"Can you tell ne which canera is hooked to this recorder?"

"Yes, of course.” Phillips read the nunber off the
recorder, and went
out to the main roomwth the nonitor screens.

"I't's camera four-six slash six," he said.

"This view here." He tapped the screen.

It was an atriumcanera, and it showed an overall view of
t he

forty-sixth floor.

"But you see,” Phillips said, "the beauty of the system
I's, even if one
recorder screws up, there are still other caneras on that

fl oor, and
the video recorders on the others seemto be working
okay. "

"Yes, they do," Connor said.

"By the way, can you tell nme why there are so many caneras
on the

forty-sixth floor?"

"You didn't hear it fromne," Phillips said.



"But you know how they |like efficiency. The word is, they
are going to

kai zen the office workers."

"So basically these caneras have been installed to observe
wor ker s

during the day, and help theminprove their efficiency?"
"That's what | heard."

"Well, I think that's it," Connor said.

"Ch, one nore question. Do you have an address for Ted
Col e?"

Phillips shook his head.

“"No, | don't."

"Have you ever been out with him socialized with hinf"
"I have, but not nuch. He's an odd guy."

"Ever been to his apartnent?"

"No. He's kind of secretive. | think he lives wth his
not her or

sonmet hing. We usually go to this bar, the Pal om no, over
by the

airport. He likes it there."

Connor nodded.

"And one | ast question: where is the nearest pay phone?"
"Qut in the | obby, and around to your right, by the
restroons. But

you' re wel cone to use the phone here."

Connor shook the guard's hand warmy.

"M. Phillips, | appreciate your taking the tinme to talk
to us.”



"No problem™
| gave the guard ny card.

“I'f you think of anything later that could help us, M.
Philli ps,
don't hesitate to call ne.

And | left.

Connor stood at the pay phone in the |obby. It was one of
t hose new

standi ng' booths that has two receivers, one on either
side, allow ng

two people to talk on the sane |line at once. These booths
had been

installed in Tokyo years ago, and now were starting to
show up all over

Los Angeles. O course, Pacific Bell no | onger was the
pri nci pal

provi der of Anerican public pay phones. Japanese
manuf act urers had

penetrated that market, too. | watched Connor wite down
t he phone

nunber in his notebook.

"What are you doi ng?"

"We have two separate questions to answer tonight. One is
how the girl

came to be killed on an office floor. But we also need to
find out who

pl aced the original call, notifying us of the nurder."."

"And you think the call m ght have been placed fromthis
phone?"

"Possi bly."
He cl osed his notebook, and gl anced at his watch.
"It's late. W better get going."

"I think we're nmaking a big m stake here."



"Why is that?" Connor asked.

"I don't know if we should | eave the tapes in that
security room What
I f sonebody switches themwhile we're gone?”

"They' ve al ready been sw tched," Connor said.

"How do you know?"

"I gave up a perfectly good pen to find out," he said.
"Now cone on." He started wal king toward the stairs

| eadi ng down to

the garage. | followed him

"You see,"” Connor said, "when Phillips first- explained
that sinple systemof rotation, it was i mediately cl ear
to nme that

there m ght have been a switch. The question was how to
prove it."

H s voice echoed in the concrete stairwell. Connor
conti nued down,
taking the steps two at a tine. | hurried to keep up.

Connor said,

"I f sonebody switched the tapes, how woul d they go about
It? They

woul d be working hastily, under pressure. They'd be
terrified of

maki ng a m st ake.

They certainly wouldn't want to | eave any incrimnating

t apes behi nd.

So probably they'd switch an entire set, and replace it.
But repl ace

it with what? They can't just put in the next set. Since
there are

only nine sets of tapes all together, itwould be too easy
for soneone

to notice that one set was m ssing, and the total was now



ei ght. There

woul d be an obvious enpty drawer. No, they would have to
repl ace the

set they were taking away with an entirely new set.
Twenty brand- new

tapes. And that neant | ought to check the trash."

"That's why you threw your pen away?"
"Yes. | didn't want Phillips to know what | was doing."
" And?"

"The trash was full of crunpled plastic wappers. The
ki nd that new
vi deot apes cone w apped in."

"l see."

"Once | knew the tapes had been replaced, the only
remai ni ng questi on

was, which set? So | played dunb, and | ooked in all the
drawers. You

probably noticed that set C, the set Phillips renoved when
he cane on

duty, had 4ightly whiter |abels than the other sets. It
was subtl e,

because the office has only been active two nonths, but
you coul d

tell."

"I see." Sonebody had cone into the security room taken
out twenty

fresh tapes, unw apped them witten new | abels, and
popped theminto

the video machi nes, replacing the original tapes that had
recorded the

mur der .

| said,
"I'f you ask me, Phillips knows nore about this than he was

telling
us."



"Maybe," Connor said, "but we have nore inportant things
to do. Anyway,

there's a limt to what he knows. The nurder was phoned

I n about

eight-thirty. Phillips arrived at quarter to nine. So he
never saw

the murder. We can assune the previous guard, Cole, did.
But by a

guarter of nine, Cole was gone, and an unknown Japanese

man was in the

security room closing up a briefcase."

"You think he's the one who switched the tapes?”

Connor nodded.

"Very possibly. In fact, | wouldn't be surprised if this
man was the
killer hinmself. | hope to find that out at Mss Austin's
apartnent."

He threw open the door, and we went into the garage.

A line of party guests waited for valets to bring their
cars. | saw

| shiguro chatting up Mayor Thomas and his w fe. Connor
steered ne

toward t hem

St andi ng al ongsi de the mayor, |shiguro was so cordial he
was al nost
obsequi ous. He gave us a big smle.

"“Ah, gentlenen. |Is your investigation proceeding
satisfactorily? Is
there anything nore I can do to hel p?"

| didn't get really angry until that nonent: until | saw
t he way he

toadied up in front of the mayor. It nmade nme so nad |
began to turn

red. But Connor took it in stride.

"Thank you, |shiguro-san," he said, wth a slight bow.



"The investigation is going well."

"You're receiving all the help you requested?" Ishiguro
sai d.

"Ch, yes," Connor said.

"Everyone has been very cooperative."

"Good, good. I'mglad."” Ishiguro glanced at the mayor,
and smled at
him too. He was all smles, it seened.

"But," Connor said, "there is just one thing."
"Just nanme it. If there is anything we can do .
"The security tapes seemto have been renoved."

"Security tapes?" Ishiguro frowned, clearly caught off
guard.

"Yes, Connor sai d.

"Recordings fromthe security caneras."

"I don't know anything about that," |shiguro said.

"But let ne assure you, if any tapes exist, they are yours
to

exam ne. "

"Thank you," Connor said.

"Unfortunately, it seens the crucial tapes have been
removed fromthe

Nakanoto security office."

"Renpved? Gentlenen, | believe there nust be sone
m st ake. "

The mayor was wat ching this exchange cl osely.



Connor sai d,

"Perhaps, but |I don't think so. Itwould be reassuring,
M. 1shiguro,
If you were to' look into this matter yourself."

"I certainly will," Ishiguro said.

"But | nust say again. | can't inagine, Captain Connor,
t hat any tapes
are mssing."

"Thank you for checking, M. Ishiguro,” Connor said.
“"Not at all, Captain,"” he said, still smling.

"It is ny pleasure to assist you in whatever way | can."

"The son of a bitch,” | said. W were driving west on the
Santa Mbni ca
freeway.

"The little prick | ooked us right in the eye and lied."

"I't's annoying," Connor said.

"But you see, Ishiguro takes a different view Now that
he i s beside

the mayor, he sees hinself in another context, with
anot her set of

obligations and requirenents for his behavior. Since he
IS sensitive

to context, he's able to act differently, with no
reference to his

earlier behavior. To us, he seens |ike a different

per son.

But Ishiguro feels he's just being appropriate.”
"What burns ne is he acted so confident."
"OfF course he did," Connor said.

"And he would be quite surprised to learn that you're



angry with him

You consider himimoral. He considers you naive.

Because for a

Japanese, consistent behavior is not possible. A Japanese
becones a

different person around people of different rank. He
becones a

di fferent person when he noves through different roons of
hi s own

house. "

"Yeah," | said.

"That's fine, but the fact is he's a lying son of a
bitch."

Connor | ooked at ne.
"Woul d you talk that way to your nother?"
"OF course not."

"So you change according to context, too," Connor said.

"The fact is we all do. It's just that Americans believe
t here

is sone core of individuality that doesn't change from
one nmoment to

the next. And the Japanese believe context rules
everything. " "It

sounds to ne," | said, "like an excuse for lying."

"He doesn't see it as lying."

"But that's what it is.”

Connor shrugged.

"Only fromyour point of view, kohai.

Not fromhis."

"The hell."



"Look, it's your choice. You can understand the Japanese
and deal with

them as they are, or you can get pissed off. But our
problemin this

country is that we don't deal with the Japanese the way
they really

are." The car hit a deep pothole, bouncing so hard that
t he car phone

fell off the receiver. Connor picked it up off the fl oor,
and put it

back on the hook.

Up ahead, | saw the exit for Bundy. | noved into the
right |ane.

"One thing |'mnot clear about,"” | said.

"Whay do you think the man with the briefcase in the
security room m ght
be the killer?"

"It's because of the tinme sequence. You see, the nurder
was reported

at eight thirty-twd. Less than fifteen mnutes |ater, at
ei ght

forty-five, a Japanese man was down there swi tching the
t apes,

arrangi ng a cover-up. That's a very fast response. Mich
too fast for

a Japanese conpany."”

"Why is that?"

"Japanese organi zations are actually very slowto respond
in a crisis.

Their decision-making relies on precedents, and when a
situation is

unpr ecedent ed, people are uncertain how to behave. You
remenber the

faxes? | am sure faxes have been flying back and forth to
Nakanot o' s

Tokyo headquarters all night. Undoubtedly the conpany is
still trying

to decide what to do. A Japanese organi zation sinply



cannot nove fast
in a new situation."

"But an individual acting al one can?"
"Yes. Exactly."
| said,

"And that's why you think the man with the briefcase nmay
be the
killer."

Connor nodded.

"Yes. Either the killer, or soneone closely connected
with the killer.

But we should learn nore at Mss Austin's apartnent. |
believe |I see

It up ahead, on the right."

The Inperial Arns was an apartnent building on a
tree-lined street a

kil ometer from Wstwood Village. Its fake Tudor beans
needed a pai nt

j ob, and the whol e building had a run-down appear ance.

But that was

not unusual in this mddle-class section of apartnents

I nhabi ted by

graduat e students and young famlies. In fact, the chief
characteristic of the Inperial Arns seened to be its
anonymty: you

could drive by the building every day and never notice it.
"Perfect,"
entrance.

Connor said, as we wal ked up the steps to the

"I't's just what they I|ike."
"What who |ikes?"
We cane into the | obby, which had been renovated in the

nost bl and
California style: pastel wallpaper with a flower print,



overstuffed

couches, cheap ceramc |anps, and a chrone coffee table.
The only

thing to distinguish it froma hundred ot her apartnent

| obbi es was the

security desk in the corner, where a heavyset Japanese
door man | ooked

up fromhis comc book with a distinctly unfriendly
manner .

"Hel p you?"

Connor showed his badge. He asked where Cheryl Austin's
apart ment
was.

"l announce you," the doorman said, reaching for the
phone.

"Don't bother."

“No. | announce. Maybe she have conmpany now. "

"I"msure she doesn't,"” Connor said.

"Kore wa keisatsu no shigoto da. " He was saying we were
on official

pol i ce busi ness.

The doorman gave a tense bow.
"Kyugo shitu." He handed Connor a key.

W went through a second gl ass door, and down a car peted
corridor.

There were small | acquer tables at each end of the
corridor, and inits

sinplicity, the interior was surprisingly el egant.

"Typi cal ly Japanese,” Connor said, with a smle.
| thought: a run-down, fake Tudor apartment building in

West wood?
Typically Japanese? Froma roomto the left, | heard



faint rap nusic:
the | atest Hanmmer hit.

"It's because the outside gives no clue to the inside,"
Connor expl ai ned.

"That's a fundanental principle of Japanese thinking. The
public

facade is un revealing-in architecture, the human face,
everyt hi ng.

It's al ways been that way. You | ook at old samurai houses
I n Takayama

or Kyoto. You can't tell anything fromthe outside."

"This is a Japanese buil di ng?"

"OF course. Wy else would a Japanese national who hardly
speaks
English be the doorman? And he is a yakuza.

You probably noticed the tattoo."

| hadn't. The yakuza were Japanese gangsters. | didn't
know t here
were yakuza here in Anerica, and said so.

"You nust unddrstand,” Connor said, "there is a shadow
worl d-here in
Los Angeles, in Honolulu, in New York.

Most of the tine you're never aware of it. We live in our
regul ar

Anerican world, wal king on our Anerican streets, and we
never notice

that right alongside our world is a second world. Very
di screet, very

private. Perhaps in New York you will see Japanese

busi nessnen wal ki ng

t hrough an unmarked door, and catch a glinpse of a club
behi nd. Per haps

you w Il hear of a small sushi bar in Los Angel es that
charges twel ve

hundred doll ars a person, Tokyo prices. But they are not



listed in the
gui debooks. They are not a part of our American world.
They are part
of the shadow worl d, available only to the Japanese."

"And this place?"

"This is a bet taku A |l ove residence where m stresses are
kept. And
here is Mss Austin's apartnent.”

Connor unl ocked the door with the key the doorman had
given him W
went inside.

It was a two-bedroomunit, furnished with expensive
oversi zed rental

pi eces in pastel pink and green. The oil paintings on the
wal | s had

been rented, too; a label on the side of one frane said
Breuner's

Rents. The kitchen counter was bare, except for a bow of
fruit. The

refrigerator contained only yogurt and cans of Diet Coke.
The couches

in the living roomdidn't |look as if anybody had ever sat
on them On

the coffee table was a picture book of Hollywood star
portraits and a

vase of dried flowers. Enpty ashtrays scattered around.

One of the bedroons had been converted to a den, with a
couch and a
t el evi sion, and an exercise bike in the corner.

Everyt hi ng was brand-new. The television still had a
sticker that said

DI G TAL TUNI NG PI CTURE di agonal | y across one corner. The
handl ebar s of

t he exercise bike were covered in plastic wap.

In the master bedroom | finally found sone human clutter.
One
mrrored cl oset door stood open, and three expe@ive party



dresses were

thrown across the bed. Evidently she had been trying to
deci de what to

wear. On the dresser top were bottles of perfune, a

di anond neckl ace,

a gol d Rol ex, franed photographs, and an ashtray with
st ubbed-out M1l d

Seven Menthol cigarettes. The top dresser drawer,

contai ning panties

and undergarnents, was partially open. | saw her passport
stuck in the

corner, and thunbed through it.

There was one visa for Saudi Arabia, one for |ndonesi a,
and three entry
stanps for Japan.

The stereo in the corner was still turned on, an ejected
tape in the
player. | pushed it in and Jerry Lee Lew s sang, "You

shake ny nerves

and you rattle ny brain, too nuch | ove drives a man
I nsane. "

Texas nusic, too old for a young girl like this. But
maybe she |i ked

gol den ol di es.

| turned back to the dresser. Several franed col or

enl argenent s showed

Cheryl Austin smling in front of Asian backgrounds-the
red gates of a

shrine, a formal garden, a street with gray skyscrapers,
train

station. The pictures seened to be taken in Japan. In
nost of the

pi ctures Cheryl was alone, but in a few she was
acconpani ed by an ol der

Japanese man with gl asses and a receding hairline. A
final shot showed

her in what | ooked |ike the Anerican Wst. Cheryl was
standi ng near a

dusty pickup truck, smling beside a frail, grandnotherly
woman in

sungl asses. The ol der woman wasn't smling and | ooked



unconf ort abl e.

Tucked in beside the dresser were several |arge paper
rolls, standing

on end. | opened one. It was a poster show ng Cheryl in
a bikini,

smling and holding up a bottle of Asahi beer. Al the
witing on the

poster was in Japanese.

| went into the bat hroom

| saw a pair of jeans kicked in the corner. A white
sweat er tossed on

the countertop. A wet towel on a hook by the shower
stall. Beads of

water inside the stall. Electric hair curlers unplugged
by the

counter. Stuck in the mrror franme, photos of Cheryl
standing with

anot her Japanese man on the Malibu pier. This man was in
hi s

niidthirties, and handsonme. In one phot ograph, he had
draped his arm

famliarly over her shoulder. |I could clearly see the
scar on his

hand.

"Bingo," | said.

Connor cane into the room

"Find sonet hi ng?"

"Qur man with the scar.”

"Good." Connor studied the picture carefully. | |ooked
back at the

clutter of the bathroom The stuff around the sink.

"You know," | said, "sonething bothers ne about this
pl ace. "

"What' s t hat ?"



"I know she hasn't |ived here long. And | know everythi ng
is rented

but still ... | can't get over the feeling that this
pl ace has a
contrived look. | can't quite put nmy finger on why."

Connor sm | ed.

“"Very good, Lieutenant. It does have a contrived | ook.
And there's a
reason for it."

He handed ne a Pol aroid photo. It showed the bat hroom we
wer e st andi ng

in. The jeans kicked in the corner. The towel hanging.
The curlers

on the counter. But it was taken with one of those

ul tra-w de-angl e

caneras that distort everything. The SID teans sonetines
used t hem for

evi dence.

"Where did you get this?"

"Fromthe trash bin in the hall, by the elevators."

"So it nust have been taken earlier tonight."

"Yes. Notice anything different about the roon?"

| exam ned the Polaroid carefully.

“"No, it looks the same ... wait a mnute. Those pictures
stuck in her

mrror. They aren't in the Polaroid. Those pictures have
been

added. "

"Exactly." Connor wal ked back into the bedroom He

pi cked up one of

the franmed pictures on the dresser.

"Now | ook at this one," he said.



"M ss Austin and a Japanese friend in Shinjuku Station in
Tokyo. She

was probably drawn to the Kabukich6 section-or perhaps she
was | ust

shoppi ng. Notice the right-hand edge of the picture. See

t he narrow

strip that's lighter in color?"

"Yes." And | understood what that strip neant: there had
been anot her

picture on top of this one. The edge of this picture had
stuck out,

and was sun-faded.

"The overlying picture has been renoved."

"Yes, Connor sai d.

"The apartnment has been searched."

"Yes," Connor said.

"A very thorough job. They cane in earlier tonight, took
Pol ar oi ds,

searched the roons, and then put things back the way they
wer e. But

it's inpossible to do that exactly. The Japanese say
artl essness is

the nost difficult art. And these nen can't help

t hensel ves, they're

obsessive. So they |eave the picture franes a little too
squar ed- of f

on the counter, and the perfune bottles a little too
careful ly

cluttered. Everything is a little forced. Your eye can
see it even if

your brain doesn't register it."

| said,
"But why search the roonf? What pictures did they renove?

Her with the
killer?"



"That's not clear," Connor said.

"Evidently her association with Japan, and wi th Japanese
men, was not

obj ectionabl e, But there was sonething they had to get

ri ght away, and

it can only be-" Then, fromthe living room a tentative
voi ce said,

"Lynn?
Honey? You here?"

She was sil houetted in the doorway, |ooking in.

Bar ef oot ed, wearing shorts and a tank top. | couldn't see
her face
wel |, but she was obviously what ny old partner Anderson

woul d call a
snake char ner.

Connor showed his badge. She said her nanme was Julia
Young. She had a

Sout hern accent, and a slight slur to her speech. Connor
turned on the

light and we coul d see her better. She was a beauti ful
girl. She cane

into the room hesitantly.

"l heard the nusic-is she here? Is Cherylynn okay? |
know she went to

that party tonight."

"I haven't heard anything," Connor said, with a quick
gl ance at ne.

"Do you know Cheryl ynn?"

"Well, sure. | live right across the hall, in nunber
ei ght.

Wiy is everybody in her roont' "Everybody?"



"Well, you two. And the two Japanese guys."

"When were they here?"

"I don't know. Maybe half an hour ago. Is it sonething
about

Cheryl ynn?"

| said,

"Did you get a look at the nen, Mss Young" | was thinking

she m ght
have been | ooki ng out of the peephole of her door.

"Well, | guess. | said hello to them"”
"How s that ?"

"I know one of thempretty well. Eddie."
" Eddi e?"

"Eddi e Sakanura. We all know Eddie. Fast Eddie."

| said,

"Can you descri be hinP"

She gave ne a funny | ook.

"He's the guy in the pictures the young guy wth the scar
on hi s hand.

| thought everybody knew Eddi e Sakanura. He's in the
newspaper all the

time. Charities and stuff. He's a big party guy."

| said,

"Do you have any idea how | could find hinf"

Connor said,

"Eddi e Sakanura is part owner of a Pol ynesi an restaurant
I n Beverly



Hlls called Bora Bora. He hangs out there."
"That's him" Julia said.

"That place is like his office. | can't stand it nyself,
It's too

noi sy. But Eddie's just running around, chasing those big
bl ondes. He

| oves to look up to a girl."

She | eaned against a table, and pushed her full brown hair
back from

her face seductively. She | ooked at ne and gave a little
pout .

"You two guys Qartners?"

"Yes," | said.

"He showed ne his badge. But you didn't show ne yours."
| took out ny wallet. She |ooked at it.

"Peter," she said, reading.

"My very first boyfriend was nanmed Peter. But he wasn't
as handsone as

you." She smled at ne.

Connor cleared his throat and said,

"Have you been in Cherylynn's apartnent before?"

"Well, | guess. | live right across the way. But she
hasn't been in

town nuch lately. Seens |ike' she's always traveling."
"Travel i ng where?"

"All over. New York, Washington, Seattle, Chicago ... al
over. She

has this boyfriend who travels a |ot. She neets him

Actual ly | think
she just neets himwhen his wife isn't around.”



"This boyfriend is married?"

"Well, there's sonething in the way. You know.
Qobstructing. "

"Do you know who he is?"
"No. She once said he'd never cone to her apartnent.

He's sone big inportant guy. Real rich. They send the
jet for her,

and off she goes. Whoever he is, he drives Eddi e crazy.
But Eddie is

the jeal ous type, you know. Got to be iro otoko to al
the girls. The

sexy |l over."

Connor sai d,
"I's Cheryl's relationship a secret? Wth this boyfriend?"

"I don't know. | never thought it was. It's just real
I ntense. She's
madly in love with the guy."”

"She's madly in | ove?"

"You can't imagine. |'ve seen her drop everything to run
and neet him

One ni ght she cones over, gives ne two tickets to the
Spri ngst een

concert, but she's all excited because she's going to
Detroit. She's

got her little carry-on in her hand. She's got her little
ni ce-girl

dress on. Because he just called ten m nutes ago and
said, "Meet ne."

Her face all bright, she | ooks about five years ol d.
don't know why

she can't figure it out."

"Fi gure what out?"



"This guy is just using her."
"Why do you say that?"
"Cherylynn is beautiful, and real sophisticated-I| ooking.

She's worked all over the world as a nodel, nostly in
Asi a.

But deep down she's a small-town girl. | nean, Mdland is
an oil town,
there's lots of noney, but it's still a small town.

And Cherylynn wants the ring on the finger and the kids
and the dog in

the yard. And this guy isn't going to do it. She hasn't
figured it

out."

| said,

"But you don't know who this nman is?"

“"No, | don't." A sly look crossed her face. She shifted
her body,

dr oppi ng one shoul der so her breasts thrust forward.

"But you're not really here because of sonme old boyfriend,
are you?"

Connor nodded.

“"Not really, no.
Julia smled in a know ng way.
"It's Eddie, isn't it?"

"Um " Connor said.

"I knew it," she said.

"I knew he'd get in trouble sooner or later. W all
tal ked about it,



all the girls here in the Arns.
gesture.

She nmade a vague

"Because he's just going too fast. Fast Eddie. You
woul dn't think he
was Japanese.

He's so flashy."

Connor said,

"He's from Gsaka?"

"H's father's a big industrialist there, wth Dai matsu.

He's a nice old guy. Wien he cones over to visit,
soneti mes
he sees one of the girls on the second floor. And Eddi e.

Eddi e was supposed to get educated here for a few years,
t hen go hone

to work for the kaisha, the conpany. But he won't go
hone. He | oves

it here. Wiy not? He's got everything. He buys a new
Ferrari every

time he bangs up the old one. He's got nore noney than
God. He's

| ived here | ong enough, he's just |ike an Ameri can.
Handsonme. Sexy.

And with all the drugs. You know, real party aninmal.
What's in Osaka

for hinf"

| said,

"But you said you always knew "That he'd get in trouble?
Sure. Because

of that crazy side. That edge." She shrugged.

"Alot of them have it.

These guys cone over from Tokyo,- and even if they have a

shekai, an
I ntroduction, you still have to be careful. They think



not hi ng of

dropping ten or twenty thousand in a night. It's like a
tip for them

Leave it on the dresser. But then, what they want to
do-at | east, sone

of them. "

She drifted into silence. Her eyes had a vacant,

unf ocused | ook. |

didn't say anything, | just waited. Connor was | ooking at
her, noddi ng

synpat heti cal | y.

Abruptly, she began to speak again, as if unaware of the
pause.

"And to them " she said, "their wishes, their desires,
It's just as

natural as leaving the tip. It's conpletely natural to
them | nmean,

| don't mnd alittle golden shower or whatever,
handcuffs, you know.

Maybe a little spanking if | like the guy. But I won't

| et anybody cut

me. | don't care how nmuch noney. None of those things

W th knives or

swords ... But they can be ... Alot of them they are so

polite, so

correct, but then they get turned on, they have this ..
this way. :

" She broke off, shaking her head.

"They're strange people."
Connor gl anced at his watch.

"M ss Young, you've been very helpful. W may need to
speak to you

again. Lieutenant Smith will take your phone nunber-"
"Yes, of
course. "

| flipped open ny pad.



Connor said,
“I"'mgoing to have a word with the doornman.
"Shinichi," she said.

Connor left. | took down Julia's nunber. She |icked her
i ps as she
wat ched ne wite. Then she said,

"You can tell ne. Did he kill her?"
"Who?"
"Eddie. Did he kill Cherylynn?"

She was a pretty girl but |I could see the excitenent in
her eyes. She

was | ooking at ne with a steady gaze. Her eyes were
shining. It was

creepy. | said,

"Why do you ask?"

"Because. He was always threatening to. Like this
af t ernoon, he
t hreat ened her."

| said,

"Eddi e was here this afternoon?"

"Sure." She shrugged.

"He's here all the tinme. He cane to see her this

af ternoon, real

wor ked up. They put extra soundproofing to the walls in
this building

when they took it over. But even so, you could hear them
scream at

each other in her apartnment. H mand Cherylynn. She'd
have on her

Jerry Lee Lew's, the one she played day and night until
you just about



went crazy, and they'd be scream ng and throw ng things.
He' d al ways

say,

“I"11 kill you, 1'"Il kill you, you bitch." So. Dd he?"
"I don't know. "

"But she's dead?" Her eyes still shining.

"Yes."

"I't had to happen,"” she said. She seened conpletely calm
"We all knewit. It was just a matter of tinme. If you
want, call ne.

I f you need nore information."

"Yes. | wll." | gave her ny card.

"And if you think of anything else, you can call ne at
this nunber.”

She slipped it into the hip pocket of her shorts, tw sting
her body.

"I like talking to you, Peter."
"Yes. Ckay."

| wal ked down the corridor. Wien | got to the end |
| ooked back. She
was standing in her doorway, wavi ng good-bye.

Connor was using the phone in the | obby while the doornan
st ared

sullenly at him as if he wanted to stop him but couldn't
think of a

reason why.

"That's right,"” Connor was sayi ng.

"All the outgoing calls fromthat phone between ei ght and
ten p. m



That's right." He |listened for a nonent.

"Well, | don't care if your data isn't organized that way,
just get it
for me. Howlong will it take? Tonorrow? Don't be

ridi cul ous. Wat

do you think this is? | need it within two hours. ||
call you

back.

Yes. Fuck you, too." He hung up.

"Let's go, kohai."

W wal ked outside to the car.

| said,

"Checki ng your contacts?"

"Contacts?" He | ooked puzzl ed.

"Oh. Graham said sonething to you about ny 'contacts.” |
don't have

any special informants. He just. thinks | do."

"He nentioned the Arakawa case."

Connor si ghed.

"That old thing." W wal ked toward the car.

"You want to know that story? It's sinple. Two Japanese
nati onal s get

killed. The departnent puts detectives on the case who
can't speak

Japanese. Finally, after a week, they give the case to
me. "

"And what did you do?"

"The Arakawas were staying at the New Qtani Hotel. | got

t he phone
records of the calls they nade to Japan. | called those



nunbers, and
spoke to sone people in GCsaka.

Then | called Osaka and talked to the police there.
Again, in

Japanese. They were surprised to hear we didn't know the
whol e

story."

"l see.”
"Not quite," Connor said.

"Because the police departnent here was very enbarrassed.
The press

had gone out on a |linb, criticizing the departnent. Al
sorts of

peopl e had sent flowers. There had been a big show of
synpat hy for

what turned out to be gangsters. A lot of people were
enbarrassed. So

t he whol e thing becane ny fault. | had done sonet hing
under handed to
solve the case. Pissed ne off, | can tell you."

"That's why you went to Japan?"

“"No. That's another story."

We canme to the car. | | ooked back at the Inperial Arns,
and saw Julia

Young standing at the wi ndow, staring down at us.

"She's seductive,” | said.

"The Japanese call wonen |ike that shirigaru onna. They
say she has a

| i ght ass." He opened the car door, and got in.

"But she's on drugs. W can't trust anything she told us.
Even so, there's'starting to be a pattern | don't I|ike."

He gl anced at
hi s wat ch, and shook hi s head.



"Damm. We're taking too long. W'd better go to the
Pal om no, to see

M. Cole. " | started driving south, toward the airport.
Connor sat

back in his seat and folded his arns across his chest. He
stared at

his feet, | ooking unhappy.

"Why do you say there's a pattern you don't I|ike?"
Connor said,

"The wrappers in the waste basket. The Polaroid in the
trash. Those
t hi ngs shoul dn't have been | eft behind."

"You said yourself, they're in a hurry."

"Maybe. But you know the Japanese think Anerican police
are

i nconpetent. This sloppiness is a sign of their disdain.
"ol

we' re not inconpetent.”

Connor shook hi s head.

"Conpared to the Japanese, we are inconpetent. In Japan,
every

crimnal gets caught. For mmjor crines, convictions run
ni nety-ni ne

percent. So any crimnal in Japan knows fromthe outset
he is going to

get caught. But here, the conviction rate is nore |ike
sevent een

percent. Not even one in five. So a crimnal in the

St at es knows he

probably isn't going to get caught-and if he's

caught, he won't be convicted, thanks to all his |egal
saf equards. And

you know every study of police effectiveness shows that
Aneri can

detectives either solve the case in the first six hours,
or they never



solve it at all."

"So what are you saying?" "lI'msaying that a crine
occurred here with

the expectation that itwon't be solved. And | want to
solve it,

Kohai . "

Connor was silent for the next ten mnutes. He sat very
still, with

his arns folded and his chin sunk on his chest. H s
breat hi ng was deep

and regular. | mght have thought he had fallen asleep,
except his

eyes were open.

| just drove the car, and listened to him breat he.
Finally, he said: "lIshiguro."
"What about hi nf"

“If we knew what made |shiguro behave as he did, we'd
understand this
case. "

"I don't understand."

“It's hard for an Anerican to see himclearly," Connor

sai d.

"Because in Anerica, you think a certain anount of error
i's normal . You

expect the plane to be |late. You expect the nmail to be
undel i ver ed.

You expect the washing machine to break down. You expect
things to go

wong all the tine.

"But Japan is different. Everything works in Japan. In a
Tokyo train

station, you can stand at a marked spot on the platform
and when the

train stops, the doors will open right in front of you.



Trains are on

time. Bags are not |l ost. Connections are not m ssed.
Deadl i nes are

nmet. Thi ngs happen as pl anned. The Japanese are
educat ed, prepared,

and notivated. They get things done. There's no screw ng
around. "

"“Uh-huh . . ."

"And tonight was a very big night for the Nakanoto

Cor poration. You

can be sure they planned everything down to the snall est
detail. They

have the vegetarian hors d' oeuvres that Madonna |ikes and
t he

phot ogr apher she prefers. Believe ne: they're prepared.
They have

pl anned for every exigency. You know how they are: they
sit around and

di scuss endl ess possibilities-what if there's a fire?
What if there's

an earthquake? A bonb scare? Power failure? Endlessly
goi ng over the

nost unlikely events. It's obsessive, but when the final
ni ght

arrives, they've thought of everything and they're in
conpl ete contr ol

It's very bad formnot to be in control. Ckay?"

"Ckay. "

"But there is our friend Ishiguro, the official
representative of

Nakanot o, standing in front of a dead girl, and he's
clearly not in

control. He's y5shiki to, doing Western-style
confrontation, but he

isn't confortable-I'"msure you noticed the sweat on his
lip. And his

hand i s danp; he keeps wiping it on his trousers. He is
ri kut suppoi,

too argunentative. He's tal king too nuch.



"I'n short, he's. behaving as if he doesn't really know
what to do, as

i f he doesn't even know who this girl is-which he
certainly does, since

he knows everybody invited to that party-and pretendi ng he
doesn't know

who killed her.

When he al nost certainly knows that, too."

The car bounced in a pothole, and jolted back up.

"Wait a mnute. Ishiguro knows who killed the girl?"
“I"' msure of it. And he's not the only one. At | east

t hree peopl e

must know who killed her, at this point. Ddn't you say
you used to be

In press rel ations?"

"Yes. Last year.."

"You keep any contacts in TV news?"

"A few -" | said.

"They m ght be rusty. Wy?"

"I want to | ook at sonme tape that was shot tonight."
"Just | ook? Not subpoena?"

"Ri ght. Just |ook."

"That shouldn't be a problem™ | said. |I was thinking I
coul d cal

Jennifer Lewis at KNBC, or Bob Arthur at KCBS. Probably
Bob.

Connor said,

"It has to be sonebody you can approach personally.

O herw se the
stations won't help us. You noticed there were no TV



crews at the

crime scene tonight. At nost crine scenes, you have to
fight your way

past the caneras just to get to the tape. But tonight, no
TV crews, no

reporters. Nothing."

| shrugged.

"We were on land lines. The press couldn't nonitor radio
transm ssions. "

"They were already there,"
party with Tom

Crui se and Madonna. And then a girl gets nmurdered on the
fl oor above.

So where were the TV crews?"

Connor said, "covering the

| said,
"Captain, | don't buy it."

One of the things | learned as a press officer is that
there aren't any

conspiracies. The press is too diverse, and in a sense
t oo

di sorgani zed. In fact, on the rare occasi ons when we
needed an

enbargo-1i ke a kidnapping with ransom negotiations in
progress-we had a

hell of a tinme getting cooperation.

"The paper closes early. The TV crews have to nmake the
el even o' cl ock
news. They probably went back to edit their stories.”

"l disagree. | think the Japanese expressed concern about
their Kkigyo

i mage, their conpany image, and the press cooperated with
no cover age.

Trust me, kohai: the pressure is being applied.™

"I can't believe that."



"Take ny word for it," Connor said.

"The pressure is on."

Just then, the car phone rang.

"God dam it, Peter," a famliar rough voice said.

"What the fuck's going on with that hom ci de
I nvestigation?" It was
the chief. It sounded |ike he had been drinking.

"How do you nean, Chief'?"

Connor | ooked at ne, and punched the speaker phone button
so he coul d
hear .

The chief said: "You guys harassing the Japanese? W
going to have

anot her set of racial allegations against the departnent
her e?"

"No sir," | said.

"Absolutely not. | don't know what you've heard-" "I
heard that dunb
fuck Gaham was making insults as usual,

t he chi ef said.

"Well, | wouldn't exactly say insults, Chief-" "Look,
Peter. Don't

shit me. | already reaned out Fred Hof f mann for sending
Grahamin the

first place. | want that racist turd off the case. W' ve

all got to

get along with the Japanese fromnow on. It's the way the
world is.

You hearing ne, Peter?"

"Yes, sir.

"Now about John Connor. You got himw th you, is that
ri ght?"



"Yes, sir.
"Why did you bring himinto this?"

| thought: why did | bring himin? Fred Hoffmann Mist
have deci ded to
say that Connor was ny idea, and not his own.

"' msorry," | said.

"But I-" "I understand,” the chief said.

"You probably thought you couldn't handle the case
yoursel f, Want ed

some help, But I'"mafraid you bought nore trouble than
hel p. Because

t he Japanese don't like Connor. And | got to tell you.
go way back

with John. W entered the acadeny together back in
fifty-nine. He's

al ways been a | oner and a troubl emaker.

You know, anybody who goes to live in sone foreign
country, it's

because he can't fit in here at hone. | don't want him
screw ng up

this investigation now "

"Chief-" "This is how!| see it, Peter. You got a hom cide
here, wap

It up and get it over with. Do it quick and do it neat.

" m | ooki ng

to you and you al one. You hearing nme?"

"Yes, sir.
"The connection is good?"
"Yes, sir," | said.

"Wap it up, Pete,"” the chief said.

"l don't want anybody else calling ne on this."



"Yes, sir."
"Finish it by tonorrow latest. That's it." And he hung
up.

| put the phone back in the cradle.
"Yes," Connor said.
"I'"d say pressure is being applied.”

| drove south on the 405 freeway, toward the airport.
It was foggier
here. Connor stared out the w ndow.

"I'n a Japanese organi zation, you' d never get a call I|ike
that. The

chief just hung you out to dry. He takes no
responsibility-it's all

your problem And he's blamng you for things that have
not hing to do

with you, |ike Graham and ne." Connor shook his head.

"The Japanese don't do that.

The Japanese have a saying: fix the problem not the
bl ane.

i n American organizations it's all about who fucked up.
Whose head will roll. In Japanese organi zations it's
about what's

fucked up, and howto fix it. Nobody gets bl aned.

Their way is better."

Connor was silent, staring out the wi ndow. W were
driving past

Sl auson, the Marina freeway a dark curve arcing above us
in the fog.

| said,

"The chief was in the bag, that's all."



"Yes. And uninforned, as usual. But even so, it sounds
li ke we'd
better have this case solved before he gets out of bed
tonorrow. "

"Can we do that?"
"Yes. If Ishiguro delivers those tapes."

The phone rang again. | answered it.

It was |shiguro.

| handed t he phone to Connor.

| could hear Ishiguro faintly through the receiver. He
sounded tense,

speaki ng rapidly.

"A, noshi noshi, Connor7B san desuka? Kei bi no heyani den
wa shit an

desuga the. Darenp denai n desuyo.

hand over the
phone and transl at ed.

Connor cupped his

"He called the security guard but no one was there."

"Sor ede, chu5kei bishitsu ni renraku shite, hito wo okutte
nor ai mashi te,
I ssho ni lipu o kakunin shite kimashita."

"Then he called the main security office and asked themto
come down
with himto check the tapes.”

" Ti pu w@ subete rekb@no naka ni arinmsu. Nakunatteno
tori kaerareteno

I masen. Subete daijibu desu. " "The tapes are all in the
recorders.

No tapes are mssing or switched." Connor frowned and
replied.

"lya, tipu wa surikaerarete iru hazu nan da Ti pu o saga se



"Dakara, daijibu nandesu, Connor-san. Deshiro to iun
desuka?"

"He insists everything is in order."

Connor said,

"Tipu o saga se To nme, he said,

"I told himl wanted the damm tapes."

"Dai j o5buda to itterudeshou. Doshite sonnaini tipu ni
kodawar un
desuka?"

"Ore niwa wakatte irunda. Tipu wa nakunatte iru. | know
nore than you
think, M. Ishiguro. Mchido iu, tepu o sagas unda

Connor banged the phone in the cradle, and sat back,
snorting
angrily.

"Bastards. They're taking the position that there are no
m ssi ng

t apes.”

"What does that nmean?" | said.

"They' ve decided to play hardball." Connor stared out the
w ndow at

the traffic, and tapped his teeth with his finger.

"They'd never do it unless they felt they had a strong
position. An
unassail abl e position. Wiich neans . . ."

Connor drifted off into his private thoughts. | saw his
face

intermttently reflected in the glass under passing street
| anps.

Finally he said,



"No, no, no," as if he were talking to soneone.
"“No, what ?"
"It can't be Gaham" He shook his head.

"Grahamis too risky-too many ghosts fromthe past. And
It's not ne,
either. I"'mold news. So it nust be you, Peter.”

| said,

"What are you tal king about ?"

"Sonet hi ng has happened," Connor said, "to make |shiguro
t hi nk he has

| everage. And |'d guess it's sonething to do with you."
n m?ll

"Yeah. It's al nost certainly sonething personal. You
have any

probl ems in your past?"

"Li ke what ?"

"Any priors, arrests, internal affairs investigations,

al | egati ons of

guesti onabl e conduct |ike drinking or honobsexuality or
chasi ng wonmen?

Any drug rehab program problens with partners, problens
with

superiors. Anything personal or professional. Anything."
| shrugged.

"Jeez, | don't think so."

Connor just waited, |looking at nme. Finally he said,

"They think they have sonet hing, Peter."

"I" mdivorced. I'ma single parent. | have a daughter,
M chel | e.



She's two years old."

"Yes ... "l lead a quiet life. | take care of ny kid.
[''m
responsi bl e. "

"And your w fe?"

"My ex-wife is a lawer in the D.A "s office.”
"When did you get divorced?"

"Two years ago."

"Before the child was born?"

"Just after.”

"Way did you get divorced?"

"Christ. Wiy does anybody get divorced."
Connor sai d not hi ng.

"We were only married a year. She was young when we net.
Twent y-four.

She had these fantasies about things. W net in court.
She t hought |

was a rough, tough detective facing danger every day. She
i ked that |

had a gun. All that.

So we had this affair. Then when she got pregnant she
didn't want to

have an abortion. She wanted to get married instead. It
was sone

romantic i dea she had. She didn't really think it

t hrough. But the

pregnancy was hard, and it was too late to abort, and
pretty soon she

decided she didn't like living with nme because ny
apartnment was small,

and | didn't nake enough noney, and | lived in Culver Gty
I nst ead of



Brentwood. And by the tine the baby was finally born, it
was |i ke she

was conpl etely disillusioned. She said she had nmade a

m st ake. She

wanted to pursue her career. She didn't want to be
married to a cop.

She didn't want to raise a kid.

She said she was sorry, but it was all a m stake. And she
left."

Connor was listening with his eyes cl osed.
"Yes .

"I don't see why all this matters. She left two years
ago.

And after that, | couldn't-1 didn't want to work detective
hours any

nore, because now | hadlto raise the kid, so | took the
tests and

transferred to Special Services, and | worked the press
of fice. No

probl ens there. Everything went fine. Then | ast year
this Asian

| iaison job came up, and it paid better. Another couple
hundred a

nonth. So | applied for that."

"Uh- huh. "
"I mean, | can really use the noney. | have extra
expenses now, |ike

M chelle's day care. You know what day care costs for

t wo- year - ol ds?

And | have full-tinme housekeepi ng, and Lauren doesn't nake
her

chil d-support paynents nore than half the tinme. She says
she can't

manage on her salary, but she just bought a new BMN so |
don't know. |

mean, what am | going to do, take her to court? She works
for the



fucking D A"

Connor was silent. Up ahead, | saw the airplanes coning
down over the
freeway. We were approaching the airport.

"Anyway, " | said.

"I was glad when the |liaison job cane al ong. Because

I twor ks out

better for the hours, and for the noney. And that's how I
got to be

here. In this car with you.

That's it."
"Kohai," he said quietly.

"We're in this together. Just tell ne. What is the
probl enf"

"There isn't any problem"”
"Kohai . "
"There isn't."

"Kohai ... "Hey, John," | said, "let ne tell you
sonet hi ng. When you

apply for Special Services liaison, five different commt-
tees go over your record. To get a |iaison job, you have
to be clean.

The comm ttees went over ny record. And they found
not hi ng

substantial . "

Connor nodded.
"But they found sonething."
"Christ," | said,

"I was a detective for five years. You can' twork that
|l ong without a



few conpl aints. You know that."
"And what were the conplaints agai nst you?"
| shook ny head.

"Nothing. Little stuff. | arrested a guy ny first year,
he accused ne

of undue force. That charge was dropped after inquiry. |
arrested a

wonman for arned robbery, she clained | planted a gram on
her. Charge

dropped; it was her gram Muirder suspect clained | beat
and ki cked him

during questioning. But other officers were present at
all times. A

drunken woman on a donestic violence call later clainmed I
nol est ed her

child. She dropped the charge. Teenage gang | eader
arrested for

murder said | made a honbsexual pass at him Charge

wi t hdrawn. That's

it."

If you're a cop you know that conplaints |ike these are
backgr ound

noi se, like traffic on the street. There's nothing you
can do about

them You're in an adversarial environnent, accusing
peopl e of crines

all the tinme. They accuse you back. That's just the way
I tworks. The

departnent never pays any attention unless there's a
pattern or

repetition. If a guy has three or four conplaints of
undue force over

a couple of years, then he gets an inquiry. O a string
of raci al

conpl aints, he gets an inquiry. But otherw se, as the
assi stant chi ef

Jim d son always says, being a cop is a job for the

t hi ck- ski nned.

Connor didn't say anything for a long tinme. He frowned,



thinking it
over. Finally he said,

"What about the divorce?

Probl ens t here?"

"Not hi ng unusual . "

"You and your ex are on speaking terns?"

"Yes. We're okay. Not great. But okay."

He was still frowning. Still |ooking for sonething.
"And you left the detective division two years ago?"
"Yes."

"\ 2"

"I already told you."

"You said that you coul dn'twork the hours.™

"That was nost of it, yeah."

"That. and what el se?"

| shrugged.

"After the divorce, | just didn't want to work hom ci de
any nore. |

felt like-1 don't know. Disillusioned.

| had this little infant and ny wife had noved out. She
was goi ng on

with her life, dating sonme hotshot attorney. | was |eft
hol di ng t he

kid. I just felt flat. |I didn't want to be a detective
any nore."

"You seek counseling at that tine? Therapy?"



n I\b. n
"Trouble with drugs or al cohol ?"

"No." "Other wonen?"

Sone. ,
"During the marriage?"

| hesitated.

"Farley? In the mayor's office?"

"No. That was later."

"But there was sonebody during the marriage."”

"Yes. But she lives in Phoenix now. Her husband got
transferred. ™

"She was in the departnent?”

| shrugged.

Connor sat back in his seat.

"Ckay, Kohai," he said.

"If thisis all thereis, you're fine." He | ooked at ne.
"That's all."

"But'l have to warn you," he said.

"I'"ve been through this kind of thing before, wth the
Japanese. Wen

t he Japanese play hardball, they can nmake things
unpl easant. Really
unpl easant . "

"You trying to scare ne "No. Just telling you the way
things are.”



"Fuck the Japanese," | said.
"“I"ve got nothing to hide."

"Fine. Now | think you better call your friends at the
net wor k, and
tell themwe'll be over, after our next stop."

A 747 roared | ow overhead, its landing lights flaring in
the fog. It

passed the sputtering neon sign that read G RLS! G RLS!
ALL NUDE!

G RLS!' It was around el even-thirty when we went inside.

To call the Club Palomno a strip joint was to flatter it.
It was a

converted bowing alley with cactus and horses painted on
the walls. It

seened smaller inside than it appeared fromthe outside.
A woman in a

silver tassled G string who | ooked close to forty danced
listlessly in

orange light. She seened as bored as the custoners
hunched over tiny

pi nk tabl es. Topless waitresses noved through the snoky
air. The

t ape-recorded nusic had a | oud hiss.

A guy just inside the door said,

"Twel ve bucks. Two drink m ninmum" Connor flipped his
badge. The guy

sai d,
"Ckay, fine. " Connor |ooked around and said,
"I didn't know Japanese cane here." | saw three

busi nessnen i n bl ue
suits, sitting at a corner table.

"Hardly ever," the bouncer said.

"They like the Star Strip downtown. Mre glitz, nore
tits. You ask



me, those guys got lost fromtheir tour."

Connor nodded,

“I"'mlooking for Ted Cole."

"At the bar. Guy with the gl asses."

Ted Cole was sitting at the bar. H s w ndbreaker covered
hi s Nakanot o

Security uniform He stared at us dully when we cane up
and sat beside

hi m

The bartender cane over. Connor said,

"Two Buds. "

"No Bud. Asahi okay?"

"Ckay. "

Connor flipped his badge. Cole shook his head and turned
away from us.

He | ooked studiously at the stripper.

"I don't know anything."

Connor sai d,

"About what ?"

"About anything. |'mjust mnding ny own business. |'m
of f duty."” He

was a little drunk.

Connor said,

"When did you get off duty?”

"I got off early tonight,"

"Why is that?"



"Stomach trouble. | got an ulcer, it acts up sonetines.

So | got off
early."
"What tinme?"

"l got off at eight-fifteen at the |atest."

"Do you punch a time cl ock?"

"No. We don't do that. No tinme clock."

"And who took over for you?"

"I got relieved."

"By whon?"

"My supervisor."

"Who is that?"

"I don't know him Japanese guy. Never seen himbefore."
"He's your supervisor, and you never saw hi m before?"
"New guy. Japahese. | don't know him What do you want

from ne,
anyway ?"

"Just to ask a few questions,"” Connor said.

"I got nothing to hide," Cole said.

One of the Japanese nen sitting at the table cane up to
the bar. He

stood near us and said to the bartender,

"What kind of -cigarettes you got?"

"Mar | boro," the bartender said.

"What el se?"



"Maybe Kools. | have to check. But | know we got
Mar | boro. You want
Mar | bor o?"

Ted Cole stared at the Japanese nman. The Japanese seened
not to notice
hi m as he stood at the bar.

"Kent ?" the Japanese sai d.

"You got any Kent |ights?"

"No. No Kent."

"Ckay then, Marlboro," the Japanese man sai d.

“Mar | -
boro i s okay.'

He turned and smiled at us.
"This is Marl boro country, right?"
"That's right,"” Connor said.

Col e picked up his beer and sipped it. W were all
silent.

The Japanese man beat the bar with his hands, in tine to
t he nusi c.

"Great place," he said.

"Lot of atnosphere.”

| wondered what he was tal king about. This place was a
dunp.

The Japanese slid onto the bar stool next to us. Cole
studi ed his beer

bottle as if he'd never seen one before. He turned it in
hi s hands,

maki ng rings on the bar top.

The bartender brought cigarettes, and the Japanese man
tossed a



five-dollar bill on the table.
"Keep the change."
cigarette. He
smled at us.

He tore open the pack, and took out a

Connor took out his lighter to light the man's cigarette.
As the man | eaned over the flane, he said,

"Doko kaisha ittenno? " The man bl i nked.

"Sorry?"

" Wakanni no? " Connor said.

"Doko kai sha ittenno?

The man sm |l ed, and slipped off the bar stool.

"Soro soro i kanakutewa. Shitsurei shimsu
littl e wave,
and he went back to his friends across the room

He gave a

"Dewa mata," Connor said. He noved around to sit on the

stool where
t he Japanese man had been sitting.

Col e sai d,

"What was that all about?"

"l just asked hi mwhat conpany he worked for," Connor
sai d.
"But he didn't want to talk. | guess he wanted to get

back to his
friends." Connor ran his hands under the bar, feeling.

"Feel s clean.”
Connor turned back to Cole and said,

"Now then, M. Cole. You were telling ne that a



supervi sor took over
for you. At what tine was that?"

"Eight-fifteen."
"And you didn't know hi n®"
" No.

"And before that tine, while you were on duty, were you
taping fromthe
vi deo caneras?"

"Sure. The security office always tapes fromthe
caneras. "

"And did the supervisor renove the tapes?"

"Renmove thenf? | don't think so. The tapes are still
there, as far as
| know. "

He | ooked at us in a puzzled way.

"You fellows are interested in the tapes?"

"Yes," Connor said.

"Because | never paid nuch attention to the tapes. | was
interested in

t he caneras."

"How s that ?"

"They were getting the building ready for the big party,
and there were

|l ots of last-mnute details. But you still had to wonder
why t hey

pul l ed so nahy security caneras off other parts of the
bui | di ng and put

themup on that floor."

| said,



"They what ?"

"Those caneras weren't on the forty-sixth floor yesterday
nor ni ng, "
Col e sai d.

"They were scattered all around the building. Sonebody
noved them

during the day. They're easy to nove, you know, because
there's no

Wi res attached.”

"The caneras have no wres?"

“"No. It's all cellular transm ssion inside the building
itself. Built

that way. That's why they don't have audi o: they can't
transmt full

bandwi dth on cellular. So they just send an inmge. But

t hey can nove

t hose canmeras around to suit their purposes. See whatever
they want to

see. You didn't know that ?"

"No," | said.

"“I"'msurprised nobody told you. It's one of the features
of the
buil ding they're nost proud of." Cole drank his beer.

"Only question | have is why sonebody woul d take five
canmeras and
install themon the floor above the party.

"Cause there's no security reason. You can lock off the
el evators

above a certain floor. So for security, you d want your
canmeras on the

fl oors bel ow the party. Not above.”

"But the elevators weren't | ocked off."

"No. | thought that was kind of unusual, nyself." He
| ooked at the



Japanese across the room

"I got to be going soon,"” he said.

"Well," Connor said.

"You' ve been very helpful, M. Cole. W may want to
question you

agai n-"

“I''l'l wite down ny phone nunber for you," Cole said,
scribbling on a

bar napki n.

"And your address?"

"Yeah, right. But actually, |I'mgoing out of town for a
few days. MWy

not her's been feeling sick, and she asked nme to take her
down there to

Mexico for a few days. Probably go this weekend."

"Long trip?"

"Week or so. | got vacation days comng up, it seens |ike
a good tine

to take it."

"Sure," Connor said.

"I can see how itwoul d. Thanks again for your help." He
shook hands

with Cole, and punched himlightly on the shoul der.
"And you take care of your health.”

"Ch, | will."

"Stop drinking, and have a safe drive hone." He paused.
"Or wherever you may decide to go tonight, instead."”

Col e nodded.

"I think you're right. That's not a bad idea."



"I know I'mright."

Col e shook ny hand. Connor was headi ng out the door.
Col e sai d,

"l don't know why you guys are bothering."

"Wth the tapes?"

"Wth the Japanese. What can you do? They're ahead of us
every step

of the way. And they have the big guys in their pocket.
W can't beat

‘em now. You two guys'll never beat

I
em They're just too good."

Qut si de, beneath the crackling neon sign, Connor said,
"Cone on, tinme
s wasting."

We got in the car. He handed ne the bar napkin. On it
was scrawl ed in
bl ock letters:

THEY STOLE THE TAPES
"Let's get going," Connor said.
| started the car.

The el even o' cl ock news was finished for the night, and
t he newsroom

was nparly deserted. Connor and | went down the hall to
t he sound

stage where the Action News set was still it up.

On the set, the evening broadcast was being replayed with
t he sound
of f. The anchorman pointed to the nonitor.



“I'"'mnot stupid, Bobby. I watch these things. She did
the | ead-in and

the wap-up the last three nights.” He sat back in his
chair and

crossed his, arns

"' mwaiting to hear what you have to say, Bobby."

My friend Bob Arthur, the heavyset, tired producer of the
el even

o' cl ock news, sipped a tunbler of straight scotch as big
as his fist.

He said,

"Jim it justworked out that way."

"Wor ked out that way nmy ass,"” the anchornman sai d.

The anchorwonman was a gorgeous redhead with a killer
figure. She was

taking a long tinme to shuffle through her notes, making
sure she stayed

to overhear the conversation between Bob and her co anchor

"Look," the anchorman said.

“It"'s in ny contract. Half the lead-ins and half the

waps. It's

contractual ."

"But Jim" the producer said.

"The lead tonight was Paris fashions and the Nakanoto
party. That's

human interest stuff.”

"I't should have been the serial killer."

Bob si ghed.

"Hi s arrai gnment was postponed. Anyway, the public is

tired of serial
killers.™



The anchorman | ooked i ncr edul ous.

"The public is tired of serial killers? Now, where'd you
get that?"

"You can read it yourself in the focus groups, Jim
Seri al

killers are overexposed. Qur audience is worried about
t he econony.

They don't want any nore serial killers."

"Qur audience is worried about the econony so we | ead off
wi t h Nakanot o
and Paris fashi ons?"

“"That's right, Jim" Bob Arthur said.

"I'n hard tinmes, you do star parties. That's what people
want to see:
fashion and fantasy."

The anchor | ooked sull en.

“"I'ma journalist, I"'mhere to do hard news, not fashion.
"Right, Jim" the producer said.

"That's why Liz did the intros tonight. W want to keep
your i mage
hard news."

"When Teddy Roosevelt led this country out of the G eat
Depr essi on, he
didn't do it wth, fashion and fantasy."

"Franklin Roosevelt."

"What ever. You know what |'m saying. If people are
worried, let's do

the econony. Let's do the balance of paynents or whatever

it 1s."

"Right, Jim But this is the eleven o' clock news in the



| ocal market,

and people don't want to hear-" "And that's what's w ong
with Anmerica,"

t he anchor man pronounced, stabbing the air with his
finger.

"People don't want to hear the real news."
"Right, Jim You're absolutely right."
over the

anchorman' s shoul der.

He put his arm

"Get sone rest, okay? W'll talk tonorrow. "
That seenmed to be a signal of sone kind, because the

anchor wonman
finished wiwth her notes and strode off.

“"I"'ma journalist,"” the anchor said.
"I just want to do the job | was trained for."

"Right, Jim More tonorrow. Have a good night."

"Stupid dick head Bob Arthur said, |eading us down a
corridor.

"Teddy Roosevelt. Jesus. They're not journalists.

They're actors. And they count their lines, like all
actors."

He sighed, and took another drink of scotch.

“"Now tell nme again, what do you guys want to see?"

"Tape fromthe Nakanoto opening."

"You nean the air tapes? The story we ran tonight?"

“"No, we want to see the original footage fromthe canera.
" "The field

tapes. Jeez. | hope we still have them They may have
been



bul ked. "
" Bul ked?"

"Bul k degaussed. Erased. W shoot forty cassettes a day
here. Mbst

of them get erased right away. W used to save field
tapes for a week,

but we're cutting costs, you know. "

On one side of the newsroom were shel ves of stacked
Bet amax cartri dges.
Bob ran his finger along the boxes.

"Nakanpbto ... Nakanpto ... Ncf, | don't see them" A
worman went

past .

"Cndy, is Rck still here?"

“"No, he's gone hone. You need sonet hi ng?"
"The Nakanoto field tapes. They aren't on the shelf."
"Check Don's room He cut it."

"Ckay." Bob led us across the newsroomto the editing
bays on the far

side. He opened a door, and we entered a small, nessy
roomwth two

nonitors, several tape decks, and an editing consol e.
Tapes i n boxes

were scattered around the floor. Bob rummaged through
t hem

"Ckay, you guys are in luck. Canera originals. There's a
lot of it.

"Il get Jenny to run you through them She's our best
spotter. She

knows everybody.." He stuck his head out the door.

"Jenny?

Jenny!"



"Ckay, let's see," Jenny Gonzales said, a few m nutes
| ater. She was a
bespect acl ed, heavysetworman in her forties.

She scanned the editor's notes and frowned.

"It doesn't matter how nmany tines | tell them they just

will not put
things in proper ... Finally. Here we are. Four tapes.
Two |ino

drive ups Two roving inside, at the party. Wat do you
want to see?"

Connor said" "Start with the drive ups He glanced at his
wat ch.

"I's there any way to do this fast? We're in a hurry."

"Fast as you want. |I'mused to it. Let's see it at high
speed. "

She hit a button. At high speed, we saw the |inousines
pul l'ing up, the

doors junping open, the people getting out, jerkily
wal ki ng away.

"Looki ng for anyone in particular? Because | see
sonmebody mar ked
footages for celebrities during the edit."

"We're not looking for a celebrity,” | said.

"Too bad. It's probably all we shot." W watched the
tape. Jenny
sai d,

"There's Senator Kennedy. He's | ost sone weight, hasn't
he. Qops,

gone. And Senator Morton. Looking very fit. No
surprise. That

creepy assistant of his.
Senat or Rowe,

W thout his wife, as usual. There's Tom Hanks. | don't

He makes ny teeth shiver.



know t his
Japanese guy-" Connor said,

"Hiroshi Masukawa, vice-president of Mtsui."

"There you go. Senator Chal ners, hair transplant | ooking
good.
Congressman Levi ne. Congressnman Dani el s.

Sober for a change. You know, |'m surprised Nakanoto got
so many of
t hese Washi ngton people to attend.”

"Wy do you say that?"

“Well, when you get down to it, it's just the opening of
Sonme new

bui | di ng. An ordinary corporate bash. It's on the West
Coast. And

Nakanoto is pretty controversial right at the nonment.
Bar br a

Streisand. | don't know who the guy is with her."

"Nakanoto is controversial ? Wy?"

"Because of the Mcro Con sale.™

| said,

"What's M cro Con

Mcro Con is an Anerican conpany that makes conputer
equi pment. A

Japanese conpany nanmed Akai Ceramics is trying to buy it.
There's

opposition to the sale in Congress, because of worries
about Anerica

| osi ng technol ogy to Japan.”

| said,

"And what does this have to do with Nakanoto?"

"Nakanoto's the parent conpany of Akai." The first tape



fini shed, and
popped out.

“Not hi ng there you want ed?"
"No. Let's go on."
"Right." She slid the second tape in.

"Anyway, |'m surprised how many of these senators and
congressnen felt
It was acceptable to show up here tonight. Okay, here we

go.

More drive ups Roger Hillerman, under secretary of state
for Pacific

affairs. That's his assistant wwth him Kenichi A kou,
consul gener al

of Japan, here in L.A. R chard Meier, architect. Wrks
for Getty.

Don't know her. Sone Japanese .

Connor said,

"H sashi Koyanma, vice-president of Honda
us."

"Ch, yeah," Jenny said.

"He's been here about three years now. Probably going
home soon.

That's Edna Morris, she heads the U S. delegation to the
GATT tal ks.

You know, Ceneral Agreenent on Tariffs and Trade. | can't
bel i eve she

showed up here, it's an obvious conflict of interest. But
there she

is, all smling and rel axed. Chuck Norris.

Eddi e Sakanura. Sort of a |ocal playboy. Don't know the
girl with

him Tom Cruise, with his Australian wfe. And M donna,
of course."



On the accelerated tape, the strobes fl ashed al npost
conti nuously as
Madonna st epped from her |inousine and preened.

"Want to slow it down? You interested in this?"
Connor sai d,

“Not tonight."

"Well, we probably have a | ot on her,"
pushed the very

hi gh-speed fast-forward and the i nage streaked gray. Wen
she punched

back, Madonna was w ggling toward the- el evator, |eaning
on the arm of

a sl ender Hispanic boy with a nustache. The inage blurred
as the

canera swung back toward the street. Then it stabilized
agai n.

Jenny sai d. She

"There's Dani el Okinobto. Expert on Japanese industrial
policy. That's

Arnold, with Maria. And behind themis Steve Martin, with
Arata

| sozaki, the architect who designed the Museum " Connor
sai d,

"Wait."

She punched the consol e button. The picture froze. Jenny
seened
surprised.

"You're interested in |sozaki ?"
"No. Back up, please.”

The tape ran backward, the franes flicking and blurring as
t he canera

panned of f Steve Martin, and went back to record the next
arrival from

the linousines. But for a nonent in the pan, the canera



swung past a

group of people

who had al ready gotten out of their |inobusines, and were
wal ki ng up

t he carpeted sidewal k.

Connor said,
"There."

The image froze. Slightly blurred, | saw a tall blonde in
a bl ack

cocktail dress wal king forward al ongsi de a handsone man in
a dark

suit.

"Huh," Jenny sai d.

"You interested in him or her?"
"Her."

“Let nme think," Jenny said, frowning.

"l1've seen her at parties wth the Washi ngton types for
about nine

nont hs now. She's this year Kelly Enberg. The athletic
nodel | 'y ki nd.

But sophisticated, sort of a Tatiana | ook-alike. Her nane
is ...

Austin. G ndy Austin, Carrie Austin. . . Cheryl Austin.
That's

it."

| said,

"You know anyt hi ng el se about her?"

Jenny shook her head.

"Listen, | think getting a nane is pretty good. These
girls show up

all the tinme. You see a new one everywhere for six
nont hs, a year, and



then they're gone. God knows where they go. Who can keep
track of
t hen?"

"And the man with her?"

"Richard Levitt. Plastic surgeon. Does a |ot of big
stars.”

"What's he doi ng here?"

She shrugged.

"He's around. Like a lot of these guys, he's a conpanion
to the stars

in their tinme of need. If his patients are getting

di vorced or

what ever, he escorts the wonan.

When he's not taking out clients, he takes out nodels |ike
her. They

certainly | ook good together."

On the nonitor, Cheryl and her escort wal ked toward us in
intermttent

jerks: one frame every thirty seconds. Stepping slow |
noti ced they

never | ooked at each other. She seened tense, expectant.
Jenny CGonzal es said,

"So. Plastic surgeon and a nodel .

Can | ask what's the big deal about these two? Because at
an eveni ng

like this, they're just, you know, party favors."

Connor said,

"She was killed tonight."

"Oh, she's the one? Interesting.”

| said,



"You' ve heard about the nurder?"

"Ch, sure.”

"Was it on the news?"

"No, didn't make the el even o' clock,"” Jenny said.

"And it probably won't be on tonmorrow. | can't see it
nyself. It's
not really a story."

"Why is that?" | asked, glancing at Connor.
"Well, what's the peg?"
"I don't follow you."

"Nakanmoto would say, it's only news because it happened at
their

openi ng. They'd take the position that any reporting of

it is a snear

on them But in a way they're right.

| mean, if this girl got killed on the freeway, itwouldn't
make t he

news. |If she got killed in a conveni ence store robbery,

I twoul dn' t

make the news. W have two or three of those every night.
So the fact

that she gets killed at a party .

.o who cares? It's still not news. She's young and
pretty, but
she's not special. It's not as if she has a series or
anyt hi ng."

Connor gl anced at his watch.
“Shall we | ook at the other tapes?"

"The footage fromthe party? Sure. You looking for this
particul ar



girl?"

"Ri ght . "

"Ckay, here we go." Jenny put in the third tape.

W saw scenes fromthe party on the forty-fifth floor: the
sSW ng band,

peopl e danci ng beneath t he hangi ng decorations. W
strained for a

glinpse of the girl in the crowd.

Jenny sai d,
"I'n Japan, we wouldn't have to do this by eye.

The Japanese have pretty sophisticated video-recognition
sof tware now.

They have a program where you identify an imge, say a
face, and it'l|

automatically search tape for you, and find every instance
of that

face. Find it in a crowd, or wherever it appears. Has

the ability to

see a single view of a three-dinensional object, and then
to recogni ze

the same object in other views. It's supposed to be
pretty nifty. But

slow. " "I"msurprised the station hasn't got it."

"Oh, it's not for sale here. The nost advanced Japanese
vi deo

equi pmrent isn't available in this country. They keep us
three to five

years behind. Which is their privilege. It's their
technol ogy, they can do what they want. But it'd sure be
useful in a

case like this."

The party images were streanm ng past, a frenetic blur.
Suddenly, she | ocked the inmage.

"There. Background canera left. Your Austin girl's



tal king to Eddi e

Sakamura. O course he'd know her. Sakanmura knows al l
t he nodel s.

Nor mal speed here?"

"Pl ease," Connor said, staring at the screen.

The canmera nmade a sl ow pan around the room Cheryl Austin
remai ned in

view for nost of the shot. Laughing with Eddi e Sakanur a,
t hrowi ng her

head back, resting her hand on his arm happy to be with
him Eddie

clowned for her, his face nobile. He seened to enjoy
maki ng her | augh.

But fromtine to time, her eyes flicked away, gl ancing
around the room

As if she was waiting for sonething to happen. O for
soneone to

arrive.

At one point, Sakanmura becane aware he did not have her
full attention.

He grabbed her arm and pulled her roughly toward him She
turned her

face away fromhim He |eaned close to her and said

somet hing angrily.

Then a bald nman stepped forward, very close to the canera.
The |ight

flared on his face, washing out his features, and his head
bl ocked our

view of Eddie and the girl. Then the canera panned left,
and we | ost

t hem

"Damm. "

"Agai n?" Jenny backed it up, and we ran it once nore.
| said,

"Eddi e' s obviously not happy with her."

"1'd say.



Connor frowned.

"It's so difficult to know what we are seeing. Do you
have sound for
t hi s?"

Jenny sai d,

"Sure, but it's probably walla."
ran it again.

The track was continuous cocktail party din. Only for
brief nonents

did we hear an isolated phrase.

She punched buttons and

At one point, Cheryl Austin |ooked at Eddi e Sakanura and

can't help if it's inportant to you | get

Hs reply to her was garbled, but later, he said clearly
to her,

"Don't understand ... all about the Saturday neeting ...
And in the

| ast few seconds of the pan, when he pulled her -to him
he snarled a

phrase like be a fool ... no cheapie . "
| said,
"Did he say

“"No cheapie'?

"Sonmething |ike that," Connor said.
Jenny sai d,
"Want to run it agai n?"

"No, " Connor said.

"There's nothing nore to be | earned here. Go forward."



"Right," Jenny said.

The i mage accel erated, the party-goers becom ng frenetic,
| aughi ng and

rai sing glasses for quick sips. And then | said, "Wiit.

" Back to

normal speed. A blond woman in an Arnmani silk suit
shaki ng hands with

t he bal d- headed man we had seen a few nonents before.

"What is it?" Jenny said, |ooking at ne.

"That's his wfe," Connor said.

The woman | eaned forward to kiss the bald man lightly on

t he nout h.

Then she stepped back and nmade sone comrent about the suit
he was

wear i ng.

"She's a lawer in the D.A "s office," Jenny said.

"Lauren Davis. She's assisted on a couple of big cases.
The Sunset
Strangler, the Kellerman shooting. She's very anbiti ous.

Smart and wel |l connected. They say she has a future if
she stays in

the office. It nust be true, because Wl and doesn't ever

| et her get

air tine. As you see, she nmakes a good appearance, but he
keeps her

away from the m crophones.

The bald guy she's talking to is John McKenna, with Regis
McKenna in

San Franci sco. The conpany that does the publicity for
nost hi gh-tech

firms."

| said,

"We can go forward."



Jenny pushed the button.

"She really your wife, or is your partner kidding?"
"No, she's really ny wife. Was."

“You' re divorced now?"

"Yeah."

Jenny | ooked at nme, and started to say sonething. Then
she decided not to, and | ooked back at the screen. On
t he nonitor,

the party continued at high speed.

| found nyself thinking of Lauren. Wien | knew her, she
was bright and

anbi tious, but she really didn't understand very nuch.

She had grown

up privileged, she had gone to |Ivy League schools, and had
t he

privileged person's deep belief that whatever she happened
to think was

probably true. Certainly good enough to live by. Nothing
needed to be

checked against reality.

She was young, that was part of it. She was still feeling
t he worl d,

| earni ng how i tworked. She was enthusiastic, and she
coul d be

I npassi oned i n expoundi ng her beliefs. But of course her
beliefs were

al ways changi ng, dependi ng on whom she had tal ked to | ast.
She was

very inpressionable.

She tried on ideas the way sone wonen try on hats. She
was al ways

informed on the latest trend. | found it youthful and
charm ng for a
while, until it began to annoy ne.

Because she didn't have any core, any real substance. She



was |ike a
tel evision set: she just played the | atest show.

What ever it was. She never questioned it.

In the end, Lauren's great talent was to conform She was
expert at

wat chi ng the TV, the newspaper, the boss-whatever she saw
as the source

of authority-and figuring out what direction the w nds
wer e bl owi ng.

"And positioning herself so she was where she ought to be.
| wasn't

surprised she was getting ahead. Her val ues, |ike her

cl ot hes, were

al ways smart and up-to-date". . . to you, Lieutenant, but
iIt's getting

| ate ... Lieutenant?"

| blinked, and cane back. Jenny was tal king to ne. She
pointed to the

screen, where a frozen i nage showed Cheryl Austin in her
bl ack dress,

standing with two older nen in suits.

| | ooked over at Connor, but he had turned away, and was
tal ki ng on the
t el ephone.

"Lieutenant? This of interest to you?"
"Yes, sure. Wo are they?" Jenny started the tape. It
ran at nor nal

speed.

"Senat or John Morton and Senator Stephen Rowe.

They're both on the Senate Finance Commttee. The one
that's been
havi ng hearings about this Mcro Con sale.”

On the screen, Cheryl |aughed and nodded. In notion, she
was
remar kably beautiful, an interesting m xture of innocence



and

sexuality. At nonments, her face appeared know ng and

al nrost hard. She

appeared to know both nen, but not well. She did not cone
close to

ei ther of them or touch them except to shake hands. For
their part,

the senators seened acutely aware of the canera, and

mai nt ai ned a

friendly, if sonmewhat formal deneanor.

"Qur country's going to hell, and on a Thursday ni ght,
United States

senators are standing around chatting with nodels," Jenny
sai d.

“"No wonder we're in trouble. And these are inportant
guys. They're

tal ki ng about Morton as a presidential candidate in the
next

el ection.”

| said,
"What do you know about them personally?"

"They're both married. Wll. Rowe's se-separated. Hi s
wi fe stays

home in Virginia. He gets around. Tends to drink too
much. "

| | ooked at Rowe on the nonitor. He was the sanme man who
had gotten on

the elevator with us earlier in the evening. And he had
been drunk

then, alnost falling down. But he wasn't drunk now.

"And Morton?"

"Supposedly he's M. Clean. Ex-athlete, fitness nut.
Eats health

food. Famly man. Mdrton's big area is science and

t echnol ogy. The

environnment. Anerican conpetitiveness, Anerican val ues.



Al'l that. But
he can't be that clean, |'ve heard he has a young
girlfriend."

"I's that right?"

She shrugged.

"The story is, his staffers are trying to break it off.
But who knows

what's true."

The tape ejected and Jenny pushed in the next one.
"This is the last, fellas."

Connor hung up the phone and said,

"Forget the tape."

He st god.

"We've got to go, kohai."

n W]y?ll

"I"ve been talking to the phone conpany about the calls
made fromthe pay phone in the | obby of the Nakanoto
bui | di ng bet ween

eight and ten."

" And?"

“"No calls were made during those hours.™

| knew t hat Connor thought that sonmeone had gone out of
the security

room and called fromthe pay phone-Cole, or one of the
Japanese. Now

his hopes of following a promsing |lead by tracing the
call were

dashed.

"That's too bad,"



| said.
"Too bad?" Connor said, surprised.

"It's extrenely helpful. It narrows things down

consi derably. M ss

Gonzal es, do you have any tapes of people |eaving the
party?"

"Leavi ng? No. Once the guests arrived, all the crews
went upstairs to

shoot the actual party. Then they brought the tape back
here to make

the deadline, while the party was still going on."

"Fine. Then | believe we're finished here. Thanks for
your hel p. Your
knowl edge is remarkable. Kohai" let's go."

Driving again. This time to an address in Beverly Hills.
By now it
was after one in the norning, and | was tired. | said,

"Why does the pay phone in the | obby matter so nuch?"
" Because, "
revol ves
around whet her soneone nmade a call fromthat phone, or
not. The real

guestion now i s, which conpany in Japan has | ocked
horns-w th

Nakanot o?"

Connor said, "our whole conception of this case

"Whi ch conpany in Japan?" | said.

"Yes. It is clearly a corporation belonging to a
different keiretsu,"

Connor sai d.

| said,

"Keiretsu?"



"The Japanese structure their businesses in |arge

organi zati ons they

call keiretsu. There are six nmjor ones in Japan, and

t hey' re huge.

For exanple, the Mtsubishi keiretsu consists of seven
hundred separate

conpani es thatwork together, or have interrel ated

fi nanci ng, or

interrel ated agreenents of various sorts. Big structures
i ke that

don't exist in Anerica because they violate our antitrust
| aws. But

they are the normin Japan. We tend to think of
corporations as

standi ng al one. To see it the Japanese way, you' d have to
I magi ne,

say, an association of IBMand Ctibank and Ford and
Exxon, all having

secret agreenents anong thensel ves to cooperate, and to
share financing

or research

That neans a Japanese Corporation never stands alone it's
al ways acting

I n partnership with hundreds of other conpanies and in
conpetition with

t he conmpani es of other keiretsu.

"So when you think about what Nakanoto Corporation

I s doing, you have to ask what the Nakanoto keiretsu is
doi ng, back in

Japan. And what conpanies in other keiretsu oppose it.
Because this

nmurder is enbarrassing to Nakanoto. It could even be seen
as an attack

agai nst Nakanoto."

"An attack?"

"Think about it. Nakanoto plans a great, star-studded
openi ng ni ght

for their building. They want it to go perfectly. For
sone reason, a

guest at the party gets strangl ed.



And the question is-who called it in?"
"Who reported the murder?"

"Right. Because after all, Nakanoto controls that
envi r onnment

conpletely: it's their party, their building. And itwould
be a sinple

matter for themto wait until eleven o' clock, after the
party was over

and the guests had left, to report the nurder. If | were
preoccupi ed

W th appearances, with the nuances of public face, that's
the way |'d

do it.

Because anything else is potentially dangerous to the
cor porate i mge

of Nakal noto."

n C]<ay' n

"But the report wasn't del ayed," Connor said.

"On the contrary, sonebody called it in at eight
thirty-two, just as
the party was getting under way. Thus putting the whol e

eveni ng at

ri sk. And our question has al ways been: who called it
I n?"

| said,

"You told Ishiguro to find the person who call ed.
And he hasn't done it yet."

"Correct. Because he can't."

"He doesn't know who called it in?"

"Correct."



"You don't think anybody fromthe Nakanoto Corporation
made t he
cal | ?"

"Correct."”

"An eneny of Nakanoto cal | ed?"

"Al nost certainly.”

| said,

"So how do we find out who called the report in?"
Connor | aughed.

"That's why | checked the | obby phone.

It's crucial to that question.”

"Why is it crucial?"

"Suppose you work for a conpeting corporation, and you
want to know

what's goi ng on inside Nakanoto. You can't find out,
because Japanese

corporations hire their executives for life. The
executives feel they

are part of a famly.

And they'd never betray their own famly. So Nakanoto

Cor porati on

presents an inpenetrable nmask to the rest of the world,

whi ch makes

even the small est details nmeaningful: which executives are
in town from

Japan, who is neeting with whom com ngs and goi ngs, and
so on. And

you m ght be able to learn those details, if you strike up
a

relationship with an American security, guard who sits in
front of

nmonitors all day. Particularly if that guard has been
subjected to



Japanese prejudi ce agai nst bl acks.™
"Go on," | said.

"The Japanese often try to bribe local security officers
fromrival

firms. The Japanese are honorabl e people, but their
tradition all ows

such behavior. All's fair in |ove and war, and the
Japanese see

busi ness as war. Bribery is fine, if you can nmanage it."

"kay.

"Now, in the first few seconds after the nurder, we can be
certain of
only two people who knew a girl had been kill ed.

One is the killer hinself. The other is the security
guard, Ted Col e,
who watched it on the nonitors."

"Wait a mnute. Ted Cole watched it on the nonitors? He
knows who t he
killer is?"

"Cbviously."
"He said he left at eight-fifteen."
"He was lying."

"But if you knew that, then why didn't we-" "He'll never
tell us,"
Connor sai d.

"The sanme way Phillips won't tell us. That's why | didn't
arrest Col e,

bring himdown for questioning. In the end itwould be a
wast e of

time-and tine is of the essence here. W know he won't
tell us. My

guestion is, did he tell anyone el se?"



| began to see what he was driving at.

"You nean, did he wal k out of the security office to the
| obby pay

phone, and call sonebody to tell themthat a nurder had
occurred?"

"Correct. Because he wouldn't use the phone in his
of fice.

He'd use the pay phone, and call sonebody-an eneny of
Nakanot o, a
conpeting corporation. Sonebody."

| said,

"But now we know that no calls were nmade fromthat phone.
"Correct," Connor said.
"So your whole line of reasoning coll apses.”

“"Not at all. It is clarified. If Cole didn't notify
anybody, then who

phoned in the murder Clearly, the source can only be the
mur der er

hi nsel f."

| felt a chill.

"He called it in to enbarrass Nakanot 0?"

"Presunmabl y," Connor sai d.

"Then where did he call fronf"

"That's not clear yet. | assune from sonewhere inside the
bui | di ng.

And there are a few other confusing details that we have
not begun to

consi der."

"Such as?"



The car phone rang. Connor answered it, and handed the
receiver to
me.

“It's for you."

"No, no," Ms. Ascenio said.

"The baby is fine. | checked on her a few ninutes ago.
She is fine.
Li eutenant, | wanted you to know Ms. Davis called.”

That was how she
referred to ny ex-w fe.

mn W]en?ll
"I think ten m nutes ago."
"Did she | eave a nunber ?"

"No. She say she can't be reached tonight. But she want
you to know

sonet hi ng has cone up, and nmaybe she go out of town. So
she say maybe

she don't take the baby this weekend.™

| sighed.
"Ckay. "

"She say she call you tonorrow and | et you know for sure.
"kay.

| wasn't surprised. It was typical Lauren. Last-mnute
changes. You

coul d never make plans invol ving Lauren because she was
al ways changi ng

her m nd. Probably this |atest change neant that she had
a new

boyfriend and she m ght go away with him She woul dn't
know unti |

t onor r ow.

| used to think all this unpredictability was bad for



Mchelle, that it

woul d make her insecure. But kids are practical.

M chell e seens to

understand that's the way her nother is, and she doesn't
get upset.

' mthe one who gets upset.

Ms. Asceni o said,

"You com ng back soon, Lieutenant?"

"No. It looks like I'lIl be out all night. Can you stay?"
"Yes, but | have to leave by nine in the norning. You
want | pull out

t he couch?"

| had a couch bed in the living room She used it when
she stayed

over.

"Yes, sure."

"(kay, good-bye, Lieutenant."

" Good- bye, Ms. Ascenio."

Connor sai d,

"Anyt hi ng wong?" | was surprised to hear tension in his
vVoi ce.

"No. Just ny ex pulling her usual shit. She's not sure
she' Il take

t he baby this weekend. Wy?"

Connor shrugged.

"Just asking."

| didn't think that was all there was to it. | said,

"What did you nean earlier, when you said that this case



could turn
ugl y?"

“I't may not," Connor said.

"Qur best solutionis to wap it up in the next few hours.
And | think

we can. Here's the restaurant up ahead on the left."

| saw the neon sign. Bora Bora.
"This is the restaurant owned by Sakanura?"

"Yes. Actually he's just a part owner. Don't let the
val et take the
car. Park it inthe red. W may need to | eave quickly."

The Bora Bora was this week's hot L.A restaurant. The
decor wag-a

junbl e of Pol ynesi an masks and shi el ds. Linme green wooden
outriggers

jutted out over the bar |ike teeth.

Above the open kitchen, a Prince video played ghost |ike
on an enor nous

five-meter screen. The nenu was Pacific R m

t he noi se deafening; the clientele novie-industry
hopef ul .

Everyone was dressed in bl ack.
Connor sm | ed.
"I't looks like Trader Vic's after a bonb went off, doesn't

It? Stop
staring. Don't they |let you out enough?"

"No, they don't," | said. Connor turned to speak to the
Eur asi an
hostess. | | ooked at the bar, where two wonen ki ssed

briefly on the
| i ps. Farther down, a Japanese nman in
al eat her bonber | acket hadhi sar mar oundahugebi onde.



They were both listening to a man wwth thinning hair and a
pugnaci ous

manner whom | recogni zed as the director of" Conme on,"
Connor said to

ne.

"Let's go."

"What ?"

"Eddi e's not here.”

"Were is he?"

"At a party in the hills. Let's go."

The address was on a wnding road in the hills above
Sunset Boul evard.

W woul d have had a good view of the city up here, but the
m st had

closed in. As we approached, the street was |lined on both
sides with

| uxury cars: nostly Lexus sedans, with a few Mercedes
converti bl es and

Bentl eys. The parking attendants | ooked surprised as we
pulled up in

our Chevy sedan, and headed up to the house.

Li ke other residences on the street, the house was
surrounded by a

three-neter wall, the driveway closed off with a
renote-control |l ed

steel gate. There was a security canera nounted above the
gate, and

another at the path leading up to the house itself. A
private security

guard stood by the path and checked our badges.

| said,
"Whose house is this?"

Ten years ago, the only people in Los Angel es who
mai nt ai ned such



el aborate security were either Mafioso, or stars |ike
St al | one whose
violent roles attracted violent attenti on.

But lately it seened everybody in wealthy residential
areas had

security. It was expected, al nost fashionable. W wal ked
up steps

t hrough a cactus garden toward the house, which was
nodern, concrete,

and fortress |like Loud nusic played.

"Thi s house belongs to the nman who owns Maxim Noir."

He nust have seen ny bl ank | ook.

"It's an expensive clothing store fanmobus for its snotty
sal espeopl e.

Jack Nichol son and Cher shop there."

"Jack Nichol son and Cher," | said, shaking ny head.
"How do you know about it?"

"Many Japanese shop at Maxim Noir now. It's |ike nost
expensi ve

Anerican stores-it'd go out of business without visitors
from Tokyo.

It's dependent on the Japanese."”

As we approached the front door a large man in a sport
coat appear ed.

He had a clipboard with namnes.

"I'"'msorry.

It's by invitation only, gentlenen."

Connor flashed hi s badge.

"We'd i ke to speak to one of your guests," he said.

"Whi ch guest is that, sir?"



"M . Sakanura."

He didn't | ook happy.

"Wait here, please.”

Fromthe entryway, we could see into the living room

It was crowded with party-goers, who at a quick gl ance
seened to be

many of the sanme people who had been at the Nakanoto
reception. As in

the restaurant, al nost everyone was wearing bl ack. But
the roomitself

caught ny attention: it was stark white, entirely
unador ned. No

pictures on the wall. No furniture. Just bare white
wal | s and a bare
car pet .

The guests | ooked unconfortable. They were hol di ng
cocktail napkins

and drinks, |ooking around for soneplace to put them
A coupl e passed us on their way to the di ning room

"Rod al ways knows what to do," she said.

"Yes," he said.

"So elegantly mnimalist. The detail in executing that
room | don't

know how he ever got that . paint Jo b. It's absolutely
perfect. Not

a brush stroke, not a blem sh. A perfect surface."
"Well, it has to be," she said.
"It's integral to his whole conception.™

"It"'s really quite daring," the man said.

"Daring?" | said.



"What are they tal king about? It's just an enpty room"
Connor snil ed.

"I call it faux zen. Style w thout substance.”

| scanned the crowd.

"Senator Mrton's here.'
hol ding forth.
Looki ng very much |i ke a presidential candidate.

He was standing in the corner,

"So he is."

The guard hadn't returned, so we stepped a few feet into
the room As

| approached Senator Mdirton, | heard him say,

"Yes, | can tell you exactly why |I'mdi sturbed about the
extent of

Japanese ownership of Anmerican industry. If we |ose the
ability to

make our own products, we |ose control over our destiny.
It's that

sinpl e. For exanple, back in 1987 we | earned that Toshi ba
sold the

Russians critical technology that allowed the Soviets to
silence their

submari ne propellers. Russian nuclear subs now sit right
of f the coast

and we can't track them because they got technology from
Japan.

Congress was furious, and the Anerican people were up in
arnms. And

rightly so, it was outrageous. Congress planned econom c
retaliation

agai nst Toshi ba. But the |obbyists for American conpani es
pl eaded

their case for them because Anerican conpanies |ike

Hewl et t - Packar d

and Conpaq were dependent on Toshi ba for conputer parts.

They couldn't stand a boycott because they had no other
source of



supply. The fact was, we couldn't afford to retaliate.
They coul d

sell vital technology to our eneny, and there wasn't a
damed thing we

could do about it. That's the problem W're now
dependent on

Japan-and | believe Anerica shouldn't be dependent on any
nation."

Sonebody asked a question, and Morton nodded.

"Yes, it's true that our industry is not doing well. Real
wages in

this country are now at 1962 | evels. The purchasi ng power
of Anerican

wor kers is back where it was thirty-odd years ago. And
that matters,

even to the well-to-do folks that | see in this room
because it neans

American consuners don't have the noney to see novies, or
buy cars, or

cl ot hing, or whatever you people have to sell. The truth
I's, our

nation is sliding badly."

A woman asked anot her question | couldn't hear, and Mrton
sai d,

"Yes, | said 1962 levels. | knowit's hard to believe,
but think back

to the fifties, when Anerican workers could own a house,
rai se a

famly, and send the kids to college, all on a single
paycheck. Now

both parents work and nost people still can't afford a
house. The

dol I ar buys |l ess, everything is nore expensive. People
struggl e j ust

to hold on to what they have. They can't get ahead."

| found nyself nodding as | |istened. About a nonth
before, | had

gone | ooking for a house, hoping to get a backyard for
M chel | e. But



housi ng prices were just inpossible in L. A | was never
goi ng to be

able to afford one, unless | remarried. Maybe not even
t hen,

consideringl felt a sharp jab in the ribs. | turned
around and saw t he

doorman. He jerked his head toward the front door.

"Back, fella."

| was angry. | glanced at Connor, but he just quietly
noved back to

t he entrance.

In the entryway, the doornman said,

"I checked. There's no M. Sakanmura here.™

"M . Sakanura," Connor said, "is the Japanese gentl enman
standi ng at

t he back of the room to your right. Talking to the
redhead. "

The doorman shook his head.

"I" msorry, fellas. Unless you have a search warrant,
"Il have to ask

you to | eave."

"There isn't a problem here,” Connor said.

"M

Sakamura is a friend of mne. | know he'd like to talk to
me. "

"I msorry. Do you have a search warrant ?"
"No," Connor said.
"Then you're trespassing. And |'m asking you to | eave."

Connor just stood there.



The doorman stepped back and planted his feet wi de. He
sai d,

"I think you should know I'm a bl ack belt."

"Are you really?" Connor said.

"So is Jeff," the doorman said, as a second man appeared.
"Jeff," Connor said.

"Are you the one who'll be driving your friend here to the
hospi t al ?"

Jeff | aughed neanly.

"Hey. You know, | like hunmor. It's funny. Ckay, M.
Wse CQuy.
You're in the wong pl ace.

You've had it explained. Mwve out. Now. " He poked
Connor in the
chest with a stubby finger.

Connor said quietly,
"That's assault."
Jeff said,

"Hey. Fuck you, buddy. | told you you're in the wong

pl ace-" Connor

did sonething very fast, and Jeff was suddenly down on the
fl oor,

noaning in pain. Jeff rolled away, comng to rest agai nst
a pair of

bl ack trousers. Looking up, | saw that the nman weari ng
the trousers

was dressed entirely in black: black shirt, black tie,

bl ack satin

j acket. He had white hair and a dramatic Hol | ywood
manner .

“I'"'m Rod Dwyer. This is ny hone. What seens to be the



probl enf"

Connor introduced us politely and showed his badge.
"We're here on official business. W asked to speak to
one

of your guests, M. Sakanmura, who is the nman standing
over there in

the corner.™

"And this man?" Dwyer asked, pointing to Jeff, who was
gaspi ng and

coughing on the floor. i Connor said cal my,

"He assaulted ne."

"I didn't fucking assault him" Jeff said, sitting up on
hi s el bow,

coughi ng.

Dwyer said,

“"Did you touch hinP"

Jeff was silent, glowering.

Dwyer turned back to us.

“I"'msorry this happened.

These nen are new. | don't know what they were thinking

of. Can | get
you a drink?"

"Thanks, we're on duty,"” Connor said.
"Let nme ask M. Sakanura to cone over and talk to you.
Your name agai n?"

"Connor."

Dwer wal ked away. The first man hel ped Jeff to his feet.



As Jeff |inped away, he nuttered,
"Fucki ng asshol es. "

| said,

"Renmenber when police were respected?”

But Connor was shaki ng his head, |ooking down at the
floor.

"I amvery ashaned," he said.
"Why?@ He woul dn't explain further.

"Hey, John! John Connor! Hi sashi buri dana! Long tine no
see! How

t hey hangi ng, guy? Hey!" He punched Connor in the

shoul der.

Up cl ose, Eddi e Sakamura wasn't so handsone. Hi s
conpl exi on was gray,

wi th pock-marked skin, and he snelled |ike day-old scotch.
Hi s

novenents were edgy, hyperactive, and he spoke quickly.
Fast Eddi e was

not a man at peace.

Connor sai d,

"I mpretty good, Eddie. How about you?

How you doi ng?"

"Hey, can't conplain, Captain. One or two things only.
Got a five-oh-one, drunk driving, try to beat that, but
you know, with

nmy record, it's getting hard. Hey! Life goes on!
What're you doing here? Pretty wild place, huh? Latest
t hing: no

furniture! Rod sets new style. Geat! Nobody can sit
down any nore!"



He | aughed.
"New style! Geat!"

| I had the feeling he was on drugs. He was too nanic.
got a good

| ook at the scar on his left hand. It was purple-red,
roughly four

centimeters by three. It appeared to be an old burn.

Connor | owered his voice and said,

"Actual ly, Eddie, we're here about the yakkai goto at
Nakanot o
toni ght . "

"Ah, yes," Eddie said, lowering his voice, too.

"No surprise she cane to a bad end. That's one henntai."
"She was perverted? Why do you say that?"

Eddi e sai d,

"WAnt to step outside? Like to snoke cigarette and Rod
doesn't all ow
snoki ng in the house."

"Ckay, Eddie."

W went outside and stood by the edge of the cactus
garden. Eddie lit
a MId Seven Ment hol .

"Hey, Captain, | don't know what you heard already so far.
But t hat

girl. She fucked sone of the people in there. She fucked
Rod. Sone

of the other people. So. W can tal k easier out here,

okay with

you?"

" Sur e.



"I know that girl real well. Real well. You know I'm
hi ppar i dako,

hey? | can't help it. Popular guy! She's all over ne.
Al'l the

tinme."

"1 know that, Eddie. But you say she had probl ens?"

"Big problens, am go. Grande problenos. | tell you. She
was a sick
girl, this girl. She got off on pain.”

"Wrld's full of "em Eddie."

He sucked on his cigarette.

"Hey, no," he said.

"I"'mtal king sonething else. I'mtalking, how she gets
of f. Wen you

hurt her real bad she comes. She's al ways aski ng, nore,
nore. Do it

nore. Squeeze harder."

Connor sai d,
"Her neck?"

' Yeah. Her neck. Right. Sgueeze her neck. Yeah. You

hear d? And

sonetines a plastic bag. You know, dry cleaning bag? Put
It over her

head and clanmp it, hold it around her neck while you fuck
her and she

sucks the plastic against her nmouth and turns blue in the
face. O aws

at your back. Gasp and wheeze. Christ Almghty. Don't
care for that,

nyself. But I'mtelling you, this girl has a pussy. |
nmean she gets

off, it's wild ride. You renenber afterwards. |I'm
telling you. But

for me, too nuch. Always on the edge, you know? Al ways a
risk. Al ways



pushi ng the edge. Maybe this tinme. Maybe this is the

| ast tinme. You

know what |' m sayi ng?" He flicked his cigarette away. It
sputtered

anong the cactus thorns.

"Sonetines it's exciting. Like Russian roulette. Then |
couldn't take
it, Captain. Seriously. | couldn't.

And you know ne, | like a wild tine."
| decided that Eddi e Sakanura gave ne the creeps. | tried
to make

notes while he tal ked, but his words were tunbling out,
and | couldn't

keep up. He lit another cigarette, his hands shaking. He
kept tal king

fast, swinging the glowing tip in the air for enphasis.

"And | nean, this girl, it's a problem" Eddie said.
"Ckay, pretty girl. She's pretty. But sonetines she
can't go out,

| ooks too bad. Sonetines, she needs | ot of nakeup,
because neck is

sensitive 'skin, man. And hers is bruised. R ng around

t he coll ar.
Bad. You saw that, maybe. You see her dead, Captain?"

"Yeah, | saw her."

"So then . . ." he hesitated. He seened to step back,
reconsi der

sonmet hing. He flicked ash fromthe cigarette.

"So. Was she strangl ed, or what?"

"Yes, Eddie. She was strangled."

He i nhal ed.

"Yeah. Figures."



"Did you see her, Eddie?"
"Me? No. What are you tal king about? How could |I see

her, Captai n?"
He exhal ed, bl ow ng snoke into the night.

"Eddi e. Look at ne."
Eddi e turned toward Connor.

"Look in ny eyes. Now tell ne. Did you see the body?"

"No. Captain, cone on." Eddie gave a nervous little

| augh, and | ooked away. He flicked the cigarette so it
tunbled in the

air, dripping sparks.

"What is this? Third degree?

No. | didn't see the body."

"Eddie."

"I swear to you, Captain."”

"Eddi e. How are you involved in this?"

“"Me? Shit. Not ne, Captain. | know the girl, sure. |
see her

sonetinmes. | fuck her, sure. What the hell. She's
little weird, but

she's fun. A fun girl. Geat pussy. That's it, man.

That's all of it." He | ooked around, |it another
cigarette.

"This's a nice cactus garden, huh? Xeriscape, they cal
It. It's the

| at est thing. Los Angel es goes back to desert life. It's
hayat t erunosa: very fashi onable."

"Eddi e. "

"Conme on, Captain. Gve ne break here. W know each



ot her | ong
time."

"Sure, Eddie. But | have sone problens. What about the
security
t apes?"

Eddi e | ooked bl ank, innocent.

"Security tapes?"

"A man with a scar on his hand and a tie with triangles on
It cane into

t he Nakanoto security office and took the security
vi deot apes. "

"Fuck. What security office? Wiat're you doi ng,
Capt ai n?"

"Eddi e. "

"Who said that to you? That's not true, man. Take the
security tapes?

| never did thing like that. What're you, crazy?" He

twsted his tie,
| ooked at the | abel.

"This is Polo tie, Captain. Ralph Lauren. Polo. Lot of
t hese ti es,

bet you."

"Eddi e. What about the I|nperial Arns?"

"What about it?"

"You go there tonight?"

" No.

"You clean up Cheryl's roonf"

" What ?" Eddi e appeared shocked. " What? No. C ean up

her roonf
Where you getting all this shit, Captain?"



"The girl across the hall ... Julia Young," Connor said.

"She told us she saw you tonight, with another nman. In
Cheryl's room
at the Inperial Arns.”

Eddie threw his arns in the air.

"Jesus. Captain. You listen. That girl wouldn't know,

she saw ne

| ast night or last nonth, man. That girl is a fucking
hophead. You

| ook between her toes you find the marks. You | ook under
her tongue.

Look on her pussy lips You find "em That's a dreamgirl,
man. She

doesn't know when things happen.

Man. You cone here, give ne this. | don't like this."
Eddi e tossed

his cigarette away, and imediately |it another.

IlI

don't like this one bit. You don't see what's going on?"
"No, " Connor said.

"Tell me, Eddie. Wat's going on?"

"This shit's not true, man. None of this true." He
puffed rapidly.

"You know what this is about? It's not about sone fucking
girl, man.

It's about Saturday neetings. The Doyou kai, Connor-san.
The secret

neetings. That's what it's about."

Connor snapped,

"Sonna bakana."



"No bakana, Connor-san. Not bullshit."
"What does a girl from Texas know about Doyou kai ?"

"She knows sonething. Honto nan da And she likes to cause
troubl e,
this girl. She likes to nake turnoil."

"Eddi e, | think nmaybe you better cone in with us."

"Fine. Perfect. You do their job for them For the
kur omaku. " He
spun to Connor.

"Shit, Captain. Cone on.

You know how itworks. This girl killed at Nakanoto. You
know ny

famly, ny father, is Dainmatsu. Now in Osaka they w |
read that a

girl is killed at Nakanbto and | amarrested in
connection. Hi's

son. "

"Det al ned. "
"Det ai ned. What ever. You know what that wll nean.

Tai hennakoto ni naru zo. My father resign, his conpany
nmust nmake
apol ogi es to Nakanoto. Perhaps reparations.

G ve sone advantage in business. It is powerful 6sawag
ni naruzo. You
will do this, if you take ne into your custody."

He flicked his cigarette away.

"Hey. You think | did this nurder, you arrest nme. Fine.
But you are

j ust covering your ass, you naybe do a |lot of dammge to
me. Captain:

you know this."



Connor said nothing for a long tine. There was a | ong
silence. They
wal ked around the garden, in circles.

Finally, Eddie said,

"Na, Connor-san. Tanonuyo . Hi s voi ce sounded

pl eadi ng. It

seened |i ke he was asking for a break.
Connor si ghed.

"You got your passport, Eddie?"

"Yeah, sure. Al ways."

"Let's have it."

"Yeah, sure. Ckay, Captain. Here goes."

Connor glanced at it, handed it to nme. | slipped it in ny
pocket .

"Ckay, Eddie. But this better not be nurina koto. O
you' |l be

decl ared persona non grata, Eddie. And | will personally
put you on

t he next plane for Osaka. Wakattaka?"

"Captain, you protect the honor of ny famly. On ni kiru
yo." And he

bowed formally, both hands at his sides.

Connor bowed back.

| just stared. | couldn't believe what | was seeing.
Connor was goi ng
to let himgo. | thought he was crazy to allowit.

| handed Eddi e ny business card and gave ny usual speech
about how he

could call ne later if he thought of anything. Eddie
shrugged and

slipped the card into his shirt pocket, as he |lit another



cigarette. |
didn't count: he was dealing with Connor.

Eddi e started back toward the house, paused.

"I have this redhead here, very interesting," he said.

"When | | eave the party, | go to ny house in the hills.
You need ne, |
will be there. Good night, Captain. Good night,
Li eut enant . "
"Good night, Eddie."
W went back down the steps.
"I hope you know what you are doing," | said.
"So do I," Connor said.
Cause he seens guilty as hell to ne."
" Maybe. "
"I'f you ask ne, it'd be better to take himin. Safer."”
“Maybe.", "Want to go back and get hin®"
"No." He shook his head.

"My dai rokkan says no."

| knew thatword: it neant sixth sense. The Japanese were

bi g on
intuition. | said,
"Yeah, well, | hope you're right."

We continued down the steps in the darkness.

"Anyway, " Connor said.

"I owe him"



"For what ?"

"There was a tine, a few years ago, when | needed sone
i nfornmati on. You
remenber the fugu poi soni ng busi ness?

No? Well anyway, no one in the comunity would tell ne.

They stonewal led ne. And | needed to know. It was ... it
was

i nportant. Eddie told nme. He was scared to do it,
because he didn't

want anyone to know. But he did it. | probably owe ny
life to him"

W cane to the bottomof the stairs.

"And did he rem nd you of that?"

"He would never remnd ne. It is ny job to renenber."

| said,

"That's fine, Captain. Al that obligation stuff is fine
and nobl e.

And I'mall for interracial harnony. But neanwhile, it's
possi bl e t hat

he killed her, stole the tapes, and cl eaned up the
apartnent. Eddie

Sakamura | ooks |i ke a bl own-out speedball to ne. He acts
like a

suspect. And we're just wal king away. Letting himgo."
"Right."

We kept wal king. | thought it over and got nore worried.
| said,

"You know, officially this is ny investigation.”

"Officially, it's Gahamlis investigation."

"Yeah, okay. But we're going to |ook stupid if it turns



out he did
it."

Connor sighed, as if he was | osing patience.

"Okay. Let's go over it the way you think it m ght have
happened.
Eddie kills the girl, right?"

“Ri ght . "

"He can see her any tine but he decides to fuck her on the
boar dr oom

table, and he kills her. Then he goes down to the | obby,
and pretends

to be a Nakanot o executive-even though the |ast thing
Eddi e Sakanur a

| ooks like is an executive. But let's say he passes

hi rsel f off. He

manages to dism ss the guard. He takes the tapes. He

wal ks out | ust

as Phillips cones in. Then he goes to Cheryl's apartnent
to

N

cl ean that up, but sonmehow he adds a picture of hinself,
stuck in

Cheryl's mrror. Next he stops by the Bora Bora and tells
ever ybody

he's going to a party in Hollywood.

Where we find him in a roomwthout furniture, calmy
chatting up a

redhead. |Is that how the evening |ays out to you?"

| said nothing. It didn't make nmuch sense, when he put it

that way. On
the other hand ... "I just hope he didn't do it."
"So do I."

We cane down to the street level. The valet ran to get
our car.



"You know," | said, "the blunt way he tal ks about things,
|l i ke putting
the bag over her head, it's creepy."”

"Ch, that doesn't nmean anything," Connor said.

"Renmenber, Japan has never accepted Freud or Christianity.

They' ve never been guilty or enbarrassed about sex. No
problemw th
honmosexual ity, no problemw th kinky sex.

Just matter-of-fact. Sonme people like it a certain way,
so sone people

do it that way, what the hell. The Japanese can't
under st and why we

get so worked up about a straightforward bodily function.
They t hi nk

we're a little screwed up on the subject of sex. And they
have a
poi nt .’

Connor gl anced at his watch.

A security car pulled up. The unifornmed guard | eaned out.
"Hey, is there a problemat the party up there?"

"Li ke what ?"

"Couple of guys get in a fight? Sone kind of fight? W
had a report

phoned in."

"I don't know," Connor said.

"“Maybe you better go up and check."

The guard clinbed out of his car, hefted a big gut, and
started up the

stairs. Connor | ooked back at the high walls.

"You know we have nore private security than police, now?

Everyone's building walls and hiring guards. But in
Japan, you can



wal k into a park at m dnight and sit on a bench and
nothing will happen

to you. You're conpletely safe, day or night. You can go
anywher e.

You won't be robbed or beaten or killed. You' re not

al ways | ooki ng

behi nd you, not always worrying. You don't need walls or
bodyguar ds.

Your safety is the safety of the whole society. You're
free.

It's a wonderful feeling. Here, everybody has to |ock
t hensel ves up.

Lock the door. Lock the car. People who spend their
whol e |ives

| ocked up are in prison. It's crazy. It kills the
spirit. But it's

been so | ong now that Anericans have forgotten what it's
like to really

feel safe. Anyway. Here's our car. Let's get down to
t he

di vi sion."

W had started driving down the street when the DHD
operator call ed.

"Lieutenant Smth," she said, "we have a request for
Speci al

Services."

"I mpretty busy," | said.

"Can the backup take it?"

"Lieutenant Smth, we have patrol officers requesting
Speci al Services

for a vee dig in area nineteen."

She was telling ne there was a problemw th a visiting
dignitary.

"I understand,” | said, "but |I've already rolled out on a
case. Gve
It to the backup."



"But this is on Sunset Plaza Drive," she said.

"Aren't you located " "Yes," | said. Now | understood why
she was

I nsi stent.

The call was only a few bl ocks away.

"Ckay, " | said.

"What's the problenf”

"It's a vee dig QU . Reported in as G| evel plus one.
Last nane is

Rowe. "

"Ckay, " | said.

"We're going." | hung up the phone, and turned the car
ar ound.

“Interesting,” Connor said.

"G level plus one is Anerican government ?"
"Yes," | said."

"lIt's Senator Rowe?"

"Sounds like it," | said.

"Driving under the influence.”

The bl ack Lincoln sedan had cone to a stop on the | awn of
a house

al ong the steep part of Sunset Plaza Drive. Two bl ack and
whites were

pulled up at the curb, red lights flashing. Up on the

| awn, a

hal f - dozen peopl e were standi ng beside the Lincoln. A man
in his

bat hrobe, arns fol ded across his chest. A couple of girls
I n short



glittery sequin dresses, a very handsone bl ond nman about
forty in a

t uxedo, and a younger nman in a blue suit, whoml

recogni zed as the

young man who had gotten on the el evator with Senator Rowe
earlier.

The patrol mnen had the video canera out, shining the bright
| i ght on

Senat or Rowe- He was propping hinself up against the front
fender of the

Li ncol n, holding his armup to cover his face agai nst the
light. He

was swearing loudly as Connor and | wal ked up.

The man in the bat hrobe cane toward us and said,
"

want to know who's going to pay for this."

"Just a mnute, sir." | kept wal ki ng.

"He can't just ruin ny lawn like this. It has to be paid
for."

"Just give ne a mnute, sir."

"Scared the hell out of ny wife, too, and she has cancer."
| said,

"Sir, please give ne a mnute, and then I'll talk to

YOU. "

"Cancer of the ear," he said enphatically.

"The ear."
"Yes, sir. Al right, sir."™ | continued toward the

Li ncol n, and the
bright Iight.



As | passed the aide, he fell into step beside ne and
said, "I can

expl ain everything, Detective.'
t he bl and

good | ooks of a congressional staffer.

He was about thirty, with

"I"'msure | can resolve everything."

"Just a mnute," | said.

"Let ne talk to the senator.”

"The senator's not feeling well,"” the aide said.
"He's very tired." He stepped in front of ne. | just
wal ked ar ound

hi m

He hurried to catch up.

"It's jet lag, that's the problem The senator has jet
|l ag. "

"I have to talk to him" | said, stepping into the bright
light. Rowe
was still holding up his arm | said,

"Senat or Rowe?"
"Turn that fucking thing off, for fuck's sake,” Rowe said.
He was heavily intoxicated; his speech so slurred it was

difficult to
under st and hi m

"Senat or Rowe," | said,

"I"'mafraid I'll have to ask you to-" "Fuck you and the
hor se you rode

in on."

"Senat or Rowe," | said.

"Turn that fucking canera off.



| | ooked back to the patrolman and signaled to him He
reluctantly
turned the canera off. The |ight went out.

"Jesus Christ," Rowe said, finally dropping his arm He

| ooked at ne
with bleary eyes.
"What the fuck is going on here."

| introduced nyself.

"Then why don't you do sonething about this fucking zoo,"
Rowe sai d.

“I"'mjust driving to nmy fucking hotel."

"l understand that, Senator."

"Don't know . . ." He waved his hand, a sl oppy gesture.
"What the fucking problemis around here.™

"Senator, you were driving this car?"

"Fuck. Driving." He turned away.

"Jerry? Explain it to them Christ's sake."

The aide cane up i medi ately.

“I"msorry about all this,"

he said snoothly.

"The senator isn't feeling at all well. W just cane back
from Tokyo

yesterday evening. Jet lag. He's not hinself. He's
tired."”

"Who was driving the car?" | said.

"I was," the aide said.



"Absol utely."
One of' the girls giggled.

"No, he wasn't," the man in the bathrobe shouted, from
t he ot her side
of the car.

"He was driving it. And he couldn't get out of the car
wi thout falling
down. "

"Christ, fucking zoo," Senator Rowe said, rubbing his
head.

"Detective," the aide said,

"l was driving the car and these two wonen here w ||
testify that |

was." He gestured to the girls in party dresses. G ving
t hem a

| ook.

"That's a goddamm lie," the man in the bat hrobe said.

"No, that's correct,"” the handsome nan in the tuxedo said,
speaki ng for

the first tine. He had a suntan and a rel axed manner,

i ke he was used

to having his orders obeyed. Probably a Wall Street guy.
He didn't

i nt roduce hi nsel f.

"I was driving the car,"” the aide said.
"All gone to shit," Rowe nuttered.
"Want to go to ny hotel ."

"Was anyone hurt here?" | said.

"Nobody was hurt," the aide said.



"Everybody is fine."
| asked the patrol nen behind ne,

"You got a one-ten to file?" That was the report of
property damage
for vehicul ar accident.

“"We don't need to," a patrolman said to ne.

"Single car, and the anount doesn't qualify."
had to fill it

out if the danage was nore than two hundred doll ars.

You only

"All we got is a five-oh-one. |If you want to run with
t hat."

| didn'"t. One of the things you | earned about in Speci al
Servi ces was

SAR, situational appropriate response. SAR neant that in
t he case of

el ected officials and celebrities, you let it go unless

sonmebody was

going to press charges. In practice, that neant that you
didn't make

an arrest short of a felony.

| said to the aide,

"You get the property owner's nane and address, SO you can
deal with
the damage to the |awn."

"He already got ny nanme and address,” the nman in the

bat hr obe sai d.

"But | want to know what's going to be done."

"I told Nmwe'd repair any danmage," the aide said.
"

assured himwe would. He seens to be-" "Damm it, | ook:
her planting is



rui ned. And she has cancer of the ear."
"Just a mnute, sir." | said to the aide,
"Who's going to drive the car now?"

"I am" the aide said.

"He is," Senator Rowe said, nodding.
"Jerry. Drive the car."”

| said to the aide,

"All right. | want you to take a breatholyzer-" "Sure,
yes-" "And |

want to see your driver's license."
"OF course."

The aide blew into the breatholyzer and handed nme his
driver's |icense.

It was a Texas license. Cerrold D. Hardin, thirty-four
years ol d.

Address in Austin, Texas. | wote down the details, and
gave it

back.

"All right, M. Hardin. I'"'mgoing to rel ease the senator
I nto your

cust ody tonight."

"Thank you, Lieutenant. | appreciate it."

The man i n the bat hrobe said,

"You're going to let himgo "Just a mnute, sir." | said
to Hardin,

"I want you to give this man your business card, and stay
I n contact

with him

| expect the damage to his yard to be resolved to his



satisfaction.”

"Absolutely. O course. Yes." Hardin reached into his
pocket for a

card. He brought out sonmething white in his hand, |ike a
handker chi ef .

He stuffed it hastily back in his pocket, and then wal ked
over to give

his card to the man in the bathrobe.
"You're going to have to replace all her begonias."

"Fine, sir," Hardin said

"All of 'em

"Yes. That's fine, sir.

Senat or Rowe pushed off the front fender, standing
unsteadily in the
ni ght .

"Fucki ng begoni as, " he sai d.

"Christ, what a fucking night this is. You got a wfe?"
"No," | said.

"l do," Rowe said.

"Fucki ng begoni as. Fuck."

"This way, Senator," Hardin said. He hel ped Rowe into

t he passenger

seat. The girls clinbed into the back seat, on either
side of the

handsone Wall Street guy. Hardin got behind the wheel and
asked Rowe

for the keys. | | ooked away to watch the black and whites
as they

pul l ed away fromthe curb. Wien | turned back, Hardin
roll ed down the

wi ndow and | ooked at ne.



"Thank you for this."
"Drive safely, M. Hardin," | said
He backed the car off the lawn, driving over a flower bed.

"And the irises,” the nan in the bat hrobe shouted, as the
car pulled
away down the road. He | ooked at ne.

“"I"'mtelling you, the other man was driving, and he was
drunk. "

| said,
"Here's my card. If things don't turn out right, call me.

He | ooked at the card, shaking his head, and went back
I nto his house.

Connor and | got back into the car. W drove down the
hill.

Connor sai d,

"You got information on the aide?"
"Yes," | said.

"What was in his pocket?"

"I"'d say it was a pair of wonen's panties."

"So would |I," Connor said.

O course there was nothing we could do. Personally, |
woul d have

| i ked to spin the snug bastard around, push himup agai nst
the car and

search him right there. But we both knew our hands were
tied: we had

no probabl e cause to search Hardin, or to arrest him He
was a young

man driving with two young wonen in the back seat, either
of whom m ght



be wi thout her panties, and a drunken United States
senator in the

front seat. The only sensible thing to do was to |let them
all go.

But it seened |like an evening of letting people go.
The phone rang. | pushed the speaker button.
"Lieutenant Smth."

"Hey, buddy." It was G aham

“I'"'mover here at the norgue, and guess what? | have sone
Japanese

bugging ne to attebd the autopsy. Wants to sit in and
observe, if you

can believe that shit. He's all bent out of shape because
we started

the autopsy wthout him But the lab work is starting to
come back. It

I's not | ooking good for Ni ppon Central. |I'd say we have a
Japanese

perp. So: you com ng here or what?"

| | ooked at Connor. He nodded.
"We're heading there now," | said.

The fastest way to the norgue was through the energency
room at County

General Hospital. As we went through, a black man covered
i n bl ood was

sitting up on his gurney, screanng

"Kill the pope! Kill the pope! Fuck him" in a
drug-crazed frenzy. A

hal f -dozen aiiendants were trying to push himdown. He
had gunshot

wounds in his shoul der and hand. The floors and walls of
t he energency

roomwere spattered with blood. An orderly went down the
hal |,

cleaning it up with a nop. The hallways were lined with



bl ack and
H spani c people. Sone of themheld children in their
| aps.

Everyone | ooked away fromthe bl oody nop. From sonewhere
down t he
corridor, we heard nore screans.

W got onto the elevator. It was quiet.
Connor sai d,

"A homcide every twenty mnutes. A rape every seven
mnutes. A child

nmur dered every four hours. No other country tol erates
t hese | evel s of

vi ol ence. "

The doors opened. Conpared to the energency room the
basenent

corridors of the county norgue were positively tranquil
There was a

strong odor of formal dehyde. W went to the desk, where
t he thin,

angul ar deaner, Harry Landon, was bent over sone papers,
eating a ham

sandwi ch. He didn't | ook up.

"Hey, gquys."

"Hey, Harry."

"What you here for? Austin prep?"

"Yeah."

"They started about half an hour ago. Quess there's a big
rush on her,

huh?"

"How s that ?"

"The chief called Dr. Timout of bed and told himto do
It pronto.



Pi ssed himoff pretty good. You know how particul ar Dr.
Timis." The
deaner sm | ed.

"And they called in a lot of |ab people, too. W ever
heard of

pushing a full

workup in the mddle of the night? | nmean, you know what
this is

going to cost in overtine?"

| said,
"And what about G ahan®"

"He's around here sonepl ace. He had sone Japanese guy
chasing after

hi m Dogging himlike a shadow. Then every half hour,

t he Japanese

asks nme can he use the phone, and he nakes a call. Speaks
Japanese a

whil e. Then he goes back to bothering G aham He says he
wants to see

t he autopsy, if you can believe that. Keeps pushing,

pushi ng. But

anyway, the Japanese makes his |ast call about ten m nutes
ago, and

suddenly a big change cones over him | was here at the
desk. | saw

it on his face. He goes nmojo nojo |like he can't believe
his ears. And

then he runs out of here. | nean it: runs. " "And

where's the

aut opsy?"

"Room two. "

"Thanks, Harry."

"Cl ose the door."

"H, Tim" | said, as we cane into the autopsy room Tim

Yoshi nur a,
known to everyone as Dr. Tim was | eaning over the



st ai nl ess- st eel

table. Even though it was one-forty in the norning, he
was as usual

I mmacul ate. Everything was in place. His hair was neatly
conbed. H's

tie was perfectly knotted. The pens were lined up in the
pocket of his

starched | ab coat.

"Did you hear ne?"

“"I"'mclosing it, Tim" The door had a pneumatic self

cl osi ng

mechani sm but apparently that wasn't fast enough for Dr.
Tim

“It's only because | don't want that Japanese individual
| ooking in."

"He's gone, Tim"

"COh, is he? But he nmay be back. He's been unbelievably
persi stent and
irritating. The Japanese can be a real pain in the ass."

| said,
"Sounds funny comng fromyou, Tim"
"Ch, |'mnot Japanese,"” he said seriously.

"I'"'m Japanese Anerican which neans in their eyes |I'm
gaijin. If I go

to Japan, they treat nme |ike any other foreigner. It
doesn't matter

how | ook, I was born in Torrance-and that's the end of
it." He

gl anced over his shoul der.

"Who's that with you? Not John Connor? Haven't seen you
I n ages,

John. "

"H, Tim" Connor and | approached the table. | could



see the

di ssection was al ready well advanced, that the Y-shaped

i nci si on had

been nade, and the first organs renoved and pl aced neatly
on stainl ess

steel trays.

"Now nmaybe sonebody can tell ne, what is the big deal
about this case?"
Ti m sai d.

"Grahamis so pissed off he won't say anything. He went
next dobr to

the lab to see the first of the results. But | still want
to know why

| got called out of bed to do this one. Mark's on duty,
but he is

apparently not senior enough to do it. And of course the
ME. is out

of town at a conference in San Francisco. Now that he has
t hat new

girlfriend he is always out of town. So | get called. |
can't

remenber the last tinme | got called out of bed.
can't?"

said. Dr. Timwas precise in all ways, including his
menory.

"You

"The last tinme was January three years ago. But that was
to cover.

Most of the staff was out with the flu, and the cases were
backi ng up.

Finally one night we ran out of |ockers.

They had these bodies |ying around on the floor in bags.

Stacked up in piles. Sonething had to be done. The snell
was

terrible. But no, | can't renenber being called out just
because a

case was politically tense. Like this one."

Connor sai d,



"We're not sure why it is tense, either.”

"Maybe you better find out. Because there's a | ot of
pressure here.
The ME. calls ne from San Franci sco, and he keeps sayi ng,

"Do it now, do it tonight, and get it done." | say,
"Ckay, Bill." Then he says,

"Listen, Tim Do this one right. Go slow, take |ots of

pi ctures and

| ots of notes. Docunent your ass off. Shoot with two
caneras. Because

| got a feeling that anybody who has anything to do with
this case

could get into deep shit." So. It's natural to wonder
what the big

deal is.".

Connor said,

"What tinme was that call to you?"

"About ten-thirty, eleven.”

"The M E. say who called hinP"

“"No. But it's usually only one of two people: the chief
of police or

t he mayor."

Tim | ooked at the liver, pulling apart the |obes, then
placed it on a

steel tray'. The assistant was taking flash pictures of
each organ and

then setting it aside.

"So? What've you found?"

"Frankly, the nost interesting findings so far are

external ," Dr. Tim
sai d.



"She had heavy makeup on her neck, to cover a pattern of
mul tiple

contusions. Bruises of different ages. Wthout a
spectroscopi c curve

for the henogl obin breakdown products at the bruise sites,
l"d still

say these bruises are of variable age, up to two weeks
ol d. Per haps

ol der. Consistent with a pattern of repeated, chronic
cervical trauna.

| don't think there's any question: we're | ooking at a
case of sexual

asphyxi a."

"She's a gasper?"
"Yeah. She is."
Kel 'y thought so. For once Kelly was right.

"It's nore common in nmen, but it is certainly reported in
wonen. The

syndrone is the individual is sexually aroused only by the
hypoxi a of

near - strangul ati on. These individuals ask their sexual
partners to

strangle them or put a plastic bag over their head. \Wen
they're

al one, they sonetinmes tie a cord around their neck, and
hang t hensel ves

while they masturbate. Since the effect requires that

they are

strangl ed al nost to the point of passing out, it's easy to
make a

m stake and go too far. They do, all the tine."

"And in this case?"

Ti m shrugged.

"Well. She has physical findings consistent with a sexual
asphyxi a

syndrone of |ong standing. And she has ejaculate in her
vagi na and



abrasi ons on her external vaginal |abia, consistent with a
forced
sexual episode on the sane night of her death.”

Connor said,
"You're sure the vagi nal abrasions occurred before death?"

"COh, yes. They are definitely ante norteminjuri es.
There's no
guestion she had forced sex sonetine before she died."

"Are you sayi ng she was raped?"

“"No. | wouldn't go that far. As you see, the abrasions
are not

severe, and there are no associated injuries to other
parts of her

body. In fact, there are no signs of physical struggle at
all. So |

woul d consi der the findings consistent with premature
vagi nal entry

with insufficient lubrication of the external |abia."

| said,

"You' re saying she wasn't wet."

Ti m | ooked pai ned.

"Well. In crude layman's terns."

"How | ong before death did these abrasi ons occur?"

"It could be as nuch as an hour or two. It wasn't near
the actual tine

of death. You can tell that fromthe extravasati on and
swel ling of the

affected areas. |If death occurs soon after the injury,
bl ood fl ow

stops, and therefore the swelling is |imted or absent.
In this case,

as you see, swelling is quite pronounced.™



"And the spernf"

"Sanpl es have gone to the lab. Along with all her usual
fluids." He
shrugged.

"Have to wait and see. Now, are you two going to fill ne
I N? Because

it looks to me like this little girl was going to get in
troubl e,

sooner or later. | mean, she's cute, but she's screwed
up. So ...

what is the big deal? Wiy am | out of bed in the mddle
of the night

to do a careful, docunmented post. on sone little gasper?”
| said,

"Beats ne."

"Cone on. Fair is fair," Dr. Timsaid.

"I showed you mi ne, now you show ne yours."

"Way, Tim" Connor said.

"You made a joke."

"Fuck you," Tim said.

"You guys owe ne. Cone on."

“"I"'mafraid Peter is telling you the truth,"” Connor said.
"All we knowis that this nmurder occurred at the tinme of a
big public

Japanese reception, and they are eager to get it cleared
up right

away. "

"That makes sense,” Ti m sai d.

"The last time the shit hit the fan around here, it was
because of that



thing invol ving the Japanese consul ate. Renenber, the
Takashi ma

ki dnappi ng case? Maybe you don't renenber: it never nade
t he papers.

The Japanese managed to keep it very quiet. But anyway, a
guard was

kill ed under odd circunstances, and for two days, they put
a hell of a

pressure on our office. | was

amazed what they could do. W had Senator Rowe calling

us in person,

telling us what to do. The governor calling in person.
Ever ybody

calling us. You'd think it was the president's kid. |
nmean, these

peopl e have i nfluence."

"OF course they do. They've paid handsonely for it,"

G aham said, comng into the room

"Cl ose the door," Timsaid.

"But this tinme, all their fucking influence won't help,"
G aham sai d.

"Because this time, we have them by the short and cur lies
We have a

murder: and based on the lab results so far, we can say

Wi t hout

guestion that the nmurderer was Japanese."

The pat hol ogy | ab next door was a large roomlit by even

banks of

fluorescera |ights. Rows of mcroscopes, neatly laid out.
But | ate at

night, only two technicians were working in the big space.
And Graham

was standi ng beside them gl oating.

"Look for yourself. Pubic hair conb-through reveals nale
pubi ¢ hair,
noderate curt, ovoid cross section, alnost certainly Asian



I n origin.

The first senmen analysis is blood type: AB, relatively
rare anong

Caucasi ans, but nuch nore common anong Asians. The first
anal ysi s of

protein in the semnal fluid comes up negative for the
geneti c marker

for ... what's it called?"

"Et hanol de hydrogenase the technician said.

"Ri ght. Ethanol de hydrogenase It's an enzyne. M ssing

I n Japanese.

And missing in this semnal fluid. And there's the D ego
factor, which

is a blood-group protein. So. W have nore tests comni ng,
but it seens

clear that this girl had forced sex with a Japanese nan
bef ore she was

killed by him " "It's clear you' ve found evi dence of
Japanese senen

i n her vagina,"” Connor said.

"That's all."
"Christ," Gahamsaid .

"Japanese senen, Japanese pubic hair, Japanese bl ood
factors. W are
tal king a Japanese perp here."

He had set out sone pictures fromthe crine scene, show ng
Cheryl lying

on the boardroomtable. He started to pace back and forth
in front of

t hem

"I know where you guys have been, and | know you' ve been
wast i ng your
time," G aham said.

"You went for videotapes: but they're gone, right? Then
you went to
her apartnent: but it was cleaned up before you ever got



t her e.

Which is exactly what you' d expect if the perp is
Japanese.

It lays right out, plain as can be."
G aham pointed to the pictures.

"There's our girl. Cheryl Austin from Texas. She's cute.
Fresh. Good

figure. She's an actress, sort of. She does a few
commerci als. Maybe

a Nissan commercial. Watever. She neets sone people.
Makes sone

contacts. Gets on sonme lists. You with ne?"

"Yes," | said to Gaham Connor was staring intently at
t he
pi ctures.

"One way or another, our Cheryl's doing well enough to be
wearing a

bl ack Yamanot o gown when she gets invited to the grand
openi ng of the

Nakanot o Tower. She conmes with sone guy, maybe a friend
or a

hai rdresser. A heard.

Maybe she knows ot her people at the party, and nmaybe not.

But in the course of the evening, sonebody big and
power f ul suggests

they slip away for a while. She agrees to go upstairs.
Wiy not? This

girl likes adventure. She |ikes danger. She's cruising
for a

brui sing. So she goes upstairs maybe with the ot her guy,
maybe

separately. But anyway, they neet upstairs, and they | ook
around for a

place to do it. A place that's exciting. And they
deci de- hi m

probably, he decides-to do it right on the fucking



boar droom t abl e.

So they start doing it, they're whangi ng away but things

get out of

hand. Her |over boy gets a little too worked up, or else
he's ki nky,

and ... he squeezes her neck a little too hard.

And she's dead. You with ne so far?"

"Yes..." "So now | over boy has a problem He's cone
upstairs to fuck

a girl, but unfortunately he's killed her. So what does
he do? What

can he do? He goes back down, rejoins the party, and
since he is a big

samurai cocks man he tells one of his underlings that he
has this

little problem He has unfortunately snuffed out the life
of a | ocal

whore. Very inconvenient for his busy schedule. So the
underlings run

around and cl ean up the boss's ness. They clean up

I ncrimnating

evidence fromthe floor upstairs. They renove the

vi deot apes. They go

to her apartnent and renove evidence there. Wiich is al
fine, except

it takes tine. So sonebody has to stall the police. And
that's where

their snoothie suck ass | awer |Ishiguro cones in. He
del ays us a good

hour and a half. So. How does that sound?"

There was a silence when he had finished. | waited for
Connor to

speak.

"Well," Connor said, at |ast.

"My hat is off to you, Tom

That sequence of events sounds correct in many respects.”



"You're damed right it does."” G aham puffed up.

"Damm fucking right."

The tel ephone rang. The | ab technician said,

"I's there a Captain Connor here?"

Connor went to answer the phone. Grahamsaid to nme, "I'm
telling you.

A Jap killed this girl, and we are going to find him and
fucking flay

him Flay him"

| said,

"Why do you have it in for them anyway?"

G aham gave ne a sullen | ook. He said,

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

“I"mtal ki ng about how you hate the Japanese."

"Hey, listen," G aham said.

"Let's get something straight, Petey-san. | don't hate
anybody. | do

ny job. Black man, white man, Japanese man, it nmakes no
difference to

me. "

"Ckay, Tom" it was late at night. | didn't want to
ar gue.

"No, hell. You fucking think I'm prejudiced."”
"Let's just drop it, Tom"

“"No, hell. We're not going to drop it. Not now Let ne
tell you

sonet hi ng, Petey-san. You got yourself this fucking
liaison job, isn't

that right?"



"That's right, Tom"™

"And how cone you applied for it? Because of your great
| ove of
Japanese cul ture?"

"Well, at the tine, I was working in the press office-"
"No, no, cut

the shit. You applied for it," Gaham said, "because

t here was an

extra stipend, isn't that right? Two, three thousand a
year. An

educational stipend. It conmes into the departnent from

t he

Japan- Anerica Amty Foundation. And the departnent all ows
It as an

educational stipend, paid to nenbers of the force so that
t hey can

further

their education in Japanese | anguage and cul ture. So.

How re those studies goi ng, Petey-san?"
"1'"'m studying."

"How of t en?"

"One night a week."

"One night a week. And if you m ss classes, do you | ose
your
sti pend?”

n m' n

"Fucking right you don't. In fact, it doesn't make any
difference if

you go to classes at all. The fact is, buddy, you got
yourself a

bri be. You got three thousand dollars in your pocket and
it comes

right fromthe land of the rising sun. O course, it's
not that nuch.



Nobody can buy you for three grand, right? O course
not."

"Hey, Tom" "But the thing is, they aren't buying you.
They' re j ust

I nfluencing you. They just want you to think twice. To
tend to | ook

favorably upon them And why not? It's human nature.
They' ve made

your life a little better. They contribute to your

wel | - bei ng. Your

famly. Your little girl. They scratch your back, so why
shoul dn' t

you scratch theirs? Isn't that about it, Petey-san?"

“No, it isn't,” | said. | was getting angry.
"Yes, it is," Graham said.

"Because that's how influence works. It's deni able. You
say it isn't

there. You tell yourself it isn't there-but it is. The
only way you

can be clean is to be clean, man. If you got no stake in
it, if you

got no incone fromit, then you can talk. O herw se, man,
t hey pay you

and | say, they own you."

"Just a fucking mnute-"
hati ng, man.

This country is in a war and sone people understand it,
and sone ot her

people are siding with the eneny. Just like in Wrld War
1, sone

people were paid by Germany to pronote Nazi propaganda.
New Yor k

newspapers published editorials right out of the nouth of
Adol f Hitler.

Sonetines the people didn't even know it. But they did
it. That's how

it is in a war, man.

"So don't you talk to ne about

And you are a fucking coll aborator.™



| was grateful when, at that nonent, Connor cane back to
where we were

standing. Gahamand | were about to square off when
Connor said

calmy,

“Now, just so | understand, Tom According to your
scenario, after the
girl was nurdered, what happened to the tapes?”

"Oh, hell, those tapes are gone," G aham sai d.
"You're never going to see those tapes again."

"Well, it's interesting. Because that call was the

di vi si on

headquarters. It seens M. Ishiguro is there. And he's
brought a box

of videotapes with him for ne to | ook at."

Connor and | drove over. Grahiamtook his own car. |
sai d,

"Way did you say the Japanese woul d never touch G ahan®"

"Graham s uncle,"” Connor said.

"He was a prisoner of war during Wrld War |I1. He was
taken to Tokyo,

where he di sappeared. G ahanmi s father went over after the
war to find

out what happened to him There were unpl easant questions
about what

happened. You probably know that some Anerican servicenen
were killed

In termnal nedical experinents in Japan. There were
stories about the

Japanese feeding their livers to subordinates as a joke,
things |ike

that. " "No, | didn't know," | said.

"I think everybody would prefer to forget that tine,"



Connor said, "and nove on. And probably correctly. It's
a different
country now. What was Graham goi ng on about ?"

"My stipend as a liaison officer."
Connor said,

"You told nme it was fifty a week."
"It's alittle nore than that."
"How nuch nore?"

"About a hundred dollars a week. Fifty-five hundred a
year. But

that's to cover classes, and books, and comuti ng
expenses,

baby-sitters, everything.

"So you get-five grand,"” Connor said.
"So what ?"

"Graham was saying | was influenced by it. That the
Japanese had
bought ne."

Connor sai d,

"Well, they certainly try to do that. And they're
extrenely subtle."

"They tried it with you?"

"Oh, sure." He paused.

"And often | accepted. Gving gifts to ensure that you

will be seen

favorably is sonething the Japanese do by instinct. And
It's not so

different fromwhat we do, when we invite the boss over
for dinner.

Goodwi Il i1s goodwi I|l. But we don't invite the boss over



for dinner

when we're up for a pronotion. The proper thing to do is
to invite the

boss early in the relationship, when nothing is at stake.
Then it's

just goodw I|. The same with the Japanese. They believe
you shoul d

give the gift early, because then it is not a bribe. It
is agift. A

way of nmaking a relationship with you before there is any
pressure on

the relationship.”

"And you think, that's okay?"

“I think it's the way the world works."

"Do you think it's corrupting?"

Connor | ooked at nme and said,

"Do you?"

| took a long tinme to answer.

"Yes. | think maybe so."

He started to | augh.

"Well, that's a relief,” he said.

"Because ot herw se, the Japanese woul d have wasted al
their noney on

you. "

"What's so funny?"

"Your confusion, Kohai."

"Grahamthinks it's a war."

Connor sai d,

"Well, that's true. W are definitely at war with Japan



But let's
see what surprises M. Ishiguro has for us in the | atest
skirmsh."

As usual, the fifth-floor anteroom of the downtown
detective division

was busy, even at two o'clock in the norning. Detectives
noved anong

the beat-up prostitutes and tw tching druggi es brought in
for

guestioning; in the corner a man in a checked sport coat
was

shout i ng,

said, shut the fuck up!" over and over to a female
officer wwth a
cli pboard.

In all the swirl and noi se, Masao |shiguro | ooked
distinctly out of

pl ace. Wearing his blue pinstripe suit, he sat in the
corner with his

head bowed and his knees pressed together. He had a
car dboard box

bal anced on hi s knees.

When he saw us, he junped to his feet. He bowed deeply,
pl aci ng his

hands flat on his thighs, a sign of additional respect.
He held the

bow for several seconds. Then he i mredi ately bowed agai n,
and this

time he waited, bent over, staring at the floor, until
Connor spoke to

hi min Japanese.

I shiguro's reply, also in Japanese, was qui et and
deferenti al .

He kept |ooking at the fl oor.

Tom Graham pul | ed nme over by the water cooler.



"Holy Christ," he said.

"It looks like we got a fucking confession happening
here. "

"Yeah, maybe," | said. | wasn't convinced. |'d seen
| shi guro change
hi s denmeanor before.

| wat ched Connor as he tal ked to Ishiguro. The Japanese
man remai ned

hangdog. He kept | ooking at the fl oor.

"I never would have figured him" G aham sai d.

“"Not ina mllion years. Never him"

"How i s that?"

"Are you kidding? To kill the girl, and then to stay in
t he

room and order us around. What fucking nerves of steel.
But [ ook at himnow Christ, he's alnost crying."

It was true: tears seened to be welling up in Ishiguro's
eyes. Connor

took the box and turned away, crossing the roomto us. He
gave ne the

box.
"Deal with this. I'"'mgoing to take a statenent from
| shiguro.™

"So," G aham said.

"Did he confess?"

"To what ?"

"The nurder."

"Hell, no," Connor said.



"What makes you think that?"

"Well, he's over there bowi ng and scraping-"
sum nmasen, "

Connor sai d.

“"That's just

"I wouldn't take it too seriously."

"He's practically crying," G aham said.

"Only because he thinks it'll help him"
"He didn't confess?"

“No. But he discovered that the tapes had been renoved,
after all.

That neans he nmade a serious m stake, with his public
blustering in

front of the mayor. Now he coul d be accused of concealing
evi dence. He

could be disbarred. His corporation could be disgraced.

I shiguro is

in big trouble, and he knows it."

| said,
"And that's why he's so hunbl e?"

"Yes. In Japan, if you screw up, the best thing is to go
to the

authorities and nake a big show of how sorry you are, and
how bad you

feel, and how you will never do it again.

It's pro forma, but the authorities will be inpressed by
how you' ve

| earned your | esson. That's sum masen: apol ogy w thout
end. It's the

Japanese version of throwi ng yourself on the nercy of the
court. It's

understood to be the best way to get leniency. And that's
all Ishiguro

I s doing."



"You nean it's an act," Graham said, his eyes hardening.

"Yes and no. It's difficult to explain. Look. Review
t he tapes.

| shi guro says he brought one of the VCRs, because the
tapes are

recorded in an unusual format, and he was afraid we
woul dn't be able to

play them Ckay?"

| opened the cardboard box. | saw twenty small eight
millinmeter
cartridges, like audio cassette cartridges. And | saw a

smal | box, the
size of a Wal knan, which was the VCR It had cables to
hook to a TV.

"Ckay," | said.
"Let's have a | ook."

The first of the tapes that showed the forty-sixth floor
was a Vview

fromthe atriumcanera, high up, |ooking down. . The tape
showed peopl e

wor king on the floor, in what | ooked |ike an ordinary

of fice day. W

fast-forwarded through that.

Shadows of sunlight com ng through the wi ndows swung in
hot arcs across

the floor, and then di sappeared. Gradually the light on
t he fl oor

softened and di med, as daylight cane to an end. One by
one, desk

lights cane on. The workers noved nore slowy now.
Eventual |y t hey

began to depart, |l eaving their desks one by one. As the
popul ati on

t hi nned, we noticed sonething el se. Now the canera noved
occasi onal |y,

panni ng one or another of the workers as they passed
beneat h. Yet at



other times, the canera would not pan. Eventual ly we
realized the

camera nust be equi pped for autonmatic focusing and
tracking. If there

was a | ot of novenent in the frame-several people going in
di fferent

directions-then the canera did not nove. But if the frane
was nostly

enpty, the camera would fix on a single person wal ki ng

t hr ough, and

track him"

"Funny system" G aham said.

"It probably makes sense for a security canera," | said.
"They'd be nmuch nore concerned about a single person on
the floor than

a crowd. "

As we watched, the night |lights came on. The desks were
all enpty. Now

the tape began to flicker rapidly, alnpbst -ike a strobe.

"Sonmething wong with this tape?" G aham said,
suspi ci ousl y.

"They fucked around with it?"

"I don't know. No, wait. It's not that. Look at the
cl ocf, .

On the far wall, we could see the office clock. The

m nut e hands were

sweepi ng snoothly from seven-thirty toward ei ght o' cl ock.
"It's time |apse,” | said.

"What is it, taking snapshots?”

| nodded.

"Probably, when the system doesn't detect any-
body for a while, it begins to take single franmes every



ten or twenty
seconds, until-" "Hey. Wat's that?"

The flickering had stopped. The canmera had begun to pan
to the right,

across the deserted floor. But there was nobody in the
frame. Just

enpty desks, and occasional night [ights, which flared in
t he vi deo.

"“Maybe they have a w de sensor," | said.

"That | ooks beyond the borders of the inmage. itself.
Ei t her that, or

it's being noved manual ly. By a guard, sonewhere. Maybe
down in the

security room"

The panning i mage cane to rest on the el evator doors.

The doors were at the far right, in deep shadow, beneath a
ki nd of
ceiling overhang that bl ocked our view

"Jeez, dark under there. Is soneone there?"
"I can't see anything," | said.

The i mage began to swmin and out of focus.
"What ' s happeni ng now?" G aham sai d.

"Looks like the automatic focus is having trouble. Mybe
it can't

deci de what to focus on. Maybe the overhang is bothering
the | ogic

circuits. My video canera at hone does the sane thing.
The focus gets

screwed up when it can't tell what | am shooting."

"So is the canera trying to focus on sonet hing? Because |
can't see
anything. It just |ooks black under there."



"No, look. There's soneone there. You can see pal e |egs.
Very faint."

"Christ," Gahamsaid, "that's our girl. Standing by the
el evator. No,
wai t. Now she's noving."

A nonent |ater, Cheryl Austin stepped from beneath the
ceiling
overhang, and we saw her clearly for the first tine.

She was beautiful and assured. She noved unhesitatingly
into the room

She was direct, purposeful in her novenents, w th none of
t he awkwar d,

shuffling sl oppiness, of the young.

"Jesus, she's good-I|ooking," G aham said.

Cheryl Austin was tall and slender; her short blond hair
made her seem

even taller. Her carriage was erect. She turned slowy,
surveying the

roomas if she owned it.

"I can't believe we're seeing this," G aham sai d.

| knew what he neant. This was a girl who had been killed
just a few

hours before. Now we were seeing her on a videotape,
wal ki ng ar ound

just m nutes before her death.

On the nonitor, Cheryl picked up a paperwei ght on one of
t he desks,

turned it in her hand, put it back. She opened her purse,
closed it

agai n. She gl anced at her watch.

"Starting to fidget."

"She doesn't like to be kept waiting," G aham sai d.



"And | bet she doesn't have nuch practice at it, either.
Not a girl
like that."

She began to tap on the desk with her fingers in a
distinct rhythm It

seened famliar to ne. She bobbed her head to the rhythm
G aham

squi nted at the screen,

"I's she tal king?

| s she sayi ng somet hi ng?"

"It looks like it," | said. W could barely see her nouth
novi ng. And

then | suddenly put it together, her novenents,
everything. | realized

| could sync her Iips.

"I chewny nails and | twiddle ny thunbs. |I'mreal
nervous but it sure
Is fun. Ch baby, you drive nme crazy .

"Jesus," G aham said.
“"You're right. How d you know t hat ?"

"Goodness, gracious, great balls of-" Cheryl stopped
si ngi ng. She
turned toward the el evators.

"Ah. Here we go."

Cheryl wal ked toward the el evators. Just as she stepped
beneat h the

overhang, she threw her arns around the man who had
arrived. They

enbraced and ki ssed warmy. But the man renmi ned beneath
t he over hang.

We could see his arns around Cheryl, but we could not see
his face.

"Shit," G aham sai d.



"Don"tworry," | said.

"We'll see himin a mnute. If not this canera, another
canera. But |

think we can say this is not sonebody she just net. This
I S sonebody

she already knows." ' "Not unless she's real friendly.
Yeah, | ook.

This guy isn't wasting any tine."

The man's hands slid up the black dress, raising her
skirt.

He squeezed her buttocks. Cheryl Austin pressed agai nst
hi s body.

Their clinch was intense, passionate. Together they noved
deeper into

the room turning slowy. Now the man's back was to us.
Her skirt was

bunched around her wai st. She reached down to rub his
crotch. The

coupl e half wal ked, half stunbled to the nearest desk.
The man bent

her back agai nst the desk and suddenly she protested,
pushi ng him

away.

"Ah, ah. Not so fast," G aham said.
"Qur girl has standards, after all."

| wondered if that was it. Cheryl seenmed to have led him
on, then

changed her mnd. | noticed that she had changed npods

al nost

I nstantaneously. It made ne wonder if she had been acting
all al ong,

i f her passion was faked. Certainly the man did not seem
particularly

surprised by her sudden change. Sitting up on the desk,
she kept

pushing at him alnost angrily. The man stepped away.

H s back was



still to us. We couldn't see his face. As soon as he had
st epped
back, she changed again: smling, kittenish now.

Wth slow novenents, she got off the desk and adjusted her
skirt,
tw sting her body provocatively as she | ooked around.

W could see his ear and the side of his face, just enough
to see that

his jaw was noving. He was talking to her. She smled at
him and

came forward, slid her arns around his neck. Then they
began ki ssi ng

agai n, their hands noving over each other. Wal king slowy
t hrough the

office, toward the conference room

"So. Did she choose the conference roonf"

"Hard to say."

"Shit, I still can't see his face.”

By now they were near the center of the room and the
canera was

shooting al nost directly down. Al we saw was the top of
hi s head.

| said,

"Does he | ook Japanese to you?"

"Fuck. Who can tell. How many ot her canmeras were in that
roonf"

"Four others."

"Well. H's face can't be blocked in all four. W'll nai
his ass. "
| said,

"You know, Tom this guy |ooks pretty big. He | ooks
taller than she



Is. And she was a tall girl."

"Who can tell, inthis angle? | can't tell anything
except he has a

suit on. Ckay. There they go, toward the conference
room"

As they approached the room she suddenly began to
struggl e.

"Qops," G aham sai d.
"She's unhappy agai n. Mbody young thing, isn't she?"

The man gripped her tightly and she spun, trying to tw st
free. He

hal f carried her, half dragged her to the room At the
doorway, she

spun a final tinme, grabbed the door frame, struggling.

"She | ose the purse there?"
"Probably | can't see clearly."”

The conference roomwas | ocated directly opposite the
canera, so we had

a view of the entire room But the interior of the
conference room was

very dark, so the two people were sil houetted against the
i ghts of the

skyscrapers through the outer glass w ndows. The nan
lifted her up in

his arns and set her down on the table, rolled her onto
her back. She

becane passive, liquid, as he slid her skirt up her hips.
She seened

to be accepting, noving to neet him and then he nade a
qui ck novenent

bet ween their bodi es, and suddenly sonething fl ew away.

"There go the panties.”

It | ooked as if they |anded on the floor. But it was hard
to tell for



sure. |If they were panties, they were bl ack, or sone
ot her dark col or.
So nmuch, | thought, for Senator Rowe.

"The panties were gone by the tine we got there," G aham
said, staring

at the nonitor.

"Fucki ng wit hhol ding of evidence, pure and sinple." He
rubbed his
hands toget her.

"You got any Nakanoto stock, buddy, 1'd sell it.

"Cause it isn't going to be worth shit by tonorrow
aft ernoon. "

On the screen, she was still welcomng him and he was
funbling with

his zi pper, when suddenly she tried to sit up, and sl apped
hi m hard on

t he face.

G aham sai d,
"There we go. Alittle spice.”

The man grabbed her hands, and tried to kiss her, but she
resisted him

turning her face away. He pushed her back on the table.
He | eaned his

wei ght on her body, holding her there. Her bare | egs

ki cked and

chur ned.

The two sil houettes nerged and separated. It was

difficult to

determ ne exactly what was happening. It |ooked as if
Cheryl kept

trying to sit up, and the man kept shovi ng her back. He
hel d her down,

one hand on her upper chest, while her |egs kicked at him
and her body

twisted on the table. He still held her on the table, but



t he whol e

scene was nore arduous than arousing. As it continued,
had trouble

with the image | was seeing. Was this a genuine rape? O
was she

pl ay-acting? After all, she kept kicking and struggling,
but she

wasn't succeeding in pushing himaway. The man m ght be
stronger than

she was, but | had the feeling that she coul d have ki cked
hi m back if

she had really wanted to. And sonetines it |ooked as if
her arnms were

| ocked around his neck, instead of trying to push him
away. But it was

difficult to know for sure when we were seeing” Uh-oh.
Troubl e. "

The man stopped his rhythm c punping. Beneath him Cheryl
went |inp.

Her arnms slid away from his shoul ders, dropped back on the
table. Her

|l egs fell slack on either side of him

G aham sai d,
“Is that it? Did it just happen?"
"I can't tell."

The man patted her cheek, then shook her nore vigorously.
He seened to

be talking to her. He remained there for a while, maybe
thirty

seconds, and then he slipped away from her body. She
stayed on the

tabl e. He wal ked around her. He was noving slowmy, as if
he coul d not

believe it.

Then he | ooked off to the left, as if he had heard a
sound.

He stood frozen for a noment, and then he seened to nmake



up his m nd.

He went into action, noving around the room looking in a
met hodi cal

way. He picked up sonething fromthe fl oor.

"The panties.™
"He took "em hinsel f," G aham sai d.
"Shit."

Now t he man noved around the girl, and bent briefly over
her body on
the far side.

"What's he doing there?"
"I don't know. | can't see."
"Shit."

The man strai ghtened and noved away fromthe conference
room back into

the atrium He was no |onger silhouetted. There was a
chance we could

Identify him But he was | ooking back into the conference
room Back

at the dead girl.

"Hey, buddy," Graham said, talking to the image on the
noni t or.

"Look over here, buddy, Conme on. Just for a mnute."

On the screen, the man continued to | ook at the dead girl
as he took

several nore steps into the atrium Then he began to wal k
qui ckly away

to the left.

"He's not going back to the elevators,” | said.

"No. But | can't see his face



"Where is he going?"

"There's a stairwell at the far end," G aham sai d.
"Fire exit."

"Why is he going there, instead of the el evator?”
"Who knows? | just want to see his face. Just once."

But now the man was to the far left of our canmera, and
even though he

was no | onger turned away, we could see only his left ear
and

cheekbone. He wal ked qui ckly. Soon he woul d be gone from
our Vi ew,

beneath the ceiling overhang at the far end of the room

"Ah, shit. This angle's no good. Let's | ook at another
t ape. "

"Just a mnute," | said.

Qur man was novi ng toward a dark passageway that nust |ead
to the

staircase. But as he went, he passed a decorative
gilt-frame mrror

hangi ng on the wall, right by the passage. He passed it
just as he

went under the overhang, into final darkness.

"There!"
"How do you stop this thing?"

| was pressing buttons on the player frantically. |
finally

found the one that stopped it. W went back. Then
forward agai n.

Agai n, the man noved purposefully toward the dark passage,
wi th | ong,

qui ck strides. He noved past the mrror, and for an

I nstant-a single



video frame-we could see his face reflected in the
mrror-see it

clearly-and | pressed the button to freeze the frane"
Bi ngo | said.

"A fucking Jap," G aham said.
"Just like |I told you."

Frozen in the mrror was the face of the killer as he
strode toward the

stairwell. | had no trouble recognizing the tense
features of Eddie
Sakanur a.

This one is mne," G aham sai d.

"It's ny case.
“I"'mgoing to go bring the bastard in."

"Sure," Connor said.

"I mean," G aham sai d,

“I"d rather go al one.™

"Of course," Connor said.

"It's your case, Tom Do whatever you think best."

Connor wote down Eddi e Sakanmura's address for him

“It's not that | don't appreciate your help," G aham said.
"But 1'd rather handle it nmyself. Now, just so | have ny
facts

straight: you guys talked to this guy earlier tonight, and
you didn't

bring himin?"

"That's right."

"Well, don'tworry about it," G aham said.



“I''l'l bury that in the report. Itwon't conme back to you,
| prom se

you." Graham was in a magnani nous nood, pleased at the
prospect of

arresting Sakanura. He gl anced at his watch.

"Fucking A Less than six hours since the original call,
and we al ready
have the murderer. Not bad."

"We don't have the nurderer quite yet," Connor said.

“I''d bring himin right away, if | were you."
“I"'mleaving now," G aham sai d.

"Ch, and Tom " Connor said, as Graham headed toward the
door.

"Eddi e Sakanura is a strange guy, but he's not known to be
violent. |

doubt very nmuch that he's arnmed. He probably doesn't even
own a gun.

He went hone fromthe party with a redhead. He's probably
in bed with

her now. | think itwould be advisable to bring himin
alive."

"Hey," G aham sai d.

"What is it with you two?"

"Just a suggestion,” Connor said.
"You really think 1"'mgoing to shoot this little
shi t head?"

"You'll go out there with a couple of black and whites for
backup,
won't you?" Connor sai d.

"The patrolmen m ght be excitable. |I'mjust giving you
t he



background. "

"Hey. Thanks for your fucking support,” G aham said, and

he left. He

was so broad, he had to turn slightly sideways to go
t hrough t he

door.

| wat ched hi m go.
"Why are you letting himdo this al one?"
Connor shrugged.
"It's his case.”

"But you've been aggressive all night in pursuing his
case.

Wiy stop now?"
Connor sai d.

"Let Graham have the glory. After all, what has it got to
do with us?

|'"'ma cop on extended | eave. And you're just a corrupt

| i ai son
of ficer.'

He pointed to the videot ape.

"You want to run that for ne, before you give ne a ride
honme?"

"Sure." | rewound the tape.

"I was thinking we could get a cup of coffee, too, " Connor
sai d.

"They nake a

good one in the SID |labs. At |east they used to."

| said,

"You want nme to get coffee while you | ook at the tape?”

"That woul d be nice, Kohai," Connor said.



"Sure." | started the tape for him and turned to | eave.

"COh, and kohai. Wile you' re down there, ask the night
duty officer

what facilities the departnent has for videotapes.
Because all these

need to be duplicated. And we may need hard copies of

i ndi vi dual

frames. Especially if there's trouble about Sakanura's
arrest as

Japan- bashing by the departnent. W may need to rel ease a
picture. To

def end oursel ves."

It was a good point.
"Ckay, " | said.
“I''l'l check."

"And | take m ne black with one sugar." He turned to | ook
at the
noni t or.

The scientific investigation division, or SID, was in the
basement of

Parker Center. It was after two in the norning when | got
t here, and

nost of the sections were cl osed down.

SID was pretty nmuch a nine-to-five operation. O course,

t he teans

wor ked at night collecting evidence fromcrinme scenes, but
t he evi dence

was then stored in | ockers, either dowmmtown or at one of

t he di vi si ons,

until the next norning.

| went to the coffee machine, in the little cafeteria next
to Latent

Prints. Al around the roomwere signs reading DI D YQU
WASH YOUR

HANDS? THI S MEANS You and DON T EXPOSE FELLOW OFFI CERS TO



Rl SK. WASH

YOUR HANDS. The reason was that the SID teans used

poi sons, especially

Crimnalistics. There was so nuch nercury, arsenic, and
chrom um

floating around that in the old days, officers had
sonetines gotten

sick by drinking froma Styrofoam cup that another |ab
wor ker had

nerely touched.

But these days people were nore careful; | got two cups of
cof fee and

went back to the night-duty desk. Jackie Levine was on
duty, with her

feet up on the desk. She was a heavyset woman weari ng

t or eador pants

and an orange w g.

Despite her bizarre appearance, she was w dely
acknow edged to be the

best print lifter in the departnent. She was reading
Modern Bri de

magazi ne. | said,

"You going to do' it again, Jackie?"

"Hell, no," she said.

"My daughter,™

"Who' s she marryi ng?"

"Let's tal k about sonething happy," she said.

"One of those coffees for ne?"

"Sorry," | said.

"But | have a question for you. Wo handl es vi deot ape
evi dence

her e?"

"Vi deot ape evi dence?"



"Li ke tape from surveillance caneras. Who anal yzes it,
makes hard
copies, all that?"

"Well, we don't get nmuch call for that," Jackie said.

"Electronics used to do it here, but | think they gave it
up.

Nowadays, video either goes to Valley or Medlar Hall."
She sat
forward, thunbed through a directory.

“If you want, you can talk to Bill Harrel son over at
Medl ar. But if
it's anything special, | think we farmit out to JPL or

t he Advanced

| magi ng Lab at U S.C. You want the contact nunbers, or you
want to go

t hrough Harrel son?"

Sonething in her tone told ne what to do.

"Maybe 1'lI| take the contact nunbers.™

"Yeah, | would."

| wote the nunbers down and went back up to the division.
Connor had

finished the tape and was running it back and forth at the
poi nt where

Sakamura's face appeared in the mrror.

"Well?" | said.

"That's Eddie, all right." He appeared cal m al nost
indifferent. He

took the coffee fromnme and sipped it.

"Terrible."

"Yeah, | know. "



"It used to be better.’
off the video
recorder, stood, and stretched.

Connor set the cup aside, turned

"Well, | think we've done a good evening's work. Wat do
you say we

get sone sleep? | have a big golf ganme in the norning at
Sunset

Hlls."

"Ckay," | said. | packed the tapes back in the cardboard
box, and set

the VCR carefully in the box, too.

Connor said,

"What're you going to do with those tapes?"

"I''l'l put "emin the evidence |ocker."

Connor said,

"These are the originals. And we don't have duplicates.”
"1 know, but | can't get dupes nade until tonorrow "
"Exactly ny point. Wiy don't you keep themw th you?"
"Take them honme?" There were all sorts of departnental

I nj uncti ons

about taking evidence hone. It was against the rules, to
put it

mldly.

He shrugged.

"I wouldn't leave this to chance. Take the tapes with
you, and then

you can arrange the duplication yourself, tonorrow"

| stuck themunder ny arm | said,

"You don't think anybody at the departnentwoul d-" "C
course not,"



Connor sai d.

"But this evidence is crucial and we woul dn't want anybody
to wal k by

the evidence | ocker with a big magnet while we were

asl eep, woul d

we?"

So in the end | took the tapes. As we went out the door,
we passed

I shiguro, still sitting there, contrite. Connor said
sonet hi ng qui ckly

to himin Japanese. Ishiguro junped to his feet, bowed
qui ckly, and

scurried out of the office.

""Is he really so scared?"

"Yes," Connor said.

| shi guro noved qui ckly down the hall ahead of us, head
bent | ow. He

seened al nost a caricature of a nousy, frightened man

"Why?" | said.

"He's lived here | ong enough to know t hat any case we
m ght have

agai nst himfor w thhol ding evidence is not strong. And
we have even

| ess of a case agai nst Nakanoto."

"That's not the point,"” Connor said.

"He's notworried about legalities. He's worried about
scandal . Because

that' s whatwoul d happen if we were in Japan.”

W canme around the corner. Ishiguro was standi ng by the
banks of

el evators, waiting. W waited, too. There was an awkward
nonment. The

first elevator cane, and |shiguro stepped away for us to
get on. The



doors closed on himbowng to us in the | obby. The
el evator started
down.

Connor said,
"I'n Japan, he and his conpany could be finished forever."
Why ?"

"Because in Japan, scandal is the nbst common way of
revising the

pecking order. O getting rid of a powerful opponent.
I[t's a routine

procedure over there. You uncover a vulnerability, and
you leak it to

the press, or to governnent investigators. A scandal

I nevitably

foll ows, and the person or organization is ruined. That's
how t he

Recruit scandal brought down Takeshita as prine mnister.
O the

financi al scandals brought down Prine Mnister Tanaka in
t he seventi es.

It's the sane way the Japanese screwed General Electric a
coupl e of

years ago."

"They screwed General Electric?"

"In the Yokogawa scandal. You heard of it? No? Well,
It's classic

Japanese naneuvering. A few years ago, Ceneral Electric
made t he best

scanni ng equi pnent in the world for hospitals. GE forned
a subsidiary,

Yokogawa Medical, to market this equi pnment in Japan. And
GE did

busi ness the Japanese way: cutting costs bel ow conpetitors
to get

mar ket

share, providing excellent service and support,
entertaining

custoners-giving potential buyers air tickets and



travel er's checks.

We'd call it bribes, but it's standard busi ness procedure
i n Japan.

Yokogawa qui ckly becane the market | eader, ahead of
Japanese conpani es

| i ke Toshi ba. The Japanese conpanies didn't |ike that and
conpl ai ned

about unfairness. And one day governnent agents rai ded
Yokogawa' s

of fices and found evidence of the bribes. They arrested
sever al

Yokogawa enpl oyees, and bl ackened t he conpany nanme in
scandal . It

didn't hurt GE sales in Japan very nuch. It didn't matter
t hat ot her

Japanese conpani es al so offer bribes. For some reason, it
was the

non- Japanese conpany that got caught. Amazing, how t hat
happens. "

| said,
"Isit really that bad?"
"The Japanese can be tough," Connor said.

"They say 'business is war," and they nmean it. You know
how Japan is

al ways telling us that their narkets are open. Well, in

t he ol d days,

I f a Japanese bought an Anmerican car, he got audited by

t he governnent.

So pretty soon, nobody bought an Anerican car. The

of ficials shrug:

what can they do? Their market is open: they can't help
it if nobody

wants an Anerican car. The obstructions are endl ess.
Every i nported

car has to be individually tested on the dock to make sure
it conplies

W t h exhaust-em ssion | aws, Foreign drugs can only be
tested in

Japanese | aboratories on Japanese nationals. Foreign skis
wer e once



banned because Japanese snow was said to be wetter than
Eur opean and
Aneri can snow.

That's the way they treat other countries, so it's not
surprising they
worry about getting a taste of their own nedicine.”

"Then Ishiguro is waiting for sone scandal ? Because
t hat' s whatwoul d
happen i n Japan?"

"Yes. He's afraid that Nakanoto will be finished in a
si ngl e stroke.
But | doubt that it will. Chances are, it'll be business

as usual in
Los Angel es tonorrow. "

| drove Connor back to his apartnent. As he clinbed out
of the car |
sai d,

“"Well, it's been interesting, Captain.

Thanks for spending the time with nme."

"You're wel cone,"” Connor said.

"Call nme any tine, if you need help in the future."
"l hope your golf gane isn't too early tonorrow. "

"Actually, it's at seven, but at ny age | don't need nuch
sleep. 1'11
be playing at the Sunset Hills."

"I'sn't it a Japanese course?" The purchase of the Sunset
Hlls Country

Club was one of the nore recent outrages in L. A The West
Los Angel es

gol f course was bought for a huge cash price: two hundred
mllion

dollars in 1990. At the tinme, the new Japanese owners
sai d no changes



woul d beer nade. But now, the Anmerican nenb' ship was

sl ow y bei ng

reduced by a sinple procedure: whenever an Anerican
retired, his place

was offered to a Japanese. Sunset Hills nenberships were
sold in Tokyo

for a mllion dollars each, where they were considered a
bargai n; there

was a long waiting |ist.

"Well," Connor said,

"I mplaying with sone Japanese."”

"You do that often?”

"The Japanese are avid golfers, as you know. | try to

play twice a

week. Sonetinmes you hear things of interest. Good night,
Kohai .

"Good night, Captain.”

| drove hone.

| ,was pulling onto the Santa Monica freeway when the phone
rang. It

was the DHD oper at or

"Lieutenant, we have a Special Services call. Oficers in
the field

request assi stance of the l|iaison." nunber.
| sighed.

"Ckay." She gave ne the nobile "Hey, buddy."
It was G aham | said,

"H, Tom"

"You al one yet?"

"Yeah. |'m headi ng hone. Why?"



"I was thinking," G aham said.
"Maybe we shoul d have the Japanese |iaison on hand for
this bust."

"I thought you wanted to do it al one.”

"Yeah, well, maybe you want, to cone over and hel p out
with this bust.
Just so everything is done by the book."

| said,

"I's this a CYA?" | nmeant cover your ass.
"Hey. You going to help ne out, or not?"
"Sure, Tom |'mon ny way."

"We'll wait for you."

Eddi e Sakanmura lived in a small house on one of those
narrow tw sting

streets high in the Hollywood hills above the 101 freeway.
It was 2:45

a.m when | cane around a curve and saw the two bl ack and
whites with

their lights off, and Grahanis tan sedan, parked to one

si de.

G aham was standing with the patrol nen, snoking a
cigarette. | had to
go back a dozen neters to find a place to park.

Then | wal ked over to them

We | ooked up at Eddie's house, built over a garage at
street level. It

was one of those two-bedroom white stucco houses fromthe
1940s. The

lights were on, and we heard Frank Sinatra singing.

Gr aham sai d,

"He's not alone. He's got sone broads up there."



| said,

"How do you want to handle it?"

G aham sai d,

"We | eave the boys here. | told 'em no shooting,
don'tworry. You and

| go up and neke the bust."

Steep stairs ran up fromthe garage to the house.
"Okay. You take the front and I'll take the back?"
"Hell, no," Graham said.

"I want you with ne, buddy.

He' s not dangerous, right?"

| saw the silhouette of a wonman pass one of the w ndows.
She | ooked naked.

“Shoul dn't be," | said.

"Ckay then, let's do it."

W started up the stairs single file. Frank Sinatra was
si ngi ng

"My Way." We heard the |aughter of wonen. It sounded
i ke nore than
one.

"Christ, | hope they got sone fucking drugs out."

| thought the chances of that were pretty good. W
reached the top of the stairs, ducking to avoid being
seen t hrough the

W ndows.

The front door was Spani sh, heavy and solid. G aham



paused. | noved a

few steps toward the back of the house, where |I saw the
greeni sh gl ow

of pool lights. There was probably a back door goi ng out
to the pool.

| was trying to see where it was.

Graham tapped ny shoulder. | cane back. He gently turned
t he handl e

of the front door. It was unl ocked. G ahamtook out his
revol ver and

| ooked at ne. | took out my gun.

He paused, held up three fingers. Count of three.

Graham ki cked the front door open and went in | ow,
shout i ng

"Hold it, police! Hold it right there!"™ Before | got
into the living
room | could hear the wonen scream ng.

There were two of them conpletely naked, running around
the room and

shrieking at the top of their lungs, "Eddie! Eddie!"
Eddi e wasn't

there. Graham was shouting, "Were is he? Wiere is Eddie
Sakarur a?"

The redhead grabbed a pillow fromthe couch to cover
hersel f, and

screaned,

"Get out of here, you fucker!" and then she threw the
pillow at

Graham The other girl, a blonde, ran squealing into the
bedroom We

foll owed her' and the redhead threw anot her pillow at us.

In the bedroom the blonde fell on the floor and how ed in
pai n. G aham

| eaned over her with his gun.

"Don't shoot ne!" she cri ed.



"l didn't do anything!"

Graham grabbed her by the ankle. There was all this
tw sting bare

flesh. The girl was hysterical.

"Where i s Eddi e?" G aham said.

"Where is he?"

“In a neeting!" the girl squeal ed.

"Wher e?"

“In a neeting!™ And flailing around, she kicked Grahamin
t he nuts

wi th her other |eqg.

"Aw, Christ," Gahamsaid, letting the girl go. He
coughed and sat

down hard. | went back to the living room

The redhead had her high heels on but nothing el se.
| said,

"Where is he?"

"You bastards,"” she said.

"You fucking bastards.”

| went past her toward a door at the far end of the room
it" was | ocked. The redhead ran up and began to hit nme on
t he back

with her fists.

"Leave him al one! Leave him al one!"

| was trying to open the | ocked door while she pounded on

me. |
t hought | heard voices fromthe other side of the door.



In the next nmonent Grahamis big bulk slamed into the door
and the wood

splintered. The door opened. | saw the kitchen, lit by

t he green

| i ght of the pool outside. The roomwas enpty. The back
door was

open.

"Shit."

By now t he redhead had junped on ny back, and | ocked her
| egs around ny

wai st. She was pulling ny hair, scream ng obscenities. |
spun around

in circles, trying to throw her off ne. It was one of

t hose strange

nonents where in the mddle of all the chaos | was

t hi nki ng, be

careful, don't hurt her, because itwould | ook bad for a
pretty young

girl to end up with a broken armor cracked ribs, itwould
mean police

brutality even though right now she was tearing ny hair
out by the

roots. She bit ny ear and | felt pain. | slamed nyself
back agai nst

the wall, and | heard her grunt as the breath was knocked
out of her.

She | et go.

Qut the window, I saw a dark figure running down the

stairs. G aham
saw it, too.

"Fuck," he said. He ran. | ran, too. But the girl nust
have stri pped

me because | fell over, landing hard. When | got to ny
feet | heard

the sirens of the black and whites and their engines
starting up.

Then | was back outside, running down the steps. | was
maybe ten
neters behind Graham about thirty feet, when Eddie's



Ferrari backed
out of the garage, ground the gears, and roared down the
street.

The bl ack and whites inmediately took up pursuit. G aham
ran for his

sedan. He had pulled out to follow while I was still
runni ng for ny

own car, parked farther down the road. As his car flashed
past ne, |

could see his face, grimand angry.

| got into ny car and foll owed.

You can't drive fast in the hills and talk on the phone.
| didn't

even try. | estimated | was half a kiloneter behind

G aham and he was

sone di stance behind the two patrol cars. Wien | got to
t he bottom of

the hill, the 101 overpass, | saw the flashing lights
goi ng down t he

freeway. | had to back up and pull around to the entrance
bel ow

Mul hol I and, and then | joined traffic headi ng south.

When the traffic began to slow up, | stuck ny flasher on
t he roof, and
pulled into the right-hand breakdown | ane.

| got to the concrete enbanknment about thirty seconds
after the Ferrari

hit it flat out at a hundred and sixty kilonmeters an hour.
| guess the

gas tank had expl oded on inpact, and the flanmes were
junmping fifteen

neters into the air. The heat was trenendous. It | ooked
i ke the

trees up on the hill mght catch on fire. You couldn't
get anywhere

near the tw sted weck of the car.

The first of the fire trucks pulled up, with three nore
bl ack and



whites. There were sirens and flashing |ights everywhere.

| backed up ny car to nake room for the trucks, then
wal ked over to

Graham He snoked a cigarette as the firenen began to
spray the weck

w th foam

"Christ," Gaham sai d.
"What a fucking cock up

"Way didn't the backup patrol nen stop hi mwhen he was in
t he garage?"

"Because," G aham sai d,

"l told themnot to shoot at him And we weren't there.
They were

trying to decide what to do when the guy drove away." He
shook his

head" "This is going to look like shit in the report.™

| said,

"Still, it's probably better you didn't shoot him"
“Maybe." He ground out his cigarette.

By now, the firemen had gotten the fire out. The Ferrari
was a snoking

hul kK crunpl ed agai nst the concrete. There was a harsh
snell in the

air.

"Well," G aham sai d.

"No point staying around here. I'Il go back up to the
house. See if

those girls are still there.”

"You need ne for anything el se?"

"No. You mght as well go. Tonorrow i s anot her day.



Shit, it'll be paperwork until we drop." He | ooked at ne.
He

hesi t at ed.

"We in sync about this? About what happened?”

"Hell, yes," | said.

“"No way to handle it differently,"” he said.

"Far as | can see.”

"No," | said.

"Just one of those things,"

"Ckay, buddy. See you tonorrow. "

"Good night, Tom"

W got into our cars.

| drove hone.

"Daddy, open your eyes."

"Can't you |l et Daddy sleep a while? Daddy wants to sl eep
alittle

| onger this norning."

"I't's norning now, Daddy. Open your eyes. Qpen your
eyes. "

| opened ny eyes. She was right.

It was norning.

What the hell.

M's. Ascenio was snoring loudly on the sofa. It was
three forty-five

in the norning. | tiptoed past her and | ooked in
Mchelle's room M



daughter | ay on her back, her covers tossed aside, her
arnms flung over
her head.

Her feet stuck through the bars of the crib. | tucked the
covers
around her and went into ny own room

The television was still on. | turned it off. | pulled
off ny tie and

sat down on the bed to renobve ny shoes. | suddenly
realized how tired

| was. | took off ny coat and trousers and threw t hem
onto the

television set. | lay down on ny back and thought |

shoul d take off ny

shirt. It felt sweaty and griny on ny body. | closed ny
eyes for a

noment and |let nmy head sink back into the pillow Then
felt a

pi nchi ng, and sonething tugging at nmy eyelids. | heard a
chirping

sound and thought in a nonent of horror that birds were
pecki ng at ny

eyes.

| heard a voice sayi ng,

"Open your eyes, Daddy. Open your eyes." And | realized
that it was

nmy daughter, trying to pull ny eyelids up with snall
fingers.

"Yuuuh," | said. | glinpsed daylight, rolled away, and
buried nmy face

in the pillow

"Daddy? Open your eyes. Open your eyes, Daddy."

| said,

"Daddy was out late last night. Daddy is tired."

She paid no attention.



"Daddy, open your eyes. Open your eyes. Daddy Open your
eyes,
Daddy. "

| knew that she would continue saying the sane thing, over
and over,
until | lost ny mnd, or opened ny eyes. | rolled onto ny
back and
coughed.

"Daddy is still tired, Shelly. Go see what Ms. Ascenio
I s doing."

SECOND DAY

[
Eat your pancakes.”

"I don't want any nore."

"Just one nore bite, Shelly." Sunlight streamed through
t he kitchen
wi ndow. | yawned. It was seven o' clock in the norning.

"lI's Monmmy com ng today?"
"Don't change the subject. Cone on, Shel. One nore bite.
Pl ease?"

W were sitting at her kid-size table in the corner of the
kit chen.

Sonetines | can get her to eat at the little table when
she won't eat

at the big table. But | wasn't having much |uck today.

M chel |l e

stared at ne.

"I's Monmy com ng?"

"I think so. I'ni not sure.” | didn't want to di sappoint
her .



"We're waiting to hear."

"I's Monmy going out of town again?"

| said,

"Maybe." | wondered what "going out of town" neant to a
t wo- year - ol d,

what sort of image she woul d have of it.

"I's she going with Uncle Rick?"

Who is Uncle Rick? | held the fork in front of her face.
"

don't know, Shel. Cone on, open up. One nore bite."

"He has a new car," Mchelle said, nodding solemly, the

way she did
whenever she was; inform ng ne of inportant news, "Is that
ri ght ?"

"Uh- huh. Bl ack one."

"I see. What kind of car is it?"
" Sades. "

"A Sades?"

“"No. Sades."

"You mean Mercedes?"

"Uh- huh. Bl ack one."

"That's nice," | said.

"When is Monmy com ng?"

"One nore bite, Shel."

She opened her nouth, and | noved the fork toward her.



At the | ast nonent she turned her head aside, pursing her
lips.

"No, Daddy."
"All right," | said.
"I give up."

“I'"'mnot hungry, Daddy."
"I can see that."

M's. Ascenio was cleaning up the kitchen before she went
back to her

own apartnent. There was another fifteen m nutes before
ny housekeeper

El ai ne cane to take Mchelle to day care. | still had to
get her
dressed. | was putting her pancakes in the sink when the

phone rang.
It was Ellen Farley, the nmayor's press aide.

"Are you wat chi ng?"
"Wat chi ng what ?"

"The news. Channel seven. They're doing the car crash
ri ght now "

"They are?"
"Call me back," she said.

| went into the bedroomand turned on the television. A
vVoi ce was

saying, "-reported a high-speed chase on the Hol | ywood
freeway

sout hbound, whi ch ended when the suspect drove his Ferrari
sport scar

into the Vine Street overpass, not far fromthe Hol | ywood
Bow .

(bservers say the car hit the concrete enbanknent at nore



than a

hundred mles an hour, instantly bursting into fl anes.
Fire trucks

were called to the scene but there were no survivors. The
driver's

body was so badly burned that his glasses nelted.

The officer in charge of the pursuit, Detective Thomas
Graham sai d

that the driver, M. Edward Sakanura, was wanted in
connection with

the all eged nurder of a woman at a downtown | ocati on. But
t oday,

friends of M. Sakanmura expressed disbelief at this
charge, and

clainmed that police strong-armtactics pani cked the
suspect and caused

himto flee. There are conplaints that the incident was
racial ly

notivated. It is not clear whether police intended to
charge M.

Sakarmura with the nurder, and observers noted that this
was the third

hi gh-speed pursuit on the 101 freeway in the last two
weeks. Questions

of police judgnment in these pursuits have arisen after a
Conpt on wonman

was killed in a high-speed pursuit |ast January. Neither
Det ecti ve

Graham nor his assistant Lieutenant Peter Smth was
avail able to be

Interviewed, and we are waiting to hear if the officers
will be

di sci pl ined or suspended by the departnent."”

Jesus.
"Daddy ... "Just a mnute, Shel."

The i mage showed t he crunpl ed, snoking weckage being

| oaded onto a

flatbed truck for renoval fromthe side of the highway.
There was a

bl ack snmear on the concrete where the car had struck the



wal |

The station cut back to the studi o, where the anchorwonan
faced t he
camera and said,

"I'n other devel opnents, KNBC has |earned that two police
of ficers

interviewed M Sakanura earlier in the evening in
connection with the

case, but, did not arrest himat that tinme. Captain John
Connor and

Li eutenant Smth nmay face disciplinary review by the
departnent, with

guestions being rai sed of possible procedural violations.
However, the

good news is there are no | onger delays for traffic noving
sout hbound

on the 101 Now over to you, Bob."

| stared nunbly at the TV. Disciplinary review?
The phone rang. It was Ell en Farl ey again.
"You get all that?"

"Yeah, | did, | can't believe it. Wiat's it about,
El |l en?"

“"None of this is comng fromthe mayor's office, if that's
what you're

aski ng. But the Japanese conmmunity has been unhappy with
Graham

before. They think he's a racist. It |ooks |Iike he

pl ayed right into

t heir hands."

"I was there. G aham acted correctly."
"Yeah, | know you were there, Pete. Frankly, it's
unfortunate | don't want to see you tarred by the sane

brush. "

| said,



"Graham acted correctly."

“"Are you |istening, Pete?"

"What about this suspension and disciplinary revi ew?"
"That's the first | heard of it," Ellen said.

"But thatwould be internally generated. It's comng from
your own

departnent. By the way, is it true? Did you and Connor
see Sakanura

| ast ni ght ?"

n Yes. n

"And you didn't arrest hinP"

"No. We didn't have probable cause to arrest himwhen we
tal ked to

him Later on, we did."

El |l en said,

"Do you really think he could have done this nurder?"
"I know he did. W have it on tape."

"On tape? Are you serious?"

"Yeah. W have the nmurder on videotape fromone of the
Nakanot o

security caneras."

She was silent for a while. | said,

"Ell en?"

"Look," Ellen said.

"OFf the record, okay?"

"Sure."



"I don't know what's going on here, Pete. There's nore
t han |
under st and. "

"Why didn't you tell nme who the girl was, |ast night?"
“I"'msorry about that. | had a lot to take care of."
"Ellen."

A silence. Then: "Pete, this girl got around. She knew a
| ot of
peopl e. "

"Did she know t he mayor ?"

Si | ence.

"How wel | did she know hi n?"
"Listen," Ellen said.

"Let's just say she was a pretty girl and she knew a | ot
of people in

this town. Personally, | thought she was unbal anced, but
she was

good- | ooki ng and she had a hell of an effect on nen. You
had to see it

to believe it. Nowthere's alot of irons in the fire.
You saw t he

Ti mes today?"

n m' n

"Take a |l ook. If you ask ne, you want to be very correct,
t he next

coupl e of days. Dot your i's and cross your t s Do
everything by the

book. And wat ch your back, okay?"

"Ckay. Thanks, Ellen.™

"Don't thank nme. | didn't call." Then her voice got



softer.

"Take care of yourself, Peter.
| heard a dial tone.

" Daddy?"

"Just a m nute, Shel."

"Can | watch cartoons?"

"Sure, honey."

| found her a station with sonme cartoons and wal ked into
the living

room | opened the front door and picked up the Tines
fromthe mat. It

took ne a while to find the story on the | ast page of the
Metro

secti on.

CHARGES OF PCLI CE RACI SM
CLOUD JAPANESE FETE

| skimred the first paragraph. Japanese officials of the
Nakanot o

corporation conplai ned about "callous and insensitive"
pol i ce behavi or,

which they said detracted froma star-studded openi ng
night at their

new skyscraper on Figueroa. At |east one Nakanoto

of ficial expressed

the view that the police actions were "racially
notivated.” A

spokesperson said: "W do not believe the Los Angel es
Pol i ce Depart nent

woul d behave in this fashion if a Japanese corporation
wer e not

I nvol ved. We feel strongly that the actions of the police
reflect a

doubl e standard for treatnent of Japanese at the hands of
Anmeri can



officials.” M. Hroshi Ogura, chairman of the board of
Nakanot o, was

present at the party, which drew such celebrities as
Madonna and Tom

Crui se, but he could not be reached for coment on the
I nci dent. A

spokesman sai d,

"M. Qgura is deeply disturbed that official hostility
should mar this

gathering. He very nuch regrets the unpl easant ness that
occurred.”

According to observers, Mayor Thomas sent a staff nenber
to deal with

the police, but with little result. The police did not
nodi fy their

behavi or, despite the presence of the

speci al Japanese |iaison officer, Lieutenant Peter Smth,
whose job is

to defuse racially sensitive situations.... And so on, You
had to read

four paragraphs before you di scovered that a nurder had
occurred. That

particul ar detail seened to be alnost irrel evant.

| | ooked back at the lead. The story was fromthe City
News Servi ce,
whi ch neant there was no byli ne.

| felt angry enough to call ny old contact at the Tines,
Kenny Shubi k.

Ken was the | eading Metro reporter. He had been at the
paper forever,

and he knew everything that was going on. Since it was
still eight in

the nmorning, | called himat hone.

"Ken. Pete Smth."
"Oh, hi," he said.

"d ad you got ny nessage.”



In the background, | heard what sounded |li ke a teenage
girl: "Ch, cone

on, Dad. Wy can't | go?"

Ken sai d,

"Jennifer, let ne talk here for a mnute."

"What nessage?" | said.

Ken sai d,

"l called you last night, because |I thought you ought to
know ri ght

away. He's obviously working off a tip.

But do you have any idea what's behind it?"

"Behind what?" | said. | didn't know what he was tal king
about .

"' msorry, Ken, | didn't get your nessage."

"Real | y?" he said.

"I called you about eleven-thirty |ast night. The DHD
di spatcher said

you had rolled out on a case but you had a car phone. |
told her it

was inportant, and for you to call ne at hone if
necessary. Because |

felt sure you'd want to know. "

In the background, the girl said,

"Dad, conme on, | have to decide what to wear."

"Jennifer, damm it," he said.

"Chill out." To nme he said, "You have a daughter, don't
you?"

"Yeah," | said.



"But she's only two."

"Just wait," Ken said.

"Look, Pete. You really didn't get ny nessage?"

"No," | said.

“I"'mcalling about sonmething else: the story in this
nor ni ng' s

paper."

"What story?"

"The Nakanot o coverage on page ei ght. The one about
cal l ous and raci st

police' at the opening.”

"Jeez, | didn't think we had a Nakanoto story yesterday.
| know Jodi e was doing the party, but thatwon't run until
tonorrow. You

know, Japan draws the glitterati. Jeff didn't have
anything on the

scheds in Metro yesterday."

Jeff was the Metro editor. | said,

"There's a story in the paper this norning about the
mur der . "

"What nurder?" he said. H's voice sounded odd.
"There was a murder at Nakanoto | ast night. About
eight-thirty. One

of the guests was killed."

Ken was silent at the other end of the line. Putting
t hi ngs toget her.

Finally he said,

"Were you invol ved?"

"Hom cide called ne in as Japanese |iaison."



"Hhmm " Ken sai d.

"Listen. Let nme get to ny desk and see what | can find
out. Let's

talk in an hour. And give nme your nunbers so | can cal
you direct."

"Ckay. "

He cleared his throat.

"Listen, Pete," he said.

"Just between us. Do you have any probl ens?"

"Li ke what ?"

"Like a norals, problem or a problemwth your bank
account.

Di screpancy about reported inconme ... anything | should
know about ? As

your friend?"

"No," | said.

"I don't need the details. But if there's sonething that
isn't quite

right...... “Not hi ng, Ken."
" "Cause if | have to go to bat for you, | don't want to
di scover |

have stepped in shit."
"Ken. What's going on?"
"I don't want to go into detail right now But offhand I

woul d say
sonmebody is trying to fuck you in the ass,"

Ken sai d.
The girl said,

"Daddy, that's disgusting.”



"Well, you're not supposed to be listening. Pete?"
"Yeah," | said.

"I'"'m here."

"Call me in an hour," Ken said.

"You're a pal," | said.

"l owe you."

"Fucking right you do," Ken said.

He hung up.

| | ooked around the apartnent. Everything still | ooked
t he sane.

Mor ni ng sunlight was still streamng into the room

M chel | e was

sitting in her favorite chair, watching cartoons and
sucki ng her thunb.

But sonehow everything felt different. It was creepy. It
was |ike the

world had tilted.

But | had things to do' It was also getting late; | had to
get her
dressed before Elaine cane to take her to day care.

| told her that. She started to cry. So | turned off the
t el evi si on
set, and she threw herself on the floor and began to kick
and scream

"No, Daddy! Cartoons, Daddy!"

| picked her up and slung her underarmto the bedroomto
get her

changed. She was screamng at the top of her lungs. The
phone rang

again. This time it was the division dispatcher.



"Morning, Lieutenant. | have your uncl eared nessages."”

"Let nme get a pencil,” | said. | put Mchelle down. She
cried even
| ouder. | said,

"Can you go pick out which shoes you want to wear today?"

"Sounds |ike you got a nurder there,"” the dispatcher id.

sal

"She doesn't want to get dressed for school."

M chell e was tugging at ny | eg.

"No, Daddy. No school, Daddy."

"Yes, school,"” | said firmy. She baw ed.

"Go ahead,"” | said to the dispatcher.

"Ckay, eleven forty-one |ast night, you had a call froma
Ken Suboti k

or Subotnick, L.A Tinmes, he said please call him
Message reads

"The Weasel is checking up on you."
know what t hat

meant. You can call himat hone. You have the nunber?"

He said you woul d

"Yes."

"Ckay. One forty-two a.m this norning, you had a cal
froma M.

Eddi e Saka-1ooks |ike Sakamura. He said it's urgent,

pl ease call him

at home, 555-8434. It's about the m ssing tape. Ckay?"

Shit.

| said,



"What time was that call?"

"One forty-two a.m The call was forwarded to County
General and |
guess their switchboard couldn't |ocate you.

You were at the norgue or sonethi ng?"
"Yeah."

"Sorry, Lieutenant, but once you're out of your car, we
have to go
t hrough i nternedi ates."”

"Ckay. Anything el se?"

"Then at six forty-three a.m" Captain Connor left a
beeper nunber for

you to call. He said he's playing golf this norning.,
"Ckay. "

"And at seven-ten, we had a call from Robert Wodson, who
is with

Senator Morton's office. Senator Modrton wants to neet you
and Captain

Connor at one o'clock today at the Los Angeles Country

Cl ub. He asked

that you call and confirmthat you will attend the neeting
with the

senator. | tried to reach you but your phone was busy.
WIl1l you cal

t he senator?"

| said | would call the senator. | told the dispatcher to
page Connor

for me at the golf course, and have himcall ne in the
car.

| heard the front door unlock. Elaine canme in.

"Good norning," she said.

"I"'mafraid Shelly isn't dressed yet."



"That's okay," she said.
“I''l'l doit. What time is Ms. Davis conmng to pick her
up?"

"We're waiting to hear."
El ai ne had been through this routine many tines before.

"Conme on, Mchelle. Let's pick your clothes for today.
Time to get
ready for school .™

| | ooked at ny watch, and was on ny way to get another cup
of coffee
when t he phone rang.

"Lieutenant Peter Smth, please."
It was the assistant chief, Jim d son.
"H, Jim"

"Morni ng, Pete."
never called
anybody before ten o'clock in the norning unless there was
a big

problem d son said,

He sounded friendly. But Jim d son

"Looks |ike we got ourselves a rattlesnake by the tail
You see the
papers today?"

"Yeah, | did."

"You happen to catch the norning news?"

"Some of it."

"The chief's been calling nme for danage control. | wanted
to get where

you stand before |I nmake a reconmendati on.

Ckay?"



"Ckay. "

"I just got off the phone with Tom G aham He admits |ast
ni ght was a
prime screw up. Nobody is covered in glory.™

"I"mafraid not."

"Coupl e of naked broads inpeded two abl e-bodi ed police
of ficers and
prevent ed apprehensi on of the suspect? Is that about it?"

It sounded ridiculous. | said,
"You had to be there, Jim"
"Uh- huh, " he said.

"Well, one good thing so far. |'ve been checking if
correct pursuit
procedures were followed.

Apparently they were. W have recordings off the
conputers, and we

have voice recordings off the radio, and it's all strictly
by the book.

Thank God. Nobody even swears. W can rel ease those
records to the

media if this thing gets any worse. So we're covered
there. But it's

very unfortunate that Sakanmura is dead."

"Yes. " "Graham went back to get the girls, but the house
was

deserted. The girls were gone."

"l see.”

“In all the rush, nobody got the nanes of the girls?"

"No, I"'mafraid not."

"That neans we have no witnesses to the events in the



house. So we're
alittle vulnerable.”

" Uh- huh. "

"They're cutting Sakamura's body out of the weck this
norning to ship

what's left to the norgue. Gahamtells ne as far as he's
concer ned,

the case is wapped up. | gather there are videotapes

t hat show

Sakanmura killed the girl.

Graham says he is ready to file his concluding five-seven
ni ne report.
Is that how you see it? The case cl osed?"

"l guess so, Chief. Sure."

"Then we can shut this fucker down," the chief said.
"The Japanese comunity finds the Nakanoto inquiry
irritating and

of fensive. They don't want it to continue any |longer than
necessary.

So if we can call it A day, itwould help."
"It's okay with ne," | said.
"Let's call it a day."

"Well that's good, Pete," the chief said.

“I"'mgoing to speak to the chief, see if we can head off
any
di sci plinary action."

"Thanks, Jim"
"Try not to worry. Myself, | don't see a disciplinary
| Ssue.

As | ong ag we have videos that show Sakanmura did it."



"Yeah, we do."

"About those videos," he said.

“I"ve had Marty |l ooking in the evidence |ocker. He can't

seemto find
'em

| took a deep breath and said,

"No, | have them"

"You didn't log themin the evidence | ocker |ast night?"
“"No. | wanted to get copies mde."

He coughed.

"Pete. It'd be better if you had foll owed procedure on
that."

"I wanted to get copies nade," | said.

"Tell you what," Jimsaid, "get your copies nade, and get
the originals

onto ny desk by ten o' clock. Ckay?"

"Ckay. "

"It can take that long to locate the material fromthe
evi dence | ocker.

You know how it is."

He was sayi ng he woul d cover for ne.

"Thanks, Jim"

"Don't thank nme, because | didn't do anything," he said.
"Far as | know, procedure has been followed."

"Right."

"But just between you and ne: get it done right away. |



can hold the

fort for a couple of hours. But- sonething's

going on down here. | don't know exactly where it's
comng from So

don't push it, okay?"

"Ckay, Jim |I'mon ny way now. "
| hung up the phone, and went to get copies made.

Pasadena | ooked like a city at the bottomof a glass of
sour ml k. The

Jet Propul sion Laboratory, on the outskirts of town, was
nestled in the

foothills near the Rose Bow . But even at eight-thirty in
t he norni ng,

you coul dn't see the nountains through the yellowwhite
haze.

| tucked the box of tapes under ny arm showed ny badge,
si gned the

guard's clipboard, and swore | was an Anmerican citizen.
The guard sent

me to the main building, across an inner courtyard.

For decades, the Jet Propul sion Laboratory had served as
t he command

center for Anerican spacecraft that photographed Jupiter
and the rings

of Saturn, and sent pictures back to earth as video

| mages. JPL was

the place where nodern vi deo-image processi ng had been

i nvented. |If

anybody coul d copy these tapes, they could.

Mary Jane Kell eher, the press secretary, took ne up to the
third floor.

W wal ked down a |inme green corridor, past several doors

t hat opened

into enpty offices. | nmentioned it.

"It's true," she said, nodding.

"We' ve been | osing sone good people, Peter."



"Where are they going?" | said.

"Mostly to industry. W always lost a fewto IBMin
Arnmonk, or Bell

Labs in New Jersey. But those |abs don't have the best
equi pnent or

funding any nore. Now it's the Japanese research | abs
like Htachi in

Long Beach, Sanyo in Torrance, Canon in |Inglewood.
They're hiring a

| ot of Anerican researchers now. "

"I's JPL concerned about it?"
"Sure," she said.

"Everybody knows the best way to

transfer technology is inside sonebody's head. But what
can you do?"

She shrugged.

"Researchers want to do research

And Anerica doesn't do so much R and D any nore. Budgets
are tighter.

So it's better to work for the Japanese. They pay wel |,
and t hey

genui nely respect research. If you need a piece of

equi pnent, you get

It. Anyway, that's what ny friends tell ne. Here we
are."

She took nme into a | aboratory crammed wi th video

equi pnent . Bl ack

boxes stacked on netal shelves and on netal tables; cables
snaki ng

across the floor; a variety of nonitors and displ ay
screens. In the

center of all this was a bearded man in his md thirties
nanmed Kevin

Howzer. He had an inmage on his nonitor of a gear
mechani sm in

shifting rai nbow colors. The desk was littered with Coke



cans and
candy wrappers; he had been up all night, working.

"Kevin, this is Lieutenant Smth fromthe L. A P.D. He's
got sone

unusual vi deot apes he needs copied. "

"Just copi ed?" Howzer sounded di sappoi nted.

"You don't want anything done to thenf"

"No, Kevin," she said.

"He doesn't."

“"No problem"”

| showed Howzer one of the cassettes. He turned it over
I n his hand,

and shrugged.

"Looks-like a standard eight mlIlinmeter cart. What's on
it?"

"Hi gh-definition Japanese TV."
"You nean it's an HD signal ?"
"l guess so."

"Shoul dn't be a problem You got a playback |I can use?"

"Yes." | took the playback machi ne out of the box and
handed it to
hi m

"Jeez, they nake things nice, don't they? Beautiful
unit."

Kevin exam ned the controls in front.
"Yeah, that's high definition all right. | can handle

it." He turned
t he box around and peered at the plugs on the back. Then



he frowned.

He swung his desk |ight over and opened the plastic flap
on the

cassette, exposing the tape. It had a faint silver tinge.
"Huh. Do these tapes involve anything |egal ?"

"Actual ly, they do."

He handed it back to ne.

"Sorry. | can't copy it."

"Why not ?"

"See the silver color? That's evaporated netal tape.

Very high

density. I'll bet the format has real -ti nme conpression
and

deconpressi on com ng out of the box. | can't nake you a

copy, because

| can't match the formats, which neans | can't |ay down
the signal in

an equi val ent way that is guaranteed readable. | can nmake
you a copy,

but | can't be sure the copy is exact because | can't

mat ch formats. So

i f you have any | egal issues-and | assune you do-you're
going to have

to take it sonewhere else to get it copied.”

"Li ke where?"
"This could be the new proprietary D-four format. If it

Is, the only
pl ace that can copy it is Hamaguchi .

"Hamaguchi ?"

"The research |lab in G endal e, owned by Kawakami

| ndustries. They have

every piece of video equi pnmrent known to man over there.”

| said,



"Do you think they'd help ne?"

"To make copies? Sure. | know one of the lab directors,
Jim
Donal dson. | can call over there for you, if you like."

"That woul d be great."
“"No problem"”

Hamaguchi Research Institute was a featureless, mrrored
gl ass

building in an industrial park in north G endale. |
carried my box

into the | obby. Behind the sleek reception desk I could
see an atrium

in the center of the building, and snoked-gl ass-wall ed

| aboratories on

all sides.

| asked for Dr. JimDonal dson and took a seat in the

| obby. While |

was waiting, two men in suits cane in, nodded famliarly
to the

receptionist, and sat on the couch near ne. |gnoring ne,
t hey spread

out gl ossy brochures on the coffee table.

"See here," one of themsaid, "this is what | was talking
about. This
Is the shot we end wwth. This one cl oses.™

| glanced over, saw a view of w | dfl owers and snow capped
nmount ai ns.

The first man tapped the photos.

"l nmean, that's the Rockies, ny friend. It's real

Ameri cana. Trust

nme, that's what sells them And it's a hell of a parcel."

"How big did you say it is?"

"It's a hundred and thirty thousand acres. The bi ggest



remai ni ng pi ece

of Montana that's still available. Twenty by ten

kil ometers of prine

ranch acreage fronting on the Rockies. It's the size of a
nati onal

park. It's got grandeur. It's got dinension, scope.

It's very high

quality. Perfect for a Japanese consortium"”

"And they tal ked price?"

"Not yet. But the ranchers, you know, they're in a tough
situation.

It's legal now for foreigners to export beef to and beef
in Japan is

sonmething like twenty, twenty lars a kilo. But nobody in
Japan w ||

buy Anerican beef. |If Anericans send beef, it will rot on
t he docks.

But if they sell their ranch to the Japanese, then the
beef can be

exported. Because the Japanese will buy froma
Japaneseowned ranch.

"The Japanese wil|l do business with other Japanese. And
ranches al l

around Montana and Wom ng have been sold. The renaini ng
ranchers see

Japanese cowboys riding on the range. They see the ot her
ranches

putting in inprovenents, rebuilding barns, addi ng nodern
equi pnent, all

that. Because the other ranches can get high prices in
Japan. So the

Anerican owners, they're not stupid. They see the witing
on the wall.

They know they can't conpete.

So they sell.™
"But then what do the Anericans do?"
"Stay and work for the Japanese. It's not a problem The

Japanese
need soneone to teach them how to ranch. And everybody on



t he ranch

gets a raise. The Japanese are sensitive to Anerican
feelings. They're

sensitive people.”

The second man sai d,

"I know, but | don't like it. |I don't |ike the whole
t hing. "

"That's fine, Ted. What do you want to do, wite your
congressman?

They're all working for the Japanese, anyway. Hell, the
Japanese are

runni ng these ranches with Anerican governnment subsidies."”
The first

man twi sted a gold chain at his wist. He |l eaned close to
hi s

conpani on.

"Look, Ted. Let's not get all noral here. Because |
can't afford it.

And neither can you. We are tal king a four-percent
overall and a

five-year payout on a seven hundred m| purchase. Let's
make sure we

keep that in sight, okay? You personally are | ooking at
two point four

mllionin the first year alone. And it's a five-year
payout .

Ri ght ?"

"1l know. It just bothers ne."

"Well, Ted. | don't think you'll be bothered when this
deal cl oses..

But there's a couple of details we need to handle .

At that

poi nt, they seened to realize | was |istening. They stood
up and noved

out of earshot. | heard the first man say sonethi ng about
"assurances

that the State of Montana favors and approves .
t he second

and



man was nodding, slowy. The first man punched himin the
shoul der,
cheering hi m up.

"Li eutenant Sm th?"
A woman was standi ng beside ny chair.
"Yes?"

""" mKristen, Dr. Donal dson's assistant. Kevin over at
JPL call ed
about you. Sonething about tapes you need help wth?"

"Yes. | need them copied."

"I"'msorry | wasn't here to take Kevin's call. One of the
secretaries
took it, and she didn't really understand the situation."

"How s that ?"

"Unfortunately, Dr. Donaldson isn't here right now. He's
maki ng a
speech this norning."

"l see."

"And that makes it difficult for us. Wth himnot in the
| ab. "

"l just want to copy sone tapes. Perhaps soneone else in
the | ab can
help ne," | said.

"Ordinarily yes, but I"'mafraid it's inpossible today."

It was the Japanese wall. Very polite, but a wall.
si ghed.

it was probably unrealistic to i magi ne a Japanese research
conpany

woul d help ne. Even with sonething as neutral as copying

t apes.



"l understand."

"Nobody's in the lab this norning at all. They were all
wor ki ng | ate

on a rush project last night, and | guess they were here
to all hours.

So everybody's late com ng in today.

That's what the other secretary didn't understand. People
are coning
inlate. So. I don't know what to tell you."

| made one | ast attenpt.

"As you know, ny boss is the chief of police. This is the
second pl ace

|'ve stopped at already this norning. He's really riding
me to get

this duplicated right away."

“I"d love to help you. | know Dr. Donal dson woul d be
happy to. W' ve
done special work for the police before.

And |I'm sure we can duplicate whatever material you have.
Maybe | at er

today. Or if you'd care to leave it with us..." "I'm
afraid | can't

do that."

"Ckay. Sure. | understand. Well, |I'msorry, Lieutenant.

Per haps you can cone back later in the day She gave a

little shrug.
| said,
"Probably not. | guess it's just ny bad | uck that

everybody had to
work | ast night."

"Yes. It's a pretty unusual situation."



"What was it, sonething canme up? Research problent" "I
really don't

know. W have so much video capability on site,
occasionally we get a

rush request for sonething unusual. A TV commerci al that
needs a

special effect, or sonething like that. W worked on that
new M chael

Jackson video for Sony. O sonebody needs to restore tape
t hat has

been rui ned. You know, rebuild the signal. But | don't
know what cane

up last night. Except it nust have been a | ot of work.
Sonet hi ng |i ke

twenty tapes to be worked on.

And a real rush. | hear they didn't finish until after
m dni ght . "

| thought: It can't be.

| was trying to think what Connor would do, how he woul d
handle it. |

decided it was worth a stab in the dark.

| said,

"Well, I"msure Nakanmoto is grateful for all your hard
wor k. "

"OCh, they are. Because it turned out real well for them
They were happy. "

| said,

"You nentioned that M. Donal dson was giving a speech-"
"Dr.

Donal dson, yes-" "Were is he doing that?"

“"At a corporate-training semnar at the Bonaventure Hotel.
Managenent

techniques in research. He nust be pretty tired this
nor ni ng. But



he's al ways a good speaker."
"Thanks." | gave her ny card.

"You' ve been very helpful, and if there is ever anything
you t hink of,
or want to tell ne, call ne.

"Ckay." She gl anced at ny card.
"Thank you."

| turned to go. As | was |eaving, an Anerican in his |ate
twenties,

wearing an Armani suit and the smug | ook of an M B. A. who
reads the

fashi on magazi nes, canme down and said to the other two
men,

"Gentl emren? M. Nakagawa will see you now. "

The nen | eapt up, grabbing their gl ossy brochures and
pi ctures, and

foll owed the assistant as he wal ked i n cal m neasur ed
strides toward the

el evat or.

| Aent back outside, into the snog.

The sign in the hallway read WORKI NG TOGETHER: JAPANESE
AND AMERI CAN

MANAGEMENT STYLES. Inside the conference room | saw one
of those

tw | ight business sem nars where nen and wonen sit at |ong
t abl es

covered in gray cloth, taking notes in sem gloomas a

| ecturer drones

on at the podi um

VWhile | was standing there, in front of a table with the
name tags of

| at econers, a bespectacl ed worman cane over to ne and said,

"Have you registered? Did you get your packet?"



| turned slightly and flashed ny badge. | said,
“I would like to speak to Dr. Donal dson."

"He's our next speaker. He's on in seven or eight
m nut es.

Can soneone el se hel p you?"

“It"ll just take a nonent."

She hesit at ed.

"But there's so little tinme before he speaks .
"Then you better get going."

She | ooked as if | had slapped her. | don't know what she
expected. |

was a police officer and |I'd asked to speak to sonebody.
Did she think

It was negotiable? | felt irritable, renmenbering the
young fashi on

plate in the Armani suit.

Val ki ng in nmeasured steps, |ike a person of weight and
| nportance, as

he led the real estate sal esnen away. Wiy did that kid
t hi nk he was

I nportant? He m ght have an MB. A" but he was still

j ust answering

t he door for his Japanese boss.

Now, | watched the wonan circle the conference room
novi ng toward the
dais where four nen waited to speak

, The busi ness audi ence was still taking notes as the
sandy haired
man at the podi um said,

"There is a place for the foreigner in a Japanese
corporation. Not at



the top, of course, perhaps not even in the upper

echel ons. But there

is certainly a place. You nust realize that the place you
hold as a

foreigner in a Japanese corporation is an inportant one,
that you are

respected, and that you have a 'oh to do.

As a foreigner, you will have sone special obstacles to
overcome, but

you can do that. You can succeed if you renmenber to know
your

pl ace. "

| | ooked at the businessnen in their suits with their
heads bowed,
taking notes. | wondered what they were witing.

Know your pl ace?

The speaker continued: "Many tinmes you hear executives
say,

"I have no place in a Japanese corporation, and | had to

quit." O you
w || hear people say,
"They didn't listen to ne, | had no chance to get ny ideas

I npl enent ed,

no chance for advancenent.'
understand the role of

a foreigner in Japanese society. They were not able to
fit in, and so

they had to | eave. But that is their problem The
Japanese are

perfectly ready to accept Anericans and other foreigners
in their

conpani es. |Indeed, they are eager to have them And you
will be

accepted: so long as you renenber your place.”

Those people didn't

A wonman rai sed her hand and said,

"What about prejudi ce agai nstwonen in Japanese



cor por ati ons?"

"There is no prejudi ce agai nstwonen, " the speaker' said

"I'"ve heard thatwonen can't advance.
"That is sinply not true."

"Then why all the lawsuits? Sumtono Corp. just settled
a big anti

discrimnation suit. | read one-third of Japanese
corporations have

had suits brought by Anerican enpl oyees. \Wat about

t hat ?"

" "It is perfectly understandable,” the speaker said.

"Any tinme a foreign corporation begins to do business in a
new country,

It is likely to make m stakes while it gets used to the
habits and

patterns of the country. Wien Anerican corporations first
went

mul tinational in Europe in the fifties and sixties, they
encount er ed

difficulties in the countries they entered, and there were
| awsui ts

then. So it is not remarkabl e that Japanese corporations
al so have

sonme period of adjustnent comng into Arerica. It is
necessary to be

patient."

A man said with a | augh,

"I's there ever a tine when it's not necessary to be
patient with

Japan?" But he sounded rueful, not angry.

The others in the roomcontinued to nmake notes.

"Oficer? I1"'mJi mDonal dson. What is this about?"

| turned. Dr. Donal dson was a tall, thin man with



gl asses and a
preci se, alnost prissy air. He was dressed in collegiate

style, a

tweed sport coat and a red tie. But he had the nerd pack
of pens

peeki ng out of his shirt pocket. | guessed he was an
engi neer.

"I just had a couple of questions about the Nakanoto
t apes.”

"The Nakanoto tapes?”

"The ones in your |aboratory |ast night."

My | aboratory? M." ah-" "Smith, Lieutenant Smith." |
gave hi mny

card.

"Lieutenant, I'msorry, but | don't know what you're
tal ki ng about .

Tapes in ny |ab | ast night?"

"Kristen, your secretary, said everybody in the |l ab was
working |l ate on

sone tapes."

"Yes. That's true. Most of ny staff.”

"And the tapes cane from Nakanoto."

"From Nakanot 0?" He shook his head.

"Who told you that?"

"She did."

"I assure you, Lieutenant, the tapes were not from
Nakanot 0. "

"I heard there were twenty tapes."”

"Yes, at |least twenty. |I'mnot sure of the exact nunber.



But they were from McCann-Eri ckson. An ad canpaign for
Asahi beer. W

had to do a | ogo transformati on on every ad in the
canpai gn. Now t hat

Asahl beer is the nunber one beer in Anmerica.”

"But the question of Nakanoto-" "Lieutenant," he said

| npatiently,

glancing at the podium "let nme explain sonething. | work
for

Hamaguchi Research Labs. Hamaguchi is owned by Kawakam
I ndustries. A

conpetitor of Nakanoto. Conpetition anong the Japanese
corporations is

very intense. fair v intense. Take nmy word for it: ny
lab didn't do

any work on any Nakanoto tapes |l ast night. Such a thing
woul d never

happen, under any circunstances. If ny secretary said it
did, she's

m staken. It's absolutely out of the real m of
possibility.

Now, | have to give a speech. Is there anything el se?"
"No," | said.
"Thanks. "

There was scattered appl ause as the speaker on the podi um
finished. |
turned and left the room

| was driving away fromthe Bonaventure when Connor call ed
in fromthe

gol f course. He sounded annoyed.

"l got your page. | had to interrupt ny gane. This
better be good.

| told him about the one o' clock appointnment with Senator
Mor t on.

"All right," he said.



"Pick me up here at ten-thirty. Anything el se?"

| told himabout ny trips to JPL and Hamaguchi, then ny
conversati on

wi t h Donal dson.

Connor si ghed.

"That was a waste of tine."

n W]y?ll

"Because Hamaguchi is funded by Kawakam , and they're in
conpetition

wi th Nakanoto. There is no way they would do anything to
hel p

Nakanmoto." ' "That's what Donal dson told ne," | said.
"Where are you goi ng now?"

"To the U S.C. video labs. I'"'mstill trying to get the

t apes

copi ed. "

Connor paused. 'Anything else |I should know?"

n m' n

"Fine. See you at ten-thirty."

"Why so early?"

"Ten-thirty," he said, and hung up.

As soon as | hung up, the phone rang.

"You were supposed to call ne." It was Ken Shubi k at the
Times. He

sounded sul ky.

"Sorry. | got tied up. Can we tal k now?"

"Sure."



"You got information for nme?"

"Listen." He paused.

"Are you anywhere around here?"

"About five blocks fromyou."

"Then come by for a cup of coffee.”

"You don't want to talk on the phone?"

"Wl |

"Conme on, Ken. You always want to talk on the phone."
Shubi k was |ike all the Tines reporters, he sat at his
desk in front of

his conputer and wore a headset and tal ked on the phone
all day | ong.

It was his preferred way of doing things.

He had all his stuff in front of him he could type his
notes into the

conputer as he tal ked. Wen | was a press officer, ny
of fi ce had been

at police headquarters in Parker Center, two bl ocks from
t he Ti nmes

building. And still a reporter |ike Ken would rather talk
to ne on the

phone than see ne in person.

"Conme on by, Pete.”

That was cl ear enough.

Ken didn't want' to talk on the phone.

"Ckay, fine," | said.

"See you in ten mnutes."

The Los Angeles Tinmes is the nost profitable newspaper in



Anerica. The

newsr oom t akes up one entire floor of the Tinmes building,
and this is

the area of a city block. The space has been skillfully
subdi vi ded, so

you are never confronted by how large it actually is, and
how many

hundreds of people work there. But still it seens you
wal k for days

past reporters sitting at clusters of nodul ar

wor kstations, with their

gl owi ng conmputer screens, their blinking tel ephones, and
their

tacked-up pictures of the kids.

Ken's workstation was in Metro, on the east side of the
bui | di ng. |

found hi mstanding by his desk, pacing. Waiting for ne.
He took ne by

t he el bow.

"Coffee," he said.
"Let's get coffee "What is it?" | said.
"You don't want to be seen with ne?"

"No. Shit. | want to avoid the Wasel. He's down
hustling that new
girl on Foreign. She doesn't know any better yet."

Ken nodded toward the far end of the newsroom There, by
t he wi ndows,

| saw the famliar figure of WIlly WIlhelm known to
everyone as Wasel

Wlhelm WIly's narrow, ferret |like face was at this
nmoment conposed

into a mask of smling attentiveness as he joked with a
bl ond girl

sitting before a term nal.

"Very cute."

"Yeah. A little big in the rear. She's Dutch," Ken said.



"She's only been here a week. She hasn't heard about
him"

Most organi zati ons had a person |ike the Wasel: sonebody
who is nore

anbi ti ous than scrupul ous, sonebody who finds a way to
make hi nsel f

useful to the powers that be, while being roundly hated by
everyone

el se. That was the case with Weasel W/ helm

Li ke nost di shonest people, the Wasel believed the worst
about

everybody. He could always be counted on to portray
events in their

nost unflattering light, insisting that anything | ess was
a cover-up.

He had a nose for human weakness and a taste for

mel odrama. He cared

nothing for the truth of any situation, and he consi dered
a bal anced

apprai sal weak. As far as the Wasel was concerned, the
under | yi ng

truth was always strong stuff.-And that was what he dealt
in.

The other reporters at the Tinmes despised him

Ken and | went into the central hallway. | followed him
toward the
cof fee machines, but he led ne into the library.

In the mddle of the floor, the Tinmes had a library that
was | arger and
better equi pped than many college facilities.

"So, what is it about WI hel n?" | said.

"He was in here last night," Ken said.

"I canme by after the theater to pick up sone notes |
needed for a

norning interview | was doing fromhone. And | saw the



Weasel in the

i brary. Maybe el even o' clock at night. You know how
anbi ti ous the

little turd is. I could see it in his face. He had the
scent of

bl ood. So naturally, you want to know about what."

"Naturally," | said. The Wasel was an acconplished back
st abber A

year earlier, he had managed to get the editor of the
Sunday Cal endar

fired. Only at the last mnute did he fail to land the

j ob hinsel f.

Ken sai d,
"So | whisper to Lilly, the night Iibrarian.
"What is it? What's the Weasel up to?" She says,

"He's checking police reports on sone cop." So that's a
relief, |

think * But then | begin to wonder. | nean, I'mstill the
senior Metro
reporter. | still do a story out of Parker Center a

couple of tines a
nont h. What does he know that | don't?

For all | know, this should be ny story. So | say to
Lilly, what's the

name of this cop?"

"Let me guess," | said.

"That's right," Ken said.

"Peter J. Smth."

"What tinme was this?"

"About el even."

"Geat," | said.



"1 thought you'd want to know," Ken said"l do."

"So | saidto Lilly-this is last night-1 said,

"Lilly, what kind of stuff is he pulling?" And he's
pul i ng

everything, all the old clips fromthe norgue, and
apparently he's got

a source inside Parker who's going to | eak himinternal
affairs

records. Sone kind of a hearing about child nolestation.
Charge brought a couple of years ago."

"Ah, shit," | said.

"That true?" Ken said.

"There was a hearing," | said.

"But it was bullshit."

Ken | ooked at ne.

"Fill me in."

"It was three years back,"” | said.

"I was still working detective. My partner and | answered
a donestic

violence call in Ladera Heights. Hi spanic coupl e,

fighting. Both very
drunk, Wman wants ne to arrest her husband, and when |
refuse to, says

he's sexual | y abusi ng her baby. | go |ook at the baby.
The baby | ooks

okay. | still refuse to arrest the husband. The woman is
pi ssed. The

next day she cones in and accuses ne of sexual

nol estation. There's a

prelimnary hearing. Charges disnidssed as w t hout
merit."

"Ckay," Ken said.



"Now, you got any travel that's questionabl e?"
| frowned.
"Travel ?"

"The Weasel was trying to | ocate travel records |ast
ni ght .

Airplane trips, junkets, padded expenses . . ."

| shook ny head.

"It doesn't ring a bell."

"Yeah, | figured he nust be wong about that one. You're
a single

parent, you're not going on any junkets."

"No way."

" Good. "

W were wal king deeper into the library. W cane to a
corner where we

could see out to the Metro section of the newsroomthrough
gl ass wal | s.

| saw the Weasel still talking to the girl, chatting her
up. | said,

"What | don't understand, Ken, is why ne? | nean, | got
no heat on ne

at all.

No controversy. | haven't been a working detective for
three years.

"' mnot even a press officer any nore. |I'mliaison.

nmean, what | do

is political. So why Is a Tines reporter gunning for nme""
"At el even

o' clock on a Thursday night, you nean?" Ken said. He was
staring at

me like | was an idiot. Like there was drool com ng down



nmy chin.
| said,
"You think the Japanese are doing this?"

"1 think the Weasel does jobs for people. He is a scum
bag for hire.

He does jobs for the studios, record conpani es, brokerage
houses, even

the realtors.-, He's a consultant. The Wasel now drives
a Mercedes

500SL, you know. "

"Ch, yeah?"
"Pretty good on a reporter's salary, wouldn't you say?"
"Yeah, | woul d."

"So. You got on the wong side of sonmebody? You do that
| ast
ni ght ?"

"Maybe. "

"Because sonebody called the Wasel to track you down.'
| said,

"I can't believe this."

"Believe it," Ken said.

"The only thing thatworries nme is the Wasel's source
I nsi de Par ker

Center. Sonebody in the departne'ut's |eaking him
Internal affairs

stuff. You okay inside your own department?"

"As far as | know. "

"Good. Because the Weasel is up to his usual tricks.
Thi s norning |



tal ked to Roger Basconb, our in-house counsel,"

" And?"

"@uess who called himall hot and bothered with a question
| ast ni ght?

The Wasel. And you want to guess what the question was?"
| said nothing.

"The question was, does serving as a police press-officer
make an

I ndi vidual a public personality? As in, a public
personality who can't

sue for I|ibel?"

| said,

"Jesus. "

IIRi ght. n

"And the answer?"

"Who cares about the answer? You know how this worKks.

All the Wasel has to do is call a few people and say,
"H, this is Bill WIhelmover here at the L. A Tines.

W' re going

wth a story tonorrow that says Lieutenant Peter Smth is
a child

nol ester, do you have any conment -on that?" A few

wel | - pl aced call s,

and the story doesn't even have to run.

The editors can kill it but the damage is al ready done.™
| said nothing. | knew what Ken was telling me was true.

| had seen it happen nore than once.

| said,



"What can | do?"

Ken | aughed.

"You could arrange one of your fanous incidents of L.A
police

brutality."

"That's not funny."

"Nobody at this paper would cover it, | can pron se you
that. You

could fucking- kill him And if sonebody nade a hone

vi deo? Hey,

peopl e here would pay to see it on video."

"Ken. "

Ken si ghed.

"I can dream GCkay. There's one thing. Last year, after

W | hel m was
i nvolved in the, ah, change of nanagenent over in

Cal endar, | got an
anonynous package in the mail. So did a few ot her people.
Nobody di d

anything about it at the tine. It's pretty dirty pool.
You
I nt erest ed?"

" Yeah.

Ken took a snmall manila envel ope fromthe inside pocket of
his sport

coat. It had one of those strings that you wap back and
forth to

close it. Inside was a series of photos, printed in a
strip. It

showed WIly Wl helmengaged in an intinate act with a

dar k- hai red man

H s head buried in his | ap.

"You can't see the Weasel's face too well in all the
angl es," Ken



sai d.

"But it's him all right. Action snap of the reporter
entertaining his

source. Having a drink with him so to speak.”

"Who i s the guy?”

"It took us a while. H's nane is Barry Bornman. He's the
regi onal head

of sales for Kaisei Electronics in southern California."
"What can | do with this?"

"G ve ne your card," Ken said.

“I''l'l clipit to the envelope, and have it delivered to
t he Weasel . ™

| shook ny head.

"I don't think so."

"I't'd sure make himthink tw ce."
"No," | said.
"It's not for ne."

Ken shrugged.

"Yeah. It m ght notwork, anyway. Even if we squeeze the
Wasel ' s

nuts, the Japanese probably have other ways. | stil
haven't been abl e
to find out how that story ran last night. Al | hear is,

"Orders fromthe top, orders fromthe top." Whatever that
means. |t
coul d nean anyt hing."

"Sonmebody nust have witten it."

"I tell you, | can't find out. But you know, the Japanese



have a

powerful influence at the paper. It's nore than just the
ads t hey

take. It's nore than their relentless PR machi ne drumm ng
out of

Washi ngton, or the | ocal |obbying and the canpaign
contributions to

political figures and organizations. It's the sumof all

t hose things

and nore. And it's starting to be insidious. | nmean, you
can be

sitting around in a staff neeting discussing sone article
t hat we m ght

run, and you suddenly realize, nobody wants to offend
them It isn't a

guestion of whether a story is right or wong, news or not
news. And

It isn't a one-to-one equation, like

"We can't say that or they'll pull their ads.” It's nore
subtl e than

that. Sonmetines | look at ny editors, and | can tell they
won't go

Wi th certain stories because they are afraid. They don't
even know
what they are afraid of. They're just afraid.”

"So nmuch for a free press.”
"Hey," Ken sai d.

"This is not the tinme for sophonore bullshit. You know
how i t wor ks.

The Anerican press reports the prevailing opinion. The
prevailing

opinion is the opinion of the group in power. The
Japanese are now in

power. The press reports the prevailing opinion as usual.
No

surprises. Just take care.”

“ITowilL"
"And don't hesitate to call, if you decide you want to
arrange nail



service."

| wanted to talk to Connor@!| was begi nning to understand
why Connor

had been worried, and why he had wanted to concl ude the

I nvestigation

qui ckly. Because a well-iiiounted canpaign of innuendo is
a fearsone

thing. A skillful practitioner-and the Wasel was
skillful---would

arrange it so that a new story cane out, day after day,
even when

not hi ng happened. You got headlines |ike GRAND JURY
UNDECI DED ON

PCLI CEMAN S GUI LT when in fact the grand jury hadn't net
yet. But

peopl e saw the headlines, day after day, and drew their
own

concl usi ons.

The truth was, there was always a way to spin it. At the
end of the

I nnuendo canpai gn, if your subject was found bl anel ess,
you coul d still

nount a headline |i ke GRAND JURY FAILS TO FI ND POLI CEMAN
GUI LTY or

DI STRI CT ATTORNEY UNW LLI NG TO PROSECUTE ACCUSED cop.
Headl i nes |i ke

that were as bad as a conviction.

And there was no way to bounce back from weeks of negative
pr ess.

Everybody renenbered the accusation. Nobody renenbered

t he

exoneration. That was human nature.

Once you were accused, it was tough to get back to nornmal.

It was getting creepy, and | had a | ot of bad feelings. |
was a little

preoccupi ed, pulling into the parking | ot next to the
physi cs

departnent at U S.C." when the phone rang again.



It was assistant chief d son.

"Peter."

"Yes, sir.

"It's alnost ten o' clock. | thought you' d be down here
putting the
tapes on ny desk. You prom sed themto ne."

"I'"ve been having trouble getting the tapes copied."
"I's that what you' ve been doi ng?"
"Sure. \Why?"

"Because fromthe calls |I get, it sounds |like you aren't
dropping this
I nvestigati on,

Jimd son said.

“I'n the last hour, you' ve been out asking questions at a
Japanese

research institute. Then you've interrogated a scienti st

who wor ks for

a Japanese research institute. You' re hangi ng around sone
Japanese

semnar. Let's get it straight, Peter.

Is the investigation over, or not?"

"It's over," | said.

"I"'mjust trying to get the tapes copied. " "Mke sure
that's all it

I's," he said.

"Right, Jim"

"For the good of the whol e departnent-and the individuals
init-1 want
this thing behind us.™

"Right, Jim"



"I don't want to | ose control of this situation."
"l understand."
"I hope you do," he said.

"Get the copies nade, and get your ass down here." And he
hung, up

| parked the car, and went into the physics buil ding.

| waited at the top of the lecture hall while Phillip
Sanders fini shed

his lecture. He stood in front of a blackboard covered
wi th conpl ex

formul as. There were about thirty students in the room
nost of them

seated down near the front. | could see the backs of

t heir heads.

Dr. Sanders was about forty years old, one of those
energetic types,

I n constant notion, pacing back and forth, tapping the
equations on the

bl ackboard in short enphatic jabs with his chal k as he
pointed to the

"signal covariant ratio determ nation"” and the "factori al
delta

bandw dt h noi se. ™

| couldn't even guess what subject he was teaching.
Finally I
concluded it must be el ectrical engineering.

When the bell rang on the hour, the class stood and packed
up their

bags. | was startled: nearly everyone in the class was

Asi an, both nen

and wonen. Those that weren't Oriental were Indian or

Paki stani . Qut

of thirty students only three were white.

"That's right," Sanders said to nme |later, as we wal ked
down t he hal | way



toward his | aboratory.

"A class |ike Physics 101 doesn't attract Americans. It's
been t hat

way for years. Industry can't find them either. W

woul d be up shit

creek if we didn't have the Orientals and I ndi ans who cone
here to get

doctorates in math and engi neering, and then work for
Anerican

conpani es. "

We conti nued down sonme stairs, and turned left. W were
in a basement
passageway. Sanders wal ked qui ckly.

"But the trouble is, it's changing," he continued.

"My Asian students are starting to go hone. Koreans are
goi ng back to

Korea. Tai wanese the sane. Even Indians are returning
honme. The standard of living is going up in their
countries, and

there's nore opportunity back hone now.

Sone of these foreign countries have | arge nunbers of well
trai ned
peopl e.

He led nme briskly down a flight of stairs.

"Do you know what city has the highest nunber of PhDs per
capita in the
wor | d?"

"Bost on?"

"Seoul, Korea. Think about that as we rocket into the
twenty-first
century.”

Now we were goi ng down another corridor. Then briefly
outside, into

sunl i ght, down a covered wal kway, and back into anot her
bui | di ng.

Sanders kept gl ancing back over his shoulder, as if he was



afrai d of
| osing me. But he never stopped talking.

"And with foreign students going hone, we don't have
enough engi neers

to do Anerican research. To create new Anerican
technology. It's a

si npl e bal ance sheet. Not enough trai ned people. Even
bi g conpani es

like IBMare starting to have trouble. Trained people
sinply don't

exi st.

Watch the door.™"

The door swung back toward ne. | went through. | said,
"But if there

are all these high-tech job opportunities, won't they
begin to attract

st udent s?"

“Not like investnment banking. Or law " Sanders | aughed.

"America may | ack engi neers and scientists, but we |ead
the world in

t he production of |lawers. Anerica has half the | awers
in the entire

worl d. Think of that." He shook his head.

"We have four percent of the world popul ati on. W have
ei ght een

percent of the world econony. But we have fifty percent
of the

| awyers. And thirty-five thousand nore every year,
pouri ng out of the

schools. That's where our productivity's directed.
That's where our

national focus is. Half our TV shows are about | awers.
Aneri ca has

becone Land of Lawyers. Everybody suing. Everybody

di sputi ng.

Everybody in court. After all, three quarters of a
mllion American

| awyers have to do sonething. They have to nmeke their



t hree hundred
t housand a year. Qther countries think we're crazy.

He unl ocked a door. | saw a sign that said ADVANCED
| MAG NG

LABORATORY in hand-painted lettering, and an arrow.
Sanders |l ed ne

down a | ong basenent hal |l way.

"Even our brightest kids are badly educated. The best
Anerican ki ds

now rank twelfth in the world, after the industrialized
countries of

Asia and Europe. And that's our top students. At the
bottom it's

worse. One-third of high school graduates can't read a
bus schedul e.

They're illiterate. " W cane to the end of the hallway,
and turned

right.

"And the kids | see are |azy. Nobody wants to work. |
teach physics.

It takes years to master. But all the kids want to dress
li ke Charlie

Sheen and maeke a mllion dollars before they're
twenty-eight. The only

way you can nmeke that kind of noney is in |law, investnent
banki ng, Wall

Street. Places where the gane is paper profits, sonething
for not hi ng.

But that's what the kids want to do, these days."

"Maybe at U S.C "
"Trust ne. Everywhere. They all watch television."

He swung anot her door open. Still another corridor. This
one snell ed
nol dy, danp.

"I know, I know. |I'm ol d-fashioned,"” Sanders said.



still believe that every human bei ng stands for sonething.

You stand for sonething. | stand for sonething. Just
being on this

pl anet, wearing the clothes we wear, doing the work we do,
we each

stand for sonething. And in this little corner of the
worl d," he said,

"we stand for cutting the crap. W anal yze network news
and see where

t hey have been fucking around with the tape. W anal yze
TV comerci al s

and show where the tricks are-" Sanders suddenly stopped.

"What's the matter?"

"Wasn't there soneone el se?" he said.
"Didn't you conme here wth soneone el se?"
"No. Just ne."

"Oh, good." Sanders continued on at his sane breakneck
pace.

"I always worry about |osing people down here. Ah, okay.
Here we are.
The | ab. Good. This door is just where | left it."

Wth a flourish, he threw the door open. | stared at the
room
shocked.

"I know it doesn't |ook |Iike much," Sanders said.
That, | thought, was a serious understatenent.

| was | ooking at a basenent space with rusty pipes and
fittings hangi ng

down fromthe ceiling. The green linoleumon the floor
curled up in

several places to expose concrete beneath. Arranged
around the room



were battered wooden tables, each heaped w th equi pnent,
and dr oopi ng

wires down the sides. At each table, a student sat facing
noni t ors.

In several places, water plinked into buckets on the
floor.

Sander s sai d,

"The only space we could get was here in the basenent, and
we don't

have the noney to put in little anenities like a ceiling.
Never m nd,

doesn't matter. Just watch your head."

He noved forward into the room | am about a hundred and
ei ghty

centineters tall, not quite six feet, and | had to crouch
to enter the

room From sonewhere in the ceiling above, | heard a

har sh raspi ng

sizzl e.

"Skaters," Sanders expl ai ned.

"Sorry?"

"We're underneath the ice rink. You get used to it.
Actually, it's

not bad now. Wen they have hockey practice in the
af ternoon, then

it's a bit noisy."

We noved deeper into the room | felt like | was in a
submari ne. |
gl anced at the students at their workstations.

They were all intent on their work; nobody | ooked up as we
passed.

Sander s sai d,

"What kind of tape do you want to duplicate?"



"Eight-m|lineter Japanese. Security tape. It m ght be
difficult."”

"Difficult? | doubt that very nuch,"” Sanders said.
"You know, back in ny youth, | wote nost of the early
vi deo

| mage- enhancenent al gorithns. You know, de speckling and
I nversi on and

edge tracing. That stuff. The Sanders al gorithms were
t he ones

everybody used. | was a graduate student at Cal Tech
then. 1 worked

at JPL in ny spare tine.

No, no, we can do it."

| handed hima tape. He | ooked at it.

"Cute little bugger."”

| said,

"What happened? To all your algorithnms?"

"There was no commercial use for them" he said.

"Back in the eighties, Anerican conpanies |ike RCA and GE
got out of

commerci al electronics entirely. My i nage enhancenent
prograns didn't

have nmuch use in Anerica." He shrugged.

"So | tried to sell themto Sony, in Japan."”

n And?ll

"The Japanese had al ready patented the products. In
Japan. "

"You nean they already had the al gorithns?"

"No. They just had patents. In Japan, patenting is a
formof war. The



Japanese patent |ike crazy. And they have a strange
system It takes

ei ght years to get a patent in Japan, but your application
I s made

public after eighteen nonths, after which royalties are
noot. And of

course Japan doesn't have reciprocal |icensing agreenents
W th Anmerica.

It's one of the ways they keep their edge.

"Anyway, when | got to Japan | found Sony and Hitachi had
sone rel ated

patents and they had done what is called 'patent

fl oodi ng." Meani ng

t hey covered possible related uses. They didn't have the
rights to use

ny al gorithnms-but | discovered | didn't have the rights,
ei t her.

Because they had al ready patented the use of ny

I nvention." He

shrugged.

"It's conplicated to explain. Anyway, that's ancient

hi story. By now

t he Japanese have devi sed nmuch nore conplicated video
software, far

sur passi ng anyt hing we have. They're years ahead of us
now. But we

struggle along in this |lab. Ah. Just the person we need.
Dan. Are

you busy?"

A young worman | ooked up fromthe conputer console.

Large eyes, horn-rimglasses, dark hair. Her face was
partially
bl ocked by the ceiling pipes.

"You' re not Dan," Sanders said, sounding surprised.
"Where's Dan, Theresa?"

"Picking up a mdterm" Theresa said.



"I"'mjust helping run the real-tinme progressions. They're
finishing

now." | had the inpression that she was ol der than the

ot her students.

It was hard to say why, exactly. It certainly wasn't her
cl ot hes: she

wore a bright colored headband and a U2 T-shirt under a

| eans j acket.

But she had a calmquality that made her seem ol der.

"Can you switch to sonething el se?" Sanders said, Wl king
around the
table to | ook at the nonitor.

"Because we have a rush job here. W have to help out the
police." |

foll owed Sanders, ducking pipes, "Sure, | guess," the
woman sai d. She

started to shut down units on the desk. Her back was
turned to ne, and

then finally I could see her. She was dark,
exoti c-1 ooki ng, al nost

Eurasian. In fact she was beautiful, drop-dead beautiful.

She | ooked |Ii ke one of those high cheek-boned nodels in
magazi nes. And

for a monent | was confused, because this wonan was t oo
beautiful to be

wor ki ng in sone basenent electronics |laboratory. It
didn't make

sense.

"Say hello to Theresa Asakuma," he said.

"The only Japanese graduate studentworking here."

"H," | said. | blushed. | felt stupid. | felt that

I nformati on was

comng at me too fast. And all things considered, | would
rat her not

have a Japanese handling these tapes. But



her first nane wasn't Japanese, and she didn't | ook
Japanese, she

| ooked Eurasian or perhaps part Japanese, so exotic, maybe
she was

even" Good norning, Lieutenant,"
her left hand,

the wong hand, for nme to shake. She held it out to ne
si deways, the

way someone does when their right hand is injured.

she sai d. She extended

| shook hands with her.

"Hell o, M ss Asakuma "Theresa."

"Ckay. "

"I'sn't she beautiful ?* Sanders said, acting as if he took
credit for

it.

"Just beauti ful."

"Yes," | said.

"Actually, I"msurprised you' re not a nodel."

There was an awkward nmonent. | couldn't tell why. She
turned quickly

away.

"It never interested nme," she said.
And Sanders imedi ately junped in and said,

"Theresa, Lieutenant Smith needs us to copy sone tapes.
These
t apes.”

Sanders held one out to her. She took it in her left hand
and held it to the light. Her right hand remi ned bent

at the

el bow, pressed to her waist. Then | saw that her right
arm was

wi thered, ending in a fleshy stunp protrudi ng beyond the



sl eeve of her
jeans jacket. It |ooked |like the armof a Thalidom de
baby.

"Quite interesting," she said, squinting at the tape.
"BEBight-mllinmeter high density. Maybe it's the
proprietary digital

format we've been hearing about. The one that includes
real -time i mge

enhancenent . "

"I"'msorry, | don't know," | said. | was feeling foolish
for having

sai d anyt hi ng about being a nodel. | dug into ny box and

br ought out
t he pl ayback machi ne.

Theresa i nmmedi ately took a screwdriver and renoved the
top. She bent

over the innards. | saw a green circuit board, a bl ack
not or, and

three small crystal cylinders.

"Yes. It's the new setup. Very slick. Dr. Sanders,

| ook: they're

doing it with just three heads. The board nust generate
conponent RGB,

because over here-you think this is conpression
circuitry?"

"Probably digital to anal og converter," Sanders said.

“"Very neat. So small .’
box.

He turned to ne, holding up the

"You know how t he Japanese can nake things this way and we
can't? They

kai zen 'em A process of deliberate, patient, continual
refinements.

Each year the products get a little better, alittle
smaller, alittle

cheaper. Anericans don't think that way. Anericans are

al ways | ooki ng



for the quantum | eap, the big advance forward. Americans
try to hit a
home run to knock it out of the park and then sit back.

The Japanese just hit singles all day |long, and they never
sit back. So

with sonething |like this, you' re | ooking at an expression
of phil osophy

as much as anything."

He talked like this for a while, pivoting the cylinders,
admring it.
Finally | said,

"Can you copy the tapes?"

"Sure," Theresa said.

"From the converter, we can run a signal out of this
machine and lay it

down on whatever nedia you |ike. You want three-quarter?

Opt i cal

mast er ?
VHS?"

"VHS, " | said.

"That's easy," she said.

"But will it be an accurate copy? The people at JPL s
t hey coul dn't

guar antee the copy woul d be accurate.”

"Oh, hell, JPL," Sanders said.

"they just talk |ike that because they work for the
governnment, "W get
t hi ngs done here. Right Theresa?"

But Theresa wasn't listening. | watched her plugging
cables and wres,

noving swiftly with her good hand, using her stunp to
stabilize and



hol d the box, Like many di sabl ed peopl e, her novenents
were so fluid it

was hardly noticeable that her right hand was m ssing.
Soon she had

the smal |l playback nmachi ne hooked to a second recorder,
and sever al

different nonitors.

"What're all these?"

"To' check the signal.™

"You nean for playback?"

“"No. The big nonitor there will show the inage. The
others let ne

| ook at the signal characteristics, and the data map: how
t he i mage has

been |aid down on the tape."

| said,

"You need to do that?"

"No. | just want to snoop. |'m curious about how they've
set up this

hi gh-density format."

Sanders said to ne,

"What is the actual source material ?"

"It's froman office security canera.”

"And this tape is original?"

"I think so. Wy?"

"Well, if it's original naterial we want to be extra
careful with it,"

Sanders said. He was talking to Theresa, instructing her.

"We don't want to set up any feedback | oops scranbling the
medi a



surface. O signal |eaks off the heads that w |
conprom se the
integrity of the data stream"”

"Don'tworry," she said.

"l got it handled." She pointed to her setup.

"See that? It'll warn of an inpedance shift.

And |'mnonitoring the central processor too."

"Ckay," Sanders said. He was beaming |i ke a proud parent.
"How long will this take?" | said.

“"Not |long. We can | ay down the signal at very high speed.
The rate limt is a function of the playback device, and
it

seens to have a fast-forward scan. So, maybe two or
three m nutes per

t ape. "

| gl anced at ny watch.

"I have a ten-thirty appointnment | can't be late for, and
| don't want

to | eave these .

"You need all of them done?"

“"Actually, just five are critical."

"Then let's do those first."

W ran the first few seconds of each tape, one after

anot her, | ooki ng

for the five that canme fromthe canmeras on the forty-sixth
floor. As

each tape started, | saw the canera i nage on the central
noni t or of

Theresa's table. On the side nonitors, signal traces
bounced and



jiggled like an intensive care unit. | nentioned it.

"That's just about right," she said.

"I ntensive care for video."
I n anot her,
and started it up.

She ejected one tape, stuck

"Qops. Did you say this naterial was original? It's not.
These tapes
are copies.”

"How do you know?"

"Because we got a w ndup signature." Theresa bent over

t he equi pnent,

staring at the signal traces, making fine adjustnments with
her knobs

and di al s.

"I think that's what you got, yes," Sanders said. He
turned to ne.

"You see, with video it's difficult to detect a copy in
t he i mage

Itself. The ol der anal og video shows sone degradation in
successi ve

generations, but in a digital systemlike this, there is
no difference

at all. Each copy is literally identical to the master."

"Then how can you say the tapes are copies?"

"Theresa isn't |ooking at the picture,"” Sanders said.
"She's | ooking at the signal. Even though we can't detect
a copy from

the i mage, sonetines we can determ ne the inmage canme from
anot her vi deo

pl ayback, instead of a canera.”

| shook ny head.

n I_b\,\pll



Ther esa sai d,

"It has to do with howthe signal is laid down in the
first half-second

of taping. If the recording video is started before the
pl ayback

video, there is sonetines a slight fluctuation in the
si gnal out put as

t he playback machine starts up. It's a nechani cal
function: the

pl ayback notors can't get up to speed instantaneously.

There are electronic circuits in the playback machine to
mnimze the

effect, but there's always an interval of getting up to
speed. "

"And that's what you detected?"

She nodded.

"It's called a wi ndup signature.™

Sanders sai d,

"And that never happens if the signal is com ng direct
froma canera,

because a canera has no noving parts. A canera is

I nst ant aneously up

to speed at all tines."

| frowned.

"So these tapes are copies.”

"I's that bad?" Sanders sai d.

"I don't know. If they were copied, they m ght also be

changed,
ri ght?"

"I'n,theory, yes," Sanders said.



"I'n practice, we'd have to |ook carefully. And itwould be
very hard to

know for certain. These tapes come from a Japanese
conpany?"

"Yes."
"Nakanot 0?"
| nodded.
"Yes."

"Frankly I'm not surprised they gave you copies," Sanders
sai d.

"The Japanese are extrenely cautious. They're not very
trusting of

outsi ders. And Japanese corporations in Anerica feel the
way we woul d

feel doing business in Nigeria: they think they're
surrounded by

savages. "

"Hey," Theresa said.
"Sorry," Sanders said, "but you know what | nean. The
Japanese f eel

they have to put up with us. Wth our ineptitude, our

sl owness, our

stupidity, our inconpetence. That nakes them
self-protective. So if

t hese tapes have any | egal

significance, the last thing they'd do is turn the
originals over to a

bar bari an policeman |ike you. No, no, they'd give you a
copy and keep

the original in case they need it for their defense.
Ful |y confi dent

that with your inferior Anerican video technol ogy, you'd
never be able

to detect that it was a copy, anyway."

| frowned.



"How I ong would it take to nake copi es?"
“Not |ong," Sanders said, shaking his head.

"The way Theresa is scanning now, five mnutes a tape. |
| magi ne the
Japanese can do it nuch faster. Say, two mnutes a tape."

"I'n that case, they had plenty of tinme to nake copies
| ast night."

As we tal ked, Theresa was continuing to shuffle the tapes,
| ooki ng at

the first portions of each. As each inmage canme up, she'd
gl ance at ne.

| woul d shake my head. | was seeing all the different
security

caneras. Finally, the first of the tapes fromthe
forty-sixth floor

appeared, the famliar office image | had seen before.

"That's one."

"(Okay. Here we go. Laying it onto VHS." Theresa started
the first

copy. She ran the tape forward at hi gh speed, the images
streaky and

quick. On the side nonitors, the signals bounced and
jittered

nervously.

She sai d,

"Does this have sonmething to do with the nurder | ast
ni ght ?"

"Yes. You know about that?"
She shrugged.
"Il sawit on the news. The killer died in a car crash?"

"That's right," | said. er profile of her face She was



turned away.

The three-quart was strikingly beautiful, the high curve
of her

cheekbone. | thought of what a playboy Eddi e Sakanura was
known to be.

| said,

"Did you know hi nf"

"No," she said. After a nonment she added,

"He was Japanese."

Anot her nonent of awkwardness descended on our little
group. There was

sonmet hing that both Theresa and Sanders seened to know
that | did not.

But | didn't know how to ask. So |I watched the video.
Once again, | saw the sunlight noving across the floor.
Then the roomIlights came up as the office personnel

t hi nned. Now t he

fl oor was enpty. And then, at high speed, Cheryl Austin
appear ed,

foll owed by the man. They ki ssed passionately.

"Ah ha," Sanders said.

"I's this it?"

"Yes."

He frowned as he watched the action progress.

"You nean the nurder is recorded? " "Yes," | said.

"On nultiple caneras.”

"You' re kidding."

Sanders fell silent, watching events proceed. Wth the

st reaky
hi gh-speed image, it was difficult to see nore than the



basi ¢ events.

The two people noving to the conference room The sudden
struggl e.

Forci ng her back on the table.

St eppi ng away suddenly. Leaving the roomin haste.

Nobody spoke. We all watched the tape.

| glanced at Theresa. Her face was bl ank. The i nmage was
reflected in
her gl asses.

Eddi e passed the mrror, and went into the dark
passageway. The tape

ran on for a few nore seconds, and then the cassette
popped out .

"That's one. You say there are multiple caneras? How
many al

t oget her ?"

"Five, | think," | said.

She marked the first cassette with a stick-on |abel. She
started the

second tape in the nmachi ne, and began anot her hi gh-speed
duplicati on.

| said,

"These copies are exact?"

"Ch, yes."

"So they're | egal ?"

Sanders frowned.

"Legal in what sense?"

"Well, as evidence, in a court of law" "Oh, no," Sanders
sai d.



"These tapes woul d never be adm ssible in a court of |aw
"But if they're exact copies-"
that. Al

fornms of photographic evidence including video, are no
| onger

adm ssible in court.”

“It's nothing to do with

"I haven't heard that," | said.
"It hasn't happened yet," Sanders sai d.

"The case lawisn't entirely clear. But it's comng. Al
phot ogr aphs

are suspect these days. Because now, with digital

systens, they can be

changed perfectly. Perfectly. And that's sonething new.
Renmenber

years ago, how the Russians would renove politicians from
phot ogr aphs

of their May Day line ups? it was always a crude

cut - and- past e j ob-and

you coul d al ways see that sonething had been done. There
was a funny

space between the shoul ders of the remaining people. O a
di scol oration on the back wall. O you could see the

br ush-

strokes of the retoucher who tried to snooth over the
damage. But

anyway, you could see it-fairly easily. You could see the
pi cture had

been altered. The whol e busi ness was | aughabl e."

"I renmenber," | said.

"Phot ographs al ways had integrity precisely because they
wer e

| npossi ble to change. So we consi dered photographs to
repr esent

reality. But for several years now, conputers have

al | oned us to neke

seanl ess alterations of photographic imges. A few years
back the

Nat i onal CGeographic noved the G eat Pyram d of Egypt on a



cover photo.

The editors didn't Iike where the pyram d was, and they
t hought it

woul d conpose better if it was noved. So they just
altered the

phot ogr aph and noved it. Nobody could tell. But if you
go back to

Egypt wwth a canera and try to duplicate that picture,
you' Il find you

can't. Because there is no place in the real world where
t he pyram ds

line up that way. The phot ograph no | onger represents
reality. But

you can't tell. Mnor exanple."

"And soneone could do the sanme thing to this tape?”

“I'n theory, any video can be changed."

On the nonitor, | watched the nurder occurring a second
time. This

canmera was fromthe far end of the room It didn't show
t he act ual

murder very well, but afterward, Sakanura was clearly

vi si bl e as he

wal ked toward the canera.

| said,

"The i mage coul d be changed how?"

Sanders | aughed.

"These days, you can nmake any dann change you want."
"Coul d you change the identity of the nurderer?”
"Technically, yes," Sanders said.

"Mapping a face onto a conpl ex noving object is now
possi bl e.

Technically possible. But as a practical matter, it'd be

a bitch to
do."



| said nothing. But it was just as well. Sakamura was
our | eadi ng

suspect and he was dead; the chief wanted the case
finished. So did I

"OF course,”
fancy video
al gorithms for surface mappi ng and three di nensi onal
transformations.

They can do things that we can't begin to inmagine." He
drunmmed hi s

fingers on the tabl e again.

Sanders said, "the Japanese have all sorts of

"What is the tinetable of these tapes.” Wat's their
hi st ory?"

| said,

"The murder happened at eight-thirty |ast night, as shown
on the cl ock.

W were told the tapes were renoved fromthe security

of fice around

eight forty-five p.m W asked for them and there was
sone

back-and-forth with the Japanese.™

"As always. And when did you finally take possession?"

"They were delivered to division headquarters around
one-thirty a.m"

"Ckay, " Sanders said.

"That nmeans they had the tapes fromeight forty-five to
one-thirty."

"Right. Alittle less than five hours."
Sanders frowned.
"Five tapes, with five different canera angles, to change

in five
hour s?" Sanders shook his head.



"No way. It just can't be done, Lieutenant."”
"Yeah," Theresa said.

"I't's inpossible. Even for them

It's just too many pixels to change."

| said,

"You're sure about that."

"Well," Theresa said, "the only way it could be done that
fast is with

an automated program and even the nost sophisticated
progranms need you

to polish the details by hand.

Things |i ke bad blur can give it all away."

"Bad blur?" | said. | found | |iked asking her
guesti ons.

| |iked | ooking at her face.

"Bad notion blur," Sanders said.

"Video runs at thirty frames a second. You can think of
each frame of

video as a picture that's shot at a shutter speed of
one-thirtieth of a

second. Wiich is very slow nuch slower than pocket
caneras. |If you

filma runner at a thirtieth of a second, the legs are
j ust streaks.

Bl urs.

"That's called notion blur. And if you alter it by a
mechani cal

process, it starts to | ook wong. The i mage appears too
sharp, too

crisp. Edges |l ook odd. It's back to the Russians: you
can see it's



been changed. For realistic notion, you need the right
anount of
bl ur."

"I see.”

Theresa sai d,

"And there's the color shift."
"Right," Sanders said,

"Inside the blur itself, there is a color shift. For
exanpl e, | ook

there on the nonitor. The man is wearing a blue suit, and
his coat is

swWi nging out as he spins the girl around the room Now.
If you take a

franme of that action, and blowit up to its pixels, you
will find that

the coat is navy, but the blur is progressive shades of
| i ghter bl ue,

until at the edge it seens al nbst transparent-you can't
tell froma

single frame exactly where the coat ends and the
background begins."

| could vaguely imagine it.
"Ckay .

"I'f the edge colors don't blend snoothly, you will notice
it

i mrediately. It can take hours to clean up a few seconds
of tape, as

in a commercial. But if you don't do it, you wll see it
li ke that."

He snapped his fingers.

"So even though they duplicated the tapes, they coul dn't
have al tered
t henf"

"Not in five hours," Sanders said.



"They just didn't have tine."
"Then we are seeing what actually happened.”

"No doubt about it," Sanders sai d.

"But we'll poke around with this inage, anyway, after you
go. Theresa

wants to fiddle with it, | know she does. So do I|I. Check
in with us

| ater today. We'll tell you if there's anything funny.

But basically, it can't be done. And it wasn't done
here."

As | pulled into the parking circle at the Sunset Hills
Country, Cub I

saw Connor standing in front of the big stucco clubhouse.
He bowed to

the three Japanese golfers standing with him and they
bowed back.

Then he shook hands with themall, tossed the clubs into
t he back seat,
and got into ny car.

"You're | ate, kohai."

"Sorry. It's only a few mnutes. | was held up at
us.c"

"Your | ateness inconveni enced everyone. As a matter of

pol i teness,

they felt obliged to keep nme conpany in front of the club
while |

wai ted for you. Men of their position are not confortable
st andi ng

around. They are busy. But they felt obligated and could
not | eave ne

there. You enbarrassed ne very nuch. And you reflected
poorly on the

departnent."



"' msorry. | didn't realize."
"Start to realize, Kohai. You're not alone in the world."
| put the car in gear, and drove out. | | ooked at the
Japanese in the

rearview mrror. They were waving as we |eft. They did
not appear

unhappy, or in a rush to | eave.

"Who were you playing wth?"

"Aoki -san is the head of Tokio Marine in Vancouver.
Hanada-san is a vice-president of Mtsui Bank in London.
And Keni chi Asaka runs all of Toyota's Southeast Asian
plants fromK. L.

to Singapore. He's based in Bangkok,"

"What are they doi ng here?"

"They're on vacation," Connor said.

"A short holiday in the States for golf. They find it
pl easant to

relax in a slower paced country |like ours."

| drove up the winding drive to Sunset Boul evard, and
stopped to wait

for the light.

"Where to?"

"The Four Seasons Hotel."

| turned right, heading toward Beverly H|lls.

"And why are these nen playing golf with you' ?"

"Ch, we go way back," he said.

"A few favors here and there, over the years. |'m nobody
| nportant.



But relationships nust be maintained. A phone call, a
small gift, a

game when you're in town. Because you never know when you
will need

your network. Relationships are your source of

I nformati on, your

safety val ve, and your early warning system In the
Japanese way of

seeing the world."

"Who asked for this ganme?"

"Hanada-san was already intending, to play. | just joined
him |'m
gquite a good gol fer, you know. "

"Why did you want to play?"

y "Because | wanted to know nore about the Saturday
meeti ngs," Connor
sai d.

| remenbered the Saturday neetings. On the video we had
seen at the

newsr oom Sakamura had grabbed Cheryl Austin and said: You
don't

understand, this is all about the Saturday neetings.

"And did they tell you?"

Connor nodded.

"Apparently they began a long tine ago,"” he said.
“"Ni neteen eighty or so. First they were held in the
Century Pl aza, and

| ater in the Sheraton, and finally in the Biltnore."

Connor stared out the wi ndow The car 'ounced over the
pot hol es on

Sunset Boul evard.

"For several years, the neetings were a reqgular event.



Prom nent Japanese industrialists who happened to be in

t own woul d

attend an ongoi ng di scussi on of what shoul d be done about
Anerica. O

how t he Anerican econony shoul d be managed. "

" \What ?"

"Yes.

"That's outrageous!”

"Why?" Connor said.

"Why? Because this is our country. You can't have a

bunch of

foreigners sitting around in secret neetings and deci di ng

how t 0 nmanage
Pt

"The Japanese don't see it that way," Connor said, "I'm
sure they
don't! I"msure they think they have a goddamm right!"

Connor shrugged.

"As a matter of fact, that's exactly what they think. And
t he Japanese

bel i eve they have earned the right to decide " Christ "
"Because t hey

have invested heavily in our econony.

They have lent us a |lot of noney' Peter: a |ot of nobney.

Hundreds of billions of dollars. For nost of the |ast
fifteen years,

the United States has run a billion dollars of trade
deficit a week

with Japan. That's a billion dollars every week that they
nmust do

something with. Atorrent of noney roaring toward them
They don't

especially want so nmany dollars. What can they do with
all their



excess billions?

"They decided to | end the noney back to us. Qur

gover nnent was runni ng

a budget deficit, year after year. W weren't paying for
our own

prograns. So the Japanese financed our budget deficit.
They invested

in us. And they lent their noney, based on certain
assurances from our

governnent. WAshi ngton assured the Japanese that we woul d
set our

house in order. W would cut our deficit. W would

| nprove educati on,

rebuild our infrastructure, even raise taxes if necessary.
In short,

we woul d cl ean up our act.

Because only then does an investnent in Anerica make
sense. "

"Uh- huh, " 1 said.

"But we did none of those things. We |let the deficit

get worse, and we

deval ued the dollar. We cut its value in half in 1985.
You know what

that did to Japanese investnents in Anerica? It fucked

t hem What ever

they invested in 1984 now paid half its previous return.”

| vaguely renenbered sonething about this. | said,
"

t hought we did that to help our trade deficit, to boost
exports."”

"We did, but it didn'twork. Qur trade bal ance with Japan
got wor se.

Normal Iy, if you deval ue your currency by half,

the cost of everything inported doubles. But the
Japanese sl ashed

prices on their VCRs and copiers, and held their market



shar e.
Remenber, business is war.

"All we really acconplished was to nake Anerican | and and
Anerican

conpani es cheap for the Japanese to buy, because the yen
was now tw ce

as strong as it had been. W nmade the biggest banks in
the world all

Japanese. And we nade Anerica a poor country.”

"What does this have to do with the Saturday neetings?"

"Well," Connor said, "suppose you have an uncle who is a
drunk. He
says if you lend himnoney he'll stop drinking.

But he doesn't stop drinking. And you'd like to get your
noney. You

want to sal vage what you can from your bad investnent.
Al so, you know

that your uncle, being a drunk, is likely to get |oaded
and hurt

sonmebody. Your uncle is out of control. So sonething has
to be done.

And the famly sits down together to decide what to do
about their

probl emuncle. That's what the Japanese decided to do."

"Uh- huh."” Connor nust have heard the skepticismin ny
vVoi ce.

"Look," he said.

"Get this conspiracy stuff out of your head. Do you want
to take over

Japan? Do you want to run their country O course not.
No sensi bl e

country wants to take over another country. Do busine s,
yes. Have a

rel ati onship, yes. But not take over. Nobody wants the
responsi bility. Nobody wants to be bothered. Just |ike
wth the

drunken uncl e-you only have those neetings when you're



forced to. It's
a last resort.”

"So that's how the Japanese see it?"
"They see billions and billions of their dollars, had.

Invested in a country that's in deep trouble. That's
filled with
strange individualistic people who tal k constantly.

Who confront each other constantly. Wo argue all the
time. People

who aren't well educated, who don't know nuch about the
wor | d, who get

their information fromtel evision. People who don'twork
very hard, who

tolerate violence and drug use, and who don't seemto
object to it. The

Japanese have billions of dollars in this peculiar |and
and they woul d

|i ke a decent return on their investnent. "And even

t hough t he

Anerican econony is collapsing-it will soon be third in
the world after

Japan and Europe- it's still inportant to try and hold it
t oget her.

VWhich is all they're trying to do."

"That's it?" | said.
"They're just doing the good work of saving Anerica?"

"Sonmebody needs to do it," Connor said.
"W can't go on this way."
"We'll manage."

"That's what the English always said.” He shook his head.

"But now England is poor. And Anerica is becom ng poor,
t 0oo. "



"Wy is it becom ng poor?" | said, speaking |ouder than I
I nt ended.

"The Japanese say it's because Anerica has becone a | and
wi t hout

substance. We |l et our manufacturing go. W don't nake

t hi ngs anynore.

When you manufacture products, you add value to raw
materials, and you

literally create wealth. But America has stopped doing
that. Anericans

make noney now by paper mani pul ati on, which the Japanese
say is bound

to catch up to us because paper profits don't reflect real
weal t h.

They think our fascination with Wall Street and junk bonds
Is crazy."

"And therefore the Japanese ought to manage us?"

"They think soneone ought to nmanage us. They'd prefer we
do it

oursel ves. "

"Jesus. "

Connor shifted in his seat.

"Save your outrage, Kohai.

Because accordi ng to Hanada-san, the Saturday neetings
stopped in

1991. "

"Oh?@ "Yes. That was when the Japanese decided not to
wor ry about

whet her Anerica would clean up its act. They saw

advant ages in the

present situation: America is asleep, and inexpensive to
buy. "

"So there aren't Saturday neetings any nore?"

"There are occasi onal ones. Because of nichi bei kankei:



t he ongoi ng

Japanese- Aneri can rel ati onship. The econom es of the two
countries are

i nterl ocked by now. Neither

N

country can pull out, even if they wanted to. But the
neetings are no

| onger inportant. They are basically social functions.
So what

Sakamura said to Cheryl Austin is wong.

And her death had nothing to do with the Saturday
meetings."

"What does it have to do with?"

"My friends seened to think it was personal. A chijou no
not sure a

crime of passion. Involving a beautiful, irokichigai
woman and a

j eal ous man. "

"And you believe thenf"

"Well, the thing is, they were unaninous. Al three of

t hese

busi nessnen. O course Japanese are reluctant to express
di sagr eenent

anong t hensel ves, even on the golf course of an

under devel oped peasant

country. But | have learned that unanimty toward a
gaijin may cover a

mul titude of sins."

"You think they were |ying?"

"Not exactly." Connor shook his head.

"But | had the inpression they were telling nme sonething
by not telling

ne.

This norning was a gane of hara no saguriai. My friends



wer e not
forthcom ng."

Connor described his golf game. There had been | ong

sil ences all

nmor ni ng. Everyone in the foursone was polite and

consi derate, but

spoken comments were rare and reserved. Myst of the tine,
t he nen

wal ked over the course in conplete silence.

"And you had gone there for information?" | said.

"How could you stand it?"

"Ch, | was getting infornmation."
It was al

unspoken. Basically, the Japanese have an under st andi ng
based on

centuries of shared culture, and they are able to
comruni cate feelings

wi thout words It's the cl oseness that exists in Amrerica
bet ween a

parent and child-a child often understands everything,
just froma

parent's glance. But Anericans don't rely on unspoken
comruni cati on as

a general rule, and the Japanese do. It is as if all
Japanese are

menbers of the sanme famly, and they can communi cate

W t hout words To a

Japanese, sil ences have neani ng.

But as he explained it,

“I't's nothing nystical or wonderful,"” Connor said.

"For the nost part it is because the Japanese are so
hemred in by rules

and conventions, they end up unable to say anything at
all. For

politeness, to save face, the other person is obliged to
read the

situation, the context, and the subtle signs of body

post ure and

unstated feeling. Because the first person feels he can't



actual ly put

anything into words. Any speaking at all would be
i ndel i cate. So the

poi nt nmust be gotten across in other ways."

| said,
"And that's how your norning was spent? Not tal king?"

Connor shook his head. He felt he had quite clear

comuni cation with

t he Japanese golfers, and wasn't troubled by the silences
at all.

"Because | was asking themto tal k about other

Japanese- nenbers of

their famly-1 had to frane ny questions with great
delicacy. Just as

| would if | were asking whether your sister was in jail
or any subj ect

that was pai nful or awkward for you. | would be attentive
to how | ong

it took you to answer, and the pauses between your
statenents, the tone

of your voice-all sorts of things. Beyond the literal
commruni cati on.

Okay ?"

n G(ay' n

"It nmeans you get the feeling by an intuition.”

"And what was the intuition you got?"

"They sai d,

"We are m ndful that you have perfornmed services for us in
the past. W

feel a desire to help you now.

But this nmurder is a Japanese nmatter and thus we are
unable to tell you

everything that we mght |like to. Fromour reticence, you
may draw



useful concl usions about the underlying issue." That's
what they said
to ne."

"And what is the underlying issue?"
"Well," Connor said.

"They nentioned Mcro Con several times."
"That hi gh-tech conmpany?"

"Yes. The one that's being sold. Apparently it's a snall
conpany in

Silicon Valley that makes specialized conputer

machi nery. And there are political problens about the
sal e.

They referred to those problens several tines."
"So this nurder has sonething to do with Mcro Con
“I think so." He shifted in his chair.

"By the way, what did you learn at U S.C. about the
t apes?"

"For one thing, that they were duplicated."
Connor nodded.

"I assuned that," he said.

"You did?"

"Ishiguro woul d never give us the originals. The Japanese
t hi nk

everybody who is not Japanese is a barbarian. They nean
it, literally:

bar bari an. Stinking, vulgar, stupid barbarian. They're
polite about

it, because they know you can't help the m sfortune of not
bei ng born

Japanese. But they still think it."



| nodded. That was nore or | ess what Sanders had sai d,
t 00.

"The other thing," Connor said, "is that the Japanese are
extrenely

successful, but they are not daring. They are plotters

and pl odders.

So they're not going to give us the originals because they
don't want

to take any chances. Now.

What el se did you | earn about the tapes?"

"What nmkes you think there was sonething el se?" | said.

"When you | ooked at the tapes,"” he said,

"I"'msure you noticed an inportant detail that-" And then
we were

interrupted by the tel ephone.

"Capt ai n Connor, "
phone.

said a cheerful voice, over the speaker

"This is Jerry Or. Over at Sunset Hlls Country C ub?
You | eft
wi t hout taking the papers with you."

"The papers?”
"The application," Or said.

"You need to fill it out, Captain. O course it's just
routine. | can

assure you, there won't be any problemwth it,

consi deri ng who your

sponsors are."

"My sponsors," Connor said.
"Yes, sir," Or said.

"And congratul ations. As you know, it's al nost inpossible



to obtain a

menbershi p at Sunset these days. But M. Hanada's

conpany had al r eady

bought a corporate nenbership sonme tinme ago, and they have
decided to

put it in your nanme. | nust say, it's a very nice gesture
from your

friends."

"Yes, it is," Connor said, frowning.
| was | ooking at him

"They know how fond you are of playing golf here," Or
sai d.

"You know the terns, of course. Hanada wi || purchase the
menber shi p

over five years, but after that tinme, it'll be transferred
to your

nanme. So when you retire fromclub nmenbership, you're
free to sell it.

Now. will you be picking up the paperwork here, or should
| send it to

your hone?"

Connor said,

"M. Or, please convey ny heartfelt appreciation to M.
Hanada f or

his very great generosity. | hardly know what to say.

But I wll have

to call you back about this."

"That's fine. You just let us know where to send it."
"1"l1'l call you back," Connor said.

He pushed the button to end the call, and stared forward,
frowni ng

There was a | ong sil ence.

| said,



"How nmuch is a nenbership at that club worth?"

"Seven fifty. Maybe a mllion."

| said,

"Pretty nice gift fromyour friends." | was thinking
agai n of G aham

and the way G- aham had al ways inplied that Connor was'in
t he pocket of

t he Japanese. There didn't seemto be nuch doubt of it
NOW.

Connor was shaki ng hi s head.

"I don't get it."

"What's not to get?" | said.

"Jesus, Captain. Seens pretty straightforward to ne."

“"No, | don't get it," Connor said.

And then the phone rang again. This tine, it was for ne.

"Lieutenant Smth? It's Louise Gerber. I'"'mso glad | was
able to

reach you."

| didn't recogni ze her nane. | said,

"Yes?"

"Since tonorrow i s Saturday, | was wondering if you had

any tine to
| ook at a house.™"

Then | renenbered who she was. A nonth earlier | had gone
out with a

broker to | ook at houses. Mchelle is getting ol der, and
| wanted to

get her out of an apartnent. To get

her a backyard if | could. It was pretty discouraging.
Even with a



real estate slunp, the small est houses were four and five
hundr ed

thousand. | couldn't possibly qualify for that, on ny

sal ary.

"This is a very special situation," she said, "and I
t hought of you and

your little girl. It's a small house in Pal ns-very
small -but it's a

corner lot and it has a charm ng backyard.

Fl oners and a lovely | awn. The asking is three hundred.
But the

reason | thought of you is that the seller is wlling to
t ake back all

the paper on it. | think you could get it for very little
down. Do

you want to see it?"
| said,
"Who is the seller?"

"I don't really know It's a special situation. The
house i s owned by

an el derly woman who has gone into a nursing honme and her
son who |ives

i n Topeka intends to sell it, but he wants an inconme fl ow
I nstead of an

outright sale. The property's not formally listed yet,
but | know the

seller is notivated. |If you could get in tonorrow, you

m ght be able

to do sonmething. And the backyard is charm ng. | can

j ust see your

little girl there."

Now Connor was |ooking at ne. | said,

"Mss Gerber, |I'd have to know nore about it. Wo the
seller is, and

so on."

She sounded surpri sed.



"Gee, | thought you'd junp at it.

A situation like this doesn't cone along very often.
Don't you want to

| ook at it?"

Connor was | ooking at nme, noddi ng. He nout hed, say yes.
“I"l'l have to get back to you about this,"” | said.

"Al'l right, Lieutenant," she said. She sounded rel uctant.

"Pl ease let nme know. "

“Towill."
| hung up.
"What the hell is going on?" | said. Because there

wasn't any way to

get around it. Between' us, we had just been offered a
| ot of noney. A

| ot of noney.

Connor shook his head.

"I don't know. "

"I'sit to do wth Mcro Con

"I don't know. | thought Mcro Con was a small conpany.

Thi s doesn't
make sense.”

He | ooked very uneasy.
"What exactly is Mcro Con

| said,

"I think I know who to ask."

Mcro Con Ron Levine said, lighting a big cigar.

"Sure, | can tell you about Mcro Con It's an ugly story."



W were sitting in the newsroom of Anerican Fi nanci al
Net wor k, a cabl e
news operation | ocated near the airport.

Thr ough the w ndow of Ron's office, | could see the white
satellite dishes

on the roof of the adjacent garage. Ron puffed on his
cigar A ed at

us. He had been a financial reporter at the before taking
an on-canera

job here. AFN was one he few tel evision operations where
the '.,o04-mera people weren't scripted; they had to know
what they

wer e tal ki ng about, and Ron did.

Mcro Con he said, "was fornmed five years ago by a
consortium of

Anmeri can conputer manufacturers. The conpany was i ntended
to devel op

t he next generation of X-ray |ithography machi nes for
conmput er chi ps.

At the time Mcro Con started up, there were no Anerican
manuf act urers

of Iithography machi nes-they'd all been put out of

busi ness in the

ei ghties, under intense conpetition fromthe Japanese.
Mcro Con

devel oped new technol ogy, and has been buil di ng machi nes
for Anmerican

conpani es. Ckay?"

"Ckay, " | said.

"Two years ago, Mcro Con was sold to Darley-Hi ggins, a
managemnent

conpany in CGeorgia. Darley's other operations were

f oundering; the

conpany decided to sell Mcro Con to raise cash. They
found a buyer in

Akai Ceram cs, an Osaka conpany that already nade

|'i t hography machi nes

I n Japan. Akai had plenty of cash, and was wlling to
acquire the



Anmeri can conpany for a high price. Then Congress noved to
stop the
sale."

n W]y?ll

"The decline of Anerican business is starting to disturb
even Congress.

W' ve | ost too many basic industries to Japan-steel and
shi pbuilding in

the sixties, television and conputer chips in the
seventies, nmachine

tools in the eighties. One day sonebody wakes up and
real i zes these

i ndustries are vital for Anerican defense. W' ve |ost the
ability to

make conponents essential to our national security. W're
entirely

dependent on Japan to supply them So Congress starts to
worry. But |

hear the sale is going through, anyway.

Wiy? Do you guys have sonmething to do with the sal e?"

"I'n a sense,” Connor said.
"Lucky you," Ron said, puffing on his' cigar
“If you're involved in a sale to the Japanese, it' like

striking oil.

Everybody gets rich. You two are | ook@at sone pretty big
gifts, |

| magi ne. "

Connor nodded.

"Very big."
"I "' msure," Ron said.
"They'|l|l take a house or a car, get you cheap financing,

sonet hing |ike
t hat .



| said,
"Why Nyoul d they do that?"
Ron | aughed.

"Why woul d they eat sushi? It's the way they conduct
busi ness. "

Connor said,

"But isn't Mcro Con a small sal e?"

"Yeah, pretty small. The conpany's worth a hundred
mllion. Akai's

buying it for a hundred and fifty. On top of that, they
probably have

another twenty mllion in incentives to the current
corporate officers,

maybe ten mllion in legal, ten mllion in consultant fees
spr ead

around Washington, and ten mllion in mscellaneous gifts
for people

i ke you. So call it two hundred mllion, in total."

| said,

"Two hundred mllion for a hundred-m | 1lion conpany? Wy
are they

paying nore than it's worth?"

"They're not," Ron said.

"As far as they're concerned, they're getting a bargain."

n W]y?ll

"Because," Ron said, "if you own the nmachines that are

- buy you

used to nake sonething, |ike conputer chips, you own the

downst r eam

I ndustries that depend on those machi nes. Mcrocon wl |
gi ve them

control over the American conputer industry. And as



usual, we're

allowing it to happen. Just the way we | ost our
tel evision industry,

and our machine-tool industry.”

"What happened to the TV industry” | said.
He gl anced at his watch.

"After World War |1, Anerica was the world' s | eading
manuf act urer of
t el evi si ons.

Twent y- seven Anerican conpanies |ike Zenith, RCA GE and
Emer son had a

solid technol ogical |ead over foreign manufacturers.
Anerican

conpani es were successful around the world, except in
Japan. They

couldn't penetrate the cl osed Japanese market. They were
told if they

wanted to sell in Japan, they had to license their
technology to

Japanese conpanies. And they did, reluctantly, under
pressure fromthe

Ameri can governnent, which wanted to keep Japan as a
friendly

al l y4% ai nst Russia. Okay?"

"Ckay . . ."

“"Now, licensing is a bad idea. It neans Japan gets our
t echnol ogy for

their own use, and we | ose Japan as an export market.
Pretty soon

Japan begins to nmake cheap bl ack-and white TVs and exports
themto

Anerica-sonething we can't do in Japan, right? By 1972,
si xty percent

of Anerican bl ack-and-white sales are inports. By 1976,
one hundred

percent are inports. W' ve |ost the bl ack-and-white

mar ket .



American workers don't nmake those sets any nore. Those
| obs are gone
from Aneri ca

"We say it doesn't matter: our conpani es have noved on to
col or. But

t he Japanese governnent starts an intensive programto
devel op a

color-television industry. Once again, Japan |icenses
Anerican

technol ogy, refines it in their protected nmarkets, and
fl oods us with

exports. Once again, exports drive out ALnerican
conpani es. Exactly

the same story. By 1980 only three ; Anerican conpanies
still make

color TVs. By 1987, there s only one, Zenith."

"But Japanese sets were better and cheaper,"” | said.
"They nmay have been better,”
cheaper

because they were sold bel ow production cost, to w pe out
Aneri can

conpetitors. That's call ed dunping.

Ron said, "but they were only

It's illegal under both Anmerican and international |aw.
"Then why didn't we stop it?"

"Good question. Especially since dunping was only one of
many il egal

Japanese narketing techniques. They also fixed prices:
t hey had

sonet hing call ed the Tenth-Day G oup. Japanese nanagers
met every ten

days in a Tokyo hotel to set prices in Arerica. W
protested, but the

nmeeti ngs conti nued. They al so pushed distribution of
their products by

col lusive arrangenents. The Japanese allegedly paid
mllions in

ki ckbacks to Anmericanidistributors |Iike Sears.



They engaged in nmassive custons fraud. And they destroyed
the Anerican
i ndustry, which could not conpete.

"OF course, our conpanies protested, and sued for
relief-there were

dozens of cases of dunping, fraud, and antitrust brought
agai nst

Japanese conpanies in federal court. Dunping cases are
usual | y

resolved within a year

But our governnent provided no hel p-and the Japanese are
skilled

foot-draggers. They paid American | obbyists mllions to
pl ead their

case. By the tine the suits cane to trial twelve years

| ater" the

battl e was over in the marketpl ace.

And of course all during this tinme, American conpani es
coul d never

fight back in Japan. They couldn't even get a foot in the
door in

Japan.”

"You' re saying the Japanese took over the tel evision
I ndustry
i1legally?"

Ron shrugged.

"They coul dn't have done it wi thout our help,"” he said.
"Qur governnent was coddling Japan, which they saw as a
tiny emerging

country. And Anerican industry was perceived as not
needi ng gover nnent

hel p. There's always been a strain of anti business
sentinent in

Aneri ca.

But our governnment never seened to realize, it's just not
t he sane



here. When Sony devel ops the Wal kman, we don't say, "N ce
product. Now

you have to license it to GE and sell it through an

Aneri can conpany.”

If they seek distribution, we don't tell them

"I msorry, but Anerican stores all have preexisting
arrangenents with

Anerican suppliers. You'll have to distribute through an
Aner i can
conpany here.

| f they seek patents, we don't say,

"Patents take eight years to

be awarded, during which tinme your application will be
publicly

avai |l abl e so that our conpanies can read what you've

I nvented and copy

it free of charge, so that by the tine we issue a patent
our conpani es

wi |l already have their own version of your technol ogy."

"We don't do any of those things. Japan does all of them

Their markets are closed. Qur markets are w de open.
It's not a |evel
playing field. In fact, it's not a playing field at all.

It's a one-way street.

"And by now we have a defeatist business climate in this
country.

Anmerican conpanies got their asses handed to themin

bl ack-and-white

tel evision. They got their asses handed to themin col or
t el evi si on.

The U. S. governnent refused to hel p our conpanies fight

I 11 egal
Japanese trade practices. So when Anpex invented the VCR,
they didn't

even try to make a commercial product. They just |icensed
t he

technol ogy to Japan and noved on. And pretty soon you
find that

Ameri can conpani es don't do research. Wy devel op new



technol ogy if

your own governnent is so hostile to your efforts that you
won't be

able to bring it to market?"

"But isn't Anmerican business weak and badly nmanaged?"
"That's the standard line," Ron said.

"As pronoted by the Japanese and their Anerican spokesnen.
It's only

with a few epi sodes that people ever glinpsed how

out rageous the

Japanese really were. Like the Houdaflle case. You know
t hat one?

Houdafl | e was a machi ne-tool conpany that clained its
patents and

| i censes were being violated by conpanies in Japan. A
federal judge

sent Houdaille's |lawer to Japan to gather evidence. But
t he Japanese

refused to i ssue hima visa."

"You' re kidding."
"What do they cars?" Ron said.

"They know we'll never retaliate. Wien the Houdaill e case
came before

t he Reagan administration, it did nothing. So Houdaille
got out of

machi ne tool s. Because nobody can conpete agai nst dunped
products-that's the whol e point of doing it."

“"Don't you | ose noney if you dunp?"

"For a while, yes. But you're selling mllions of units,
SO you can

refine your production |ines, and get your costs down. A
coupl e of

years later, you really can nake the products for a | ower
cost.

Meanwhi | e you' ve wi ped out the conpetition and you control
t he market.



You see, the Japanese think strategically-they're in for
the | ong haul,

for howthings will look fifty years fromnow. An

Aneri can conpany has

to show a profit every three nonths or the CEO and the
officers wll be

out on the street. But the Japanese don't care about
short-term

profits at all. They want market share. Business is |ike
warfare to

them Gaining ground. Wping out the conpetition.
Getting control of

a market. That's what they've been doing for the | ast
thirty years.

"So the Japanese dunped steel, televisions, consumer

el ectroni cs,

conmput er chi ps, machi ne tool s-and nobody stopped them
And we | ost

those industries. Japanese conpani es and the Japanese
gover niment

target specific industries, which they take over.

| ndustry after

I ndustry, year after year. While We sit around and spout
of f about

free trade. But free trade is nmeaningless unless there is
also fair

trade. And the Japanese don't believe in fair trade at
all.

You know, there's a reason the Japanese | ove Reagan. They
cl eaned up

during his presidency. In the nane of free trade, he
spread our | egs

real wde."

"Why don't Anericans understand this?" | said.

Connor | aughed.

"Why do they eat hanburgers? It's the way they are,
Kohai . "

Fromthe newsroom a wonman cal |l ed,



"Sonmebody nanmed Connor here? Call for you fromthe Four
Seasons
Hot el . "

Connor gl anced at his watch and stood up.
"Excuse ne."

He wal ked out into the newsroom Through the glass | saw
hi m t al ki ng
on the phone, neki ng notes.

"You realize," Ron said, "it's all still going on. Wiy is
a Japanese

camera cheaper in New York than in Tokyo? You ship it
hal f way ar ound

the world, pay inport duty and distribution costs, and
it's still

cheaper? How is that possible? Japanese tourists buy
their own

products here because they're cheaper. Meanwhil e,

Aneri can products in

Japan cost seventy percent nore than here. Wiy doesn't
the Anerican

governnent get tough? | don't know. Part of the answer
is up

t here. "

He pointed to the nonitor in his office; a distinguished
| ooki ng man

was tal king above a running tickertape. The sound was
turned | ow

"You see that guy? That's David Rawl i ngs. Professor of
busi ness at

Stanford. Specialist in the Pacific Rm He's a
typical-turn that up

will you? He m ght be tal king about M cro Con

| turned the knob on the set. | heard Rawl i ngs say: think
Aneri can
attitudes are conpletely irrational.



After all, Japanese conpanies are providing jobs for
Anmericans, while

Anmeri can conpani es are novi ng jobs offshore, taking them
away from

their own people. The Japanese can't understand what the
conpl ai nts

are about."

Ron si ghed.
"Typi cal bullshit,"z he said.
On the screen, Professor Rawl i ngs was sayi ng,

"I think the Anerican people are rather ungrateful for the
hel p our
country is getting fromforeign investors."

Ron | aughed.

"Rawlings is part of the group we call the Chrysant henum
Ki ssers.

Academ c experts who deliver the Japanese propaganda |i ne.
They don't

really have a choice, because they need access to Japan to
wor k, and if

they start to sound critical, their contacts in Japan dry
up. Doors

are closed to them And in Anmerica, the Japanese w ||

whi sper in

certain ears that the offending person is not to be
trusted, or that

their views are 'out of date.'
raci st. Anybody

who criticizes Japan is a racist. Pretty soon these
academi cs begin to

| ose speaki ng engagenents and consulting jobs. They know
that's

happened to their coll eagues who step out of line. And

t hey don't make

t he same m st ake."

O worse-that they're

Connor canme back into the room He said,



"I's there any-thing illegal about this Mcro Con sal e?"

"Sure," Ron said.

"Dependi ng on what Washi ngton decides to do. Akai
Ceram cs al ready has

sixty percent of the American market. Mcro Con wll give
It a virtual

nonopoly. If Akai were an Anmerican conpany, the

gover nnent woul d bl ock

the sale on antitrust grounds. But since Akai is not an
Aneri can

conpany, the sale isn't scrutinized cl osely.

In the end, it'll probably be allowed."

"You nean a Japanese conpany can have a nonopoly in
Anmerica but an
Ameri can conpany can't?"

"That's the usual outcone these days,"” Ron said.

"But Anerican |aws often pronote the sale of our conpanies
to

foreigners. Like Matsushita buying Universal Studios.

Uni versal's

been for sale for years. Several American conpanies tried
to buy it,

but couldn't. Westinghouse tried in 1980. No deal:

vi ol at es

antitrust. RCA tried. No deal: violates conflict of

I nterest. But

when Mat sushit@cane in, there were no |laws against it at
all. Recently

our | aws changed. Under present |aw, RCA could buy

Uni versal . But back

t hen, no.

Mcro Con is just the |atest exanple of crazy American
regul ati ons. "

| said,

"But what do Anerican conputer conpanies say about the



M cro Con
sal e?"

Ron sai d,

"American conpanies don't like the sale. But they don't

oppose it,
either."
"Why not ?"

"Because Anerican conpani es feel over-regulated by the
gover nient

al ready. Forty percent of all Anerican exports are
covered by security

regul ati ons. Qur governnent doesn't allow our computer
conpanies to

sell to Eastern Europe.

The cold war is over but the regulations still exist.
Meanwhi | e t he

Japanese and CGermans are selling products |Iike mad. So
t he Anericans

want | ess regulation. And they see any attenpt to bl ock
the Mcro Con

sal e as governnent interference."

| said,
"It still doesn't nake sense to ne."
"l agree," Ron said.

"The Anmerican conpanies are going to get killed in the
next few years.

Because if Japan is the sole source of chip-nmaking
machi nes, they're in

a position to withhold the nmachi nes from Aneri can
conpani es. "

"Wul d they do that?"

"They' ve done it before,” Ron said.



"lon inplanters and other machines. But the Anerican
conpani es can't

get together. They squabbl e anpbng t hensel ves. And
meanwhi |l e the

Japanese are buyi ng high-tech conpanies at the rate of
about one every ten days. For the last six years. W're
bei ng

di senbowel ed. But our governnment doesn't pay attention,
because we

have sonmething called CFlUS-the Comrmittee on Foreign

| nvestment in the

United States-that nonitors the sale of high-tech
conpani es. Except

CFl US never does anything. O the |last five hundred

sal es, only one

was bl ocked. Conpany after conpany gets sold, and nobody
I n Washi ngt on

says boo. Finally, Senator Mrton nmakes a stink, and says

"Wait a mnute here." But nobody's listening to him"
"The sale is going through anyway?"

"That's what | heard today. The Japanese PR nmachine is
hard at work

cranki ng out favorable publicity. And they are tenacious.
They are on

top of everything. | mean everything-
at the door,

and a bl ond woman stuck her head in.

There was a knock

"Sorry to disturb you, Ron," she said, "but Keith just got
a call from

the Los Angel es representative for NHK, Japanese nati onal
t el evi si on.

He wants to know why our reporter is bashing Japan.™

Ron frowned.

"Bashi ng Japan? Wat's he tal king about ?"

"He clainms our reporter said on air,

"The damm Japanese are taking over this country." " "Cone



on, Ron

sai d.

"Nobody woul d say that-on air.

Who' s supposed to have said that?"

"Lenny. In New York. Over the backhaul," the woman sai d.
Ron shifted in his chair.

"Uh-oh," he said.

"Did you check the tapes?"

"Yeah," she said.

"They're tracing the downl oad now in the main control
room But |
assune it's true."

"Hel | . "
| said,
"What' s t he backhaul ?"

"Qur satellite feed. W pick up segnents from New York
and Washi ngt on

every day, and replay them There's al ways about a m nute
bef ore and

after that isn't aired. We cut it out, but the ravt
transm ssi on can

be picked up by anybody with a private dish who wants to
hunt for our

signal. And people do. W warn the talent to be careful
what they do

in front of a canera. But |ast year, Louise unbuttoned
her bl ouse and

m ked herself-and we got calls fromall over the country."”

Ron's phone rang. He listened for a nonent, and said,
"kay. |
understand, " and hung up.



"They checked the tape. Lenny was tal king on canera
before the feed,
and he said to Loui se,

"The goddamm Japanese are going to own this country if we
don't w se

up." It wasn't on air, but he did say it." He shook his
head

rueful ly.

"The NHK guy knows we didn't run it?"

"Yeah. But he's saying it can be picked up and he's
protesting on that
basis."

"Hell," Ron said.
"So they even nonitor our backhaul
Jesus. What does Keith want to do?"

"Keith says he's tired of warning New York talent. He
wants you to
handle it."

"Does he want ne to call the NHK guy?"

"He says use your judgnent, but we have a deal with NHK
for the

hal f - hour show we send them every day and he doesn't want
that risked.

He thi nks you shoul d apol ogi ze.

Ron si ghed.

“"Now | have to apol ogi ze for what wasn't even on air. CGod
dam it." He

| ooked at us. "Gu s, | have to go. Was there' anything
el se?" vy

"No," | said.

"Good | uck."

"Listen," Ron said.



"We all need good luck. You know NHK is starting G oba
News Net wor k
with a billion dollars in capitalization. They're going
to take on Ted
Turner's CNN around the world. And if past history is any
gui de .

He shrugged.

"Kiss the Anmerican nedi a goodbye."
As we were |leaving, | heard Ron say on the phone,

"M . Akasaka? Ron Levine, over here at AFN. Yes, Ssir.
Yes, M. Akasaka.

Sir, I wanted to express ny concern and deep apol ogi es
about what our

reporter said over the satellite W closed the door, and
left.

"Where now?" | said.

The Four Seasons Hotel is favored by stars and
politicians, and it has

a graceful entrance, but we were parked around the corner
by the

service entrance. A large dairy truck was pulled up to a
| oadi ng dock,

and kitchen staff was unl oading cartons of mlk. W had
been waiting

here for five mnutes. Connor glanced at his watch.

| said,

"Why are we here?"

"We're conplying with the Suprene Court, Kohai."

At the | oadi ng dock, a wonman in a business suit cane out,
| ooked

around, and waved. Connor waved back. She di sappeared

agai n. Connor
got out his billfold and took out a couple of twenties.



"One of the first things | |earned as a detective," Connor
said, "is

that hotel staff can be extrenely helpful. Particularly
since the

police have so many restrictions these days.

W can't go into a hotel roomw thout a warrant. If we
di d, what ever
we found in a search would be inadm ssible, right?"

“Ri ght . "

"But the nmaids can go in. Valet and housekeepi ng and room
servi ce can
go in."

" Uh- huh. "

"So I've learned to maintain contacts at all the big
hotels." He
opened the door.

“I'"'l'l only be a nonent."

He wal ked to the | oadi ng dock and waited. | tapped the
st eeri ng wheel

with ny hands. The words canme into nmy head: | changed ny
mnd, this

| ove is fine.

Goodness, gracious, great balls of fire.

On the | oading dock, a maid in uniformcanme out, and

tal ked to Connor

briefly. He took notes. She held sonething golden in the
pal m of her

hand. He didn't touch it, he just |ooked at it, and
nodded. She

slipped it back in her pocket.

Then he gave her noney. She went away.

You shake ny nerves and you rattle ny brain.



Too much | ove drives a nman i nsane.

You broke nmy will, but what a thrfll A valet came out onto
t he | oadi ng

dock, carrying a man's blue suit on a hanger. Connor

asked a questi on,

and the val et | ooked at his watch before he answered.

Then Connor

crouched down and peered closely at the | ower edges of the
suit coat.

He opened the jacket and exam ned the trousers on the
hanger .

The val et took away the first suit, and brought a second
one out onto
t he dock. This one was a blue pinstripe suit.

Connor repeated his inspection. He seened to find

sonet hing on the

coat, and scraped it carefully into a small gl assine bag.
Then he paid

t he val et and wal ked back to the car.

| said,
"Checki ng Senator Rowe?"

"Checki ng a nunber of things," he said.

"But, yes, Senator Rowe."

"Rowe' s aide had white panties in his pocket |ast night.
But Cheryl was wearing black panties.™

"That's true," Connor said.
"But | think we are making progress.”

"What' ve you got in the bag?"

He took the little glassine bag out, and held it to the
i ght.



| saw snmal|l dark strands through the plastic.

"Carpet fibers, | think. Dark, like the carpet at the
Nakanot o

conference room Have to check with the lab to be sure.
Meanwhi | e, we

have anot her problemto solve. Start the car."

"Where are we goi ng?"
“"Darl ey- Hi ggins. The conpany that owns Mcro Con

In the | obby beside the receptionist, a workmn was
nmounting | arge

gold letters on the wall: DARLEY-H GG@ NS I NC. Beneath
that it read

EXCELLENCE | N MANAGEMENT. More wor knen were | ayi ng car pet
in the

hal | way.

W showed our badges and asked to see the head of
Dar | ey- H ggi ns,
Art hur G eirnan.

The receptioni st had a Southern accent and an upturned
nose.

"M. Genmnis in neetings all day. Is he expecting
you?"

"We're here about the Mcro Con sale.”

"Then you want M. Enders, our vice-president for
publicity. He
speaks to people about Mcro Con

"All right," Connor said.

W sat down on a couch in the reception area. On a couch
across the

roomsat a pretty woman in a tight skirt. She had a rol
of bl ueprints

under her arm The worknen continued to hamer. | said,



"I thought the conpany was in financial trouble. Wiy're
t hey
redecorati ng?”

Connor shrugged.
The secretary answered the phone, routing The calls.

"Darl ey- Hi ggi ns, one nonent, please. Darley-H ggins ...
Oh, pl ease
hol d, Senator ... Darley-Hi ggins, yes, thank you

| picked up a brochure fromthe coffee table. It was the
annual report

of Darl ey-Hi ggi ns Managenent Group, with offices in

Atl anta, Dall as,

Seattle, San Francisco, and Los Angeles. | found a

pi cture of Arthur

Grei man He | ooked happy and sel f-satisfied. The report

I ncl uded

an essay signed by himentitled,

"A Commtnent to Excellence.”
The secretary said to us,

"M. Enders will be right with
YOU. "

"Thank you," Connor sai d.

A nonent later, two nen in business suits wal ked out into
t he hal | way.

The woman with the blueprints stood. She said,

"Hello, M. Geimn."

"Hell o, Beverly," the older man said.

“I'"'l'l be with you in a mnute."

Connor stood up, too. The secriaary immedi ately said,
"M. Geinmn,



t hese nen- G eiman said. He turned to
the man with

him who was younger, in his early thirties.

"Just a m nut e,

"Just nmake sure you get it straight with Roger," Geinman

sai d.

The younger man was shaki ng his head.

"He won't like it."

"I know he won't. But tell himanyway. Six mllion four
I n direct

conpensation for the CEOis the mnimm"

"But Arthur-" "Just tell him"

"I will, Arthur,"” the younger man said, snoothing his tie.
He | owered his voice.

"But the board may bal k at raising you above six when
conpany earni ngs

are down so nuch-
G ei man sai d.

“"We're not tal king about earnings,"”

"We're tal ki ng about conpensation. It has nothing to do
Wi t h ear ni ngs.

The board has to match current conpensation |levels for
chi ef

executives. |If Roger can't bring the board into line on
this, |I'm

going to cancel the March nmeeting and ask for changes.
You tell him

t hat."

"Ckay, | will, Arthur, but-" "Just do it. Call ne
toni ght."

"Right, Arthur."
They shook hands. The younger man wal ked of f unhappily.

The
receptioni st said,



"M. Geinmn, these gentlenmen-" Geinman turned to us.
Connor said,

"M. Geinmn, we'd

like to speak to you for a m nute about Mcro Con And he
t ur ned

slightly aside, and showed his badge.

G ei man expl oded in rage.

"Oh, for Christ's sake. Not again. This is god damed
harassnment . "

"Har assnent ?"

"Whatwoul d you call it? |I've had senatorial staffers
here, 1've had

the F.B.1. here. Now | have the L. A police? W' re not
crimnals. W

own a conpany and we have the right to sell it. Were is
Loui s?"

The receptioni st said,

"M . Enders is comng."

Connor said calmy,

"M. Geimn, ['"'msorry to disturb you. W have only one
questi on.
[t'1l just take a mnute."

G ei man gl ower ed.

"What's your question?”

"How many bi dders were there for Mcro Con

"That's none of your business,"” he said.

"Anyway, our agreenment with Akai stipulates that we can't

di scuss the
sale publicly in any way."



Connor said,

"Was there nore than one bi dder?"

"Look, you have questions, you talk to Enders. |'m busy."
He turned

to the woman with bl ueprints.

"Beverly?

What have you got for ne?"

"I have a revised |layout for the boardroom M. G einman,
and tile

sanples for the washroom A very nice gray | think you'll
i ke. "

"Good, good." He |led her down the hallway away from us.

Connor watched them go, and then abruptly turned toward
t he el evator.

"Conme on, kohai. Let's get sone fresh air."
Why does it matter if there were other bidders?"
|, said, when we were back in the car.

"It goes back to the original question we had,"” Connor
sai d.

"Who wants to enbarrass Nakanot 0? W know t he sal e of
M cro Con has

strategic significance. That's why Congress is upset.
But that al nost

certainly neans other parties are upset, too.

"I'n Japan?"

"Exactly."

"Who wll know t hat?"



" Akai . "

The Japanese receptionist tittered when she saw Connor's
badge. Connor
sai d,

"W would like to see M. Yoshida."

Yoshi da was the fie ad of the conpany.

"One nonent, please.
runni ng.

She got up and hurried away, al nost

Akai Ceramcs was |located on the fifth floor of a bl and

of fice-block in

El Segundo. The decor was spare and industrial -1 ooki ng.
From t he

reception area, we could see into a | arge space, which was
not

partitioned: lots of netal desks and people at the phones.
The soft

click of word processors.

| | ooked at the office.

"Pretty bare.™

"All business,"” Connor said, nodding.

"In Japan, ostentation is frowned on. It neans you are
not seri ous.

When old M. Matsushita was the head of the third biggest
conmpany in

Japan, he still took the regular conmercial jet between
hi s head

offices in Osaka and Tokyo. He was the head of a
fifty-billion-dollar

conpany. But no private jets for him"

As we waited, | |ooked at the people working at the
desks.

A handful were Japanese. Mst were Caucasi an. Everyone
wor e bl ue



suits. There were al nost no wonen.
“I'n Japan,"” Connor said, "if a conpany is doing poorly,
the first thing

t hat happens is the executives cut their own sal aries.
They f eel

responsi ble for the success of the conpany, and they
expect their own

fortunes to rise and fall as the conpany succeeds or
fails."

The woman cane back, and sat at her desk w thout speaking.
Al nost

I mredi ately, a Japanese nman wearing a blue suit cane
toward us. He had

gray hair, horn-rimed gl asses, and a sol enm nanner. He
sai d,

"Good norning. | am M. Yoshida."

Connor made the introductions. W all bowed and exchanged
busi ness

cards. M. Yoshida took each card with both hands,
bow ng each ti ne,

formally. We did the sane.

| noticed that Connor did not speak Japanese to him
Yoshida led us to his office. It had w ndows | ooki ng
toward the

airport. The furnishings were austere.

"Whul d you |ike coffee, or tea?"

"No, thank you," Connor said.

"We are here in an official capacity."

"I understand." He gestured for us to sit down.

"W would like to talk to you about the purchase of Mcro
Con

"Ah, yes. Atroubling matter. But | amnot aware that it



shoul d
I nvol ve the police."

"Perhaps it doesn't," Connor said.

"Can you tell us about the sale, or is the agreenent
seal ed?"

M. Yoshida | ooked surpri sed.

"Seal ed? Not at all. It is all very open, and has been
fromthe

begi nning. W were approached by M. Kobayashi,
representing

Dar | eyHi ggi ns in Tokyo, in Septenber of |ast year. That
was the first

we | earned the conpany was for sale. Frankly, we were
surprised that

It would be offered. W began negotiations in early

Oct ober. The

negotiating teans had the basis of a rough agreenent by
m d- Novenber.

We proceeded to the final stage of negotiations. But then
t he Congress

rai sed objections, on Novenber sixteenth."

Connor said,

"You said you were surprised that the conpany woul d be
of fered for
sal e?"

"Yes. Certainly."
"Why is that?"

M. Yoshida spread his hands on his desk and spoke
sl ow y.

"We understood that Mcro Con was a governnent owned
conpany. It had

been financed in part by funds fromthe Anerican
governnent. Thirteen

percent of capitalization, if | renmenber. |In Japan, that



woul d nmake it

a governnent - owned conpany. So naturally we were cautious
to enter

i nto negotiations. W do not want to offend. But we

recei ved assurance

fromour representatives in Washington there would be no
obj ection to

t he purchase.”

"l see."

"But now there are difficulties, as we feared. | think
now we neke a

cause for Anmericans. In Washi ngton, sone people are
upset. We do not

wi sh this."

"You didn't expect Washi ngton woul d nmake objecti ons?"
M. Yoshida gave a diffident shrug.

"The two countries are different. In Japan we know what
to expect.

Here, there is always an individual who may have anot her
opi ni on, and

speak it. But Akai Ceram cs does not wish a high proffle.
It is

awkwar d now. "

Connor nodded synpat hetically.
"It sounds as if you want to w thdraw. "

“"Many in the hone office criticize ne, for not know ng
what woul d

happen. But | tell them it is inpossible to know
Washi ngt on has no

firmpolicy. It changes every day, according to the
politics." He

sm | ed and added.

"O, | would say, that is howit seens to us."

"But you expect the sale to go forward?"



"This | cannot say. Perhaps the criticismfrom Wshington
will be too

much. And you know t he Tokyo governnment wants to be
friends with

Anerica. They give pressure on business, not to nake

pur chases t hat

w ||l upset Anerica.

Rockefel |l er Center and Universal Studios, these purchases
t hat make
criticismfor us. W are told to be y5jinbukai. It neans

"Di screet," Connor said.

"Careful. Yes. Wary." He | ooked at Connor.
"You speak Japanese?"
"Alittle."

Yoshi da nodded. For a nonent he seened to consi der
switching to
Japanese, but did not.

"W wish to have friendly relations,"” he said.

"These criticisnms of us, we feel they are not fair. The
Dar | ey- H ggi ns

conpany has many financial difficulties. Perhaps bad
managenent ,

per haps sone other reason. | cannot say. But that is not
our fault.

We are not responsible for that. And we did not seek
Mcro Con It was

offered to us. Now we are criticized for trying to help."
He

si ghed.

Qutside, a big jet took off fromthe airport. The w ndows
rattl ed.



Connor sai d,

"And the other bidders for Mcro Con
When did they drop out?"

M. Yoshi da frowned.

"There were no other bidders. The conpany was privately
of f er ed.

Dar | ey- H ggins did not wish to make known their financial
difficulties.

So we cooperated with them But now... the press nakes
many

distortions about us. W feel very... Kkizu tsuita.
Wunded?"

"Yes.

He shrugged.

"That is how we feel. | hope you understand ny poor
English.”

There was a pause. In fact, for the next mnute or so,
nobody said

anyt hi ng. Connor sat facing Yoshida. | sat beside
Connor . Anot her

jet took off, and the wi ndows vi brated again. Still
nobody spoke.

Yoshi da gave a | ong sigh.

Connor nodded. Yoshida shifted in his chair, and fol ded
hi s hands over

his belly. Connor sighed, and grunted. Yoshida sighed.
Bot h nen

seened to be entirely focused. Sonething was taking

pl ace, but | was

not clear what. | decided it nust be this unspoken

i ntuition.

Final ly, Yoshida said,

"Captain, I wish no msunderstanding. Akai Ceramcs is an



honor abl e

conpany. We have no part in any ... conplications that
have occurred.

Qur position is difficult. But I will assist you in
what ever way |

can."

Connor said,
"I amgrateful."
"Not at all."

Then Yoshi da stood up. Connor stood up. | stood up. W
all bowed,
and then we all shook hands.

"Pl ease do not hesitate to contact ne again, if | can be
of
assi stance. "

"Thank you," Connor said.

Yoshida |l ed us to the door to his office. W bowed again,
and he

opened the door.

Qutside was a fresh-faced Anerican nman in his forties. |
recogni zed

hi mat once. He was the bl ond man who had been in the car
w th Senator

Rowel the night before. The man who hadn't introduced

hi nsel f.

"Ah, R chnmond-san," Yoshi da sai d.

"Very good luck you are here. These gentl enen are just
aski ng about
Mcro Con baishii." He turned to us.

"Perhaps you will like to talk to M. R chnond. His
English is much

better than mne. He can give you many nore details you
may wsh to



know. "

"Bob Ri chnond. Myers, Lawson, and Richnond." Hi s
handshake was firm

He was suntanned, and | ooked as though he played a | ot of
tennis. He

smled cheerfully.

"Small world, isn't it?"
Connor and | introduced ourselves. | said,
"Did Senator Rowe get back all right?"

"Ch yes," Richnond said.

"Thanks for your help." He smled.

"I hate to think how he's feeling this norning. But |
guess it's not

the first tine." He shifted back and forth on the balls
of his feet,

like a tennis player waiting for a serve.

He | ooked slightly concerned.

"I must say, you two are the |ast people | ever expected
to see here.

Is there anything | should know about? | represent Akai
in the Mcro

Con negotiations."”

"No," Connor said mldly.

"We're just getting general background.™

"I's this to do wth what happened at Nakanoto | ast ni ght?"
Connor said,

“Not really. Just background.”

"I'f you like, we can talk in the conference room"



"Unfortunately,
appoi nt nent. But
perhaps we can talk later."

Connor said, "we're late for an

"You bet," Richnond said.
"Happy to. |I'll be back in ny office in about an hour."
He gave us

his card.

"That's fine," Connor said.

But Ri chnond still seened worried. He wal ked with us to
t he

el evat or.

"M . Yoshida is fromthe old school," he said.

"' msure he was polite. But | can tell you he is furious
about what

happened with this Mcro Con thing. He's taking a | ot of
heat from

Akai Tokyo. And it's very unfair. He really was
sandbagged by

Washi ngton. He got assurances there would be no objection
to the sale,

and then Morton pulled the rug out from under hi m Connor
sai d,

"I's that what happened?"

"No question about it," Richnond said.

"I don't know what Johnny Morton's problemis, but he cane
ri ght out of

left field on this. We nmade all the proper filings.
CFlI US regi stered

no objection until long after the negotiations were
concl uded. You
can't do business like this. | just hope John sees the

light, and lets

this thing go through. Because at the nonent it | ooks
pretty

racist."



"Raci st ? Real | y?"

"Sure. It's exactly like the Fairchild case. Renenber

t hat one?

Fujitsu tries to buy Fairchild Sem conductor in eighty six
but Congress

bl ocks the sale, saying it's against national security.
Congr ess

doesn't want Fairchild sold to a foreign conpany. Couple
of years

| ater Fairchild is going to be sold to a French conpany,
and this tinme

there's not a peep from Congress. Apparently, it's okay

to sell to a

forei gn conpany-just not a Japanese conpany. |'d say
that's raci st

policy, pure and sinple.

W cane to the el evator

"Anyway, call nme. 1'll nmake nyself available."

"Thank you," Connor said.

We got on the elevator. The doors cl osed.
"Asshol e," Connor sai d.

| was driving north toward the Wlshire exit, to neet
Senat or Morton. |
sai d,

"Wy is he an asshol e?"

"Bob Ri chnond was the assistant trade negotiator for Japan
under Amanda

Marden until |ast year. He was privy to all the strategy
meeti ngs of

t he Anerican governnent.

One year later, he turns around and starts working for the
Japanese.

Who now pay himfive hundred thousand a year plus bonuses
to close this

deal. And he's worth it, because he knows everyt hing



there is to
know. "

"I's that | egal ?"

"Sure. It's standard procedure. They all do it. If

Ri chnond wor ked

for a high-tech conpany |ike Mcrosoft, he'd have to sign
an agreenent

that he woul dn'twork for a conpeting conpany for five
years. Because

you shouldn't be able to peddle trade secrets to the
opposi ti on. But

our governnent has easier rules.”

"Why is he an asshol e?"

"This racist stuff.” Connor snorted.

"He knows better.

Ri chnmond knows exactly what happened with the Fairchild
sale. And it

had nothing to do with racism"™

n I\b?ll

"And there's another thing Ri chnond knows: the Japanese
are the nost

raci st people on earth.”

"They are?"

"Absolutely. In fact, when the Japanese di plomats-" The
car phone

rang. | pushed the speaker button and said,

"Lieutenant Smth."

Over the speaker, a man said,

"Jesus, finally. Were the hell have you guys been? |

want to get to
sl eep.”



| recogni zed the voice: Fred Hof fmann, the watch conmander
fromthe

ni ght before.

Connor said,

"Thanks for getting back to us, Fred."

"What is it you wanted?"

"Well, I"mcurious,"” Connor said, "about the Nakanoto
call s you got
| ast night."

"You and everybody else in this town," Hoffmann said.

"I got half the departnent on ny ass about this. Jim
A son is

practically canping on ny desk, going through the
paperwor k. Even

though it was all routine at the tine."

“If you'd just review what happened - ."

"Sure. First thing, | got the transmttal fromnetro.

That was the

original phone-in. Metro wasn't sure what it neant,
because the caller

had an Asi an accent and sounded confused. O maybe on
drugs. He kept

tal ki ng about 'problens with the disposition of the body."
They

couldn't get it clear what he was tal king about. Anyway,

| di spat ched

a bl ack and white about eight-thirty. Then when they
confirnmed a

hom ci de, | assigned Tom G aham and Roddy Men' nof or which
| got all

ki nds of shit later."

" Uh- huh. "

"But what the hell, they were up on the roster next. You



know we' re

supposed to stay in strict rotation for detective
assi gnnents. To

avoi d the appearance of special treatnent.

That's policy. | was just followng it."
"Uh- huh. "

"Anyway. Then Grahamcalls in at nine o'clock, and
reports there's

trouble at the scene, and there is a request for the
Speci al Servi ces

liaison. Again, | check the list. Pete Smth is the SSO
on call. So

| give Gaham his nunber at hone. And | guess he called
you, Pete.™

"Yes," | said.

"He did."

"All right," Connor said.

"What happened after that?"

"About two minutes after Grahamcalls, naybe nine oh five,
| get a cal

from sonebody with an accent. | would say it sounds |ike
an Asi an

accent, but | don't know for sure.

And the guy says that on behalf of Nakanpto he is
requesti ng Captain

Connor be assigned to the case.”

"The caller didn't identify hinselP' "Sure he did. | nade

himidentify
himself. And | wote down the nane. Koichi N shi."

"And he was from Nakanoto?"

"That's what he said,"” Hof fnann said.



"I"'mjust sitting there, working the phone, what the hell
do I know. |

mean, this norning Nakanoto is formally protesting the
fact that Connor

was assigned to the case and saying they have nobody naned
Koi chi Ni shi

enpl oyed by them They're claimng it's all a

fabrication. But |et

me_ tell you, sonebody called nme. I'mnot making it up."

“I"msure you're not," Connor said.

"You say the caller had an accent?"

"Yeah. His English was pretty good, you know, al nost hip,
but there

was a definite accent. The only thing I thought was funny
was that he

seened to know a hell of a |ot about you."

n d]?ll

"Yeah. First thing he says to ne, do |I know your phone
nunber or
should he give it to ne. | say | know the nunber.

I"'mthinking, | don't need sone Japanese to tell ne the
phone nunbers

of people on the force. Then he says, you know, Captain
Connor doesn't

al ways answer his phone. Be sure to send sonebody down
there to pick

hi m up. "

“Interesting,” Connor said.

"So | called Pete Smith, and told himto swing by and pick

you up. And

that's all | knew. | nean, this is all in the context of
some

political problemthey're having at Nakanoto. | knew

G aham was
unhappy. | figured other people were unhappy, too. And
ever ybody



knows Connor has special relationships wth the community,
so | put it

t hrough. And now there is all this shit com ng down.
Fucki ng beats

me. "

"Tell me about the shit," Connor said.

"It starts naybe el even o' clock | ast night, when the chief
called ne

about Graham Wy did | assign Graham 1 tell him why.
But he's

still not happy. Then right at the end of

ny watch, maybe five a.m" there is the business about
how Connor got

brought in. How did it happen, why did it happen. And
now there's a

story in the Tines and this whol e thing about racism by
the police. |

don't know which way to turn here. | keep explaining I
did the routine

thing. By the book. Nobody is buying that. But it's
true.”

"I"'msure it is," Connor said.

"Just one nore thing, Fred.

Did you ever listen to the original netro call?"

"Damm right | did. | heard it about an hour ago. Wy?"
"Did the voice that called in sound |like M. N shi?"
Hof f mann | aughed.

"Christ. Who knows, Captain.

Maybe. You're asking nme if one Asian voice sounds |ike
anot her Asi an

voice |'heard earlier. Honestly, | don't know.

The original voice on the call sounded pretty confused.



Maybe in shock. Maybe on drugs. |'mnot sure. All
know i s, whoever

M. N shi actually was, he knew a hell of a |ot about
you. "

""Well, that's very hel pful. Get sone rest." Connor
t hanked him and

hung up. | pulled off the freeway and headed down
Wl shire, to our

neeting with Senator Morton.

kay, Senator, now |l ook this way, please ... a little nore
that's it, that's very strong, very masculine, | like it a
| ot . Yes,

bl oody good. Now | will need three m nutes, please." The

director, a

tense man wearing a bonber jacket and a basebal |l cap,
clinmbed down off

the canmera and barked orders in a British accent.

"Jerry, get a scrimthere, the sun is too bright. And can
we do

sonet hi ng about his eyes? | need a little fill in the
eyes, please.
El | en?

You see the shine on his right shoulder. Flag it, |ove.
Pul | the

collar snmooth. The m crophone is visible on his tie. And
| can't see

the gray in his hair. Bring it up. And strai ghten out

t he carpeting

on the ground so he doesn't trip when he wal ks, people.
Pl ease. Cone

on now. We're losing our lovely light."

Connor and | ;xere standing to one side, with a cute
producti on

assi stant nanmed Debbie who held a clipboard across her
breasts and said

meani ngful |y,

"The director is Edgar Lynn."



"Shoul d we recogni ze that nane?" Connor said.

"He's the nobst expensive and nost sought-after commerci al
director in

the world. He is a great artist. Edgar did the fantastic
Appl e 1984

comrercial, and ... oh, lots of others.

And he has directed fanpbus novies, too. Edgar is just the
best." She
paused.

"And not too crazy. Really."

Across fromthe canera, Senator John Mrton stood
patiently while four

people fussed with his tie, his jacket, his hair, his
makeup. Morton

was wearing a suit. He was standing under a tree with the
rolling golf

course and the skyscrapers of Beverly Hills in the
background. The

producti on

crew had laid down a strip of carpet for himto wal k on
as he

approached t he canera.

| said,

"And how is the senator?"

Debbi e nodded.

"Pretty good. | think he has a shot."

Connor sai d,

"You nmean a chance for the presidency?"

"Yeah. Especially if Edgar can do his magic. | nean,
let's face it,

Senator Morton is not exactly Mel G bson, you know what |
mean? He's



got a big nose, and he's a little bald, and those freckles
are a

probl em because they photograph so pronmi nently. They

di stract you from

his eyes. And the eyes are what sell a candidate.”

"The eyes," Connor said.

"Ch, yeah. People get elected on their eyes." She
shrugged, as if it

was comon know edge.

"But if the senator puts hinself in Edgar's hands .
Edgar is a
great artist.

He can neke, it happen.”

Edgar Lynn wal ked past us, huddled with the caneraman.

"Christ, clean up the |luggage under his eyes," Lynn said.
"And get the chin. Finn that chin with a hard inky | ow
and up."

"Ckay," the canmeraman said.

The production assistant excused herself and we waited,
wat chi ng.

Senator Morton was still sone di stance away, being worked
over by the

makeup and war dr obe peopl e.

"M. Connor? M. Smth?" | turned. A young nman in a
bl ue pinstripe

suit was standi ng beside us. He | ooked Iike a Senate
staffer: well

turned-out, attentive, polite.

"“I"'m Bob Whodson. Wth the senator's office. Thank you
for comng."

"You' re wel cone,"” Connor said.



"l know the senator is eager to talk to you," Waodson
sai d.

"I"'msorry, this seenms to be running a little late. W
wer e supposed
to finish shooting by one." He glanced at his watch.

"Now, | guess it may be quite a while. But | know the
senator wants to
talk to you."

Connor said,

"Do you know what about ?"

Soneone shout ed,

"Run-t hrough! Run-through for sound and canera, please!"

The cluster around Senator Mrton vani shed, and Wodson
turned his
attention to the canera.

Edgar Lynn was back | ooking through the |ens.

"There still isn't enough gray. Ellen? You will have to
add gray to
his hair. It isn't reading now"

Wodson sai d,

"I hope he doesn't make himl ook too old. " Debbie, the
producti on
assi stant, said,

"I't's just for the shot. It isn't reading for the shot,
so we add sone

gray. See, Ellen is just putting it at the tenples.
It' Il make him

di sti ngui shed. "

"I don't want himold. Especially when he's tired, he
soneti mes | ooks
ol d."



"Don"tworry," the assistant said.

"All right now," Lynn said.

"That's enough for now.

Senator? Shall we try a run-through?"

Senat or Morton said,

"Where does this begin?"

"Li ne?"

A script girl said, ""Perhaps |ike ne .

Morton said,

"Then we've already done the first part?"

Edgar Lynn said,

"That's right, love. W start here with your turn to the
canera, and

you give us a very strong, very direct masculine | ook, and
begi n

"Perhaps |ike ne." Right?"

"Ckay," Morton said.

"Renmenber. Think masculine. Think strong. Think in
control."

Morton said,

"Can we shoot it?"

Wodson sai d,

"Lynn's going to piss himoff."

Edgar Lynn said,



"All right. Shoot the rehearsal. Here we go."

Senator Morton wal ked toward the canera.
"Perhaps |ike nme,"
erosi on of our
national position in recent years. Anerica is still the

gr eat est

mlitary power, but our security depends on our ability to
def end

ourselves mlitarily and economcally. And it is
econom cal |y that

Anmerica has fallen behind. How far behind? Well, under

the | ast two

adm ni strations, America has gone fromthe greatest
creditor nation to

t he greatest

debtor nation the world has ever seen. Qur industries

have fallen

behind the rest of the world. Qur workers are | ess
educat ed t han

wor kers in other countries. Qur investors demand
short-termgai n and

cripple our industries' ability to plan for the future.
And as a

result, our standard of living is declining rapidly. The
out | ook for

our children is bleak."

he said, "you' re concerned about the

Connor nur nmur ed,

"Sonmebody is actually saying it."

"And in this tine of national crisis,” Mrton continued,
many Anericans

have anot her concern, as well. As our econom c power
fades, we are

vul nerable to a new kind of invasion. Many Anericans fear
that we may

beconme an econoni c col ony of Japan, or Europe. But

especi al l'y Japan.

Many Anericans feel that the Japanese are taking over our



I ndustries,

our recreation |l ands, and even our cities." He gestured
to the golf

course with skyscrapers in the background.

"And in doing so, sone fear that Japan now has the power
to shape and
determ ne the future of Anerica."

Morton paused, beneath the tree. He gave the appearance
of thi nki ng.

"How justified are these fears for the American future?

How much shoul d we be concerne& There are some who will
tell you

foreign investnent is a blessing, that it hel ps our
nation. QO hers

take the opposite view, and feel we are selling our
preci ous

birthright. Which viewis correct? Wich shoul d-which

I s-whi ch- oh,

fuck! What's the |ine again?"

"Cut, cut," Edgar Lynn call ed.

"Take five, everybody. | need to clean up a few things,
and then we
can do it for real

Very good, Senator. | liked it."

The script girl said, "Whi ch should we believe for the
future of

Anerica," Senator."
He repeat ed,

"Whi ch should we believe for the future of. " He

shook hi s head.

"No wonder | can't renenber it. Let's change that |ine.
Margi e? Let's
change that |ine, please. Never mind, bring nme a script,



I'"I'l change
It nyself."

And the crowd of nakeup and wardr obe peopl e descended on
hi m agai n,

touching himup and fluffing himdown.

Wodson sai d,

"Wait here, I'lIl try and get you a few mnutes with him"
We stood beside a humming trailer, with power cables

com ng out of it.
As soon as Morton approached us, two u aides cane running

;EAndishing t hi ck books of conputer printout.
"John, you better look at this."

"John, you better consider this."

Morton said,

"What is it?"

"John, this is the latest Gallup and Fi el ding."

"John, this is the cross-referencedi anal ysis by voter age
brackets

n And?ll

"Bottomline, John, the president is right."

"Don't tell nme that. |I'mrunning against the president.”
"But John, he's right about the C-word. You can't say the
Cword in

your television ad."

"I can't say 'conservation'?"

"You can't say it, John."



"It's death, John."

"The figures showit."

"You want us to run over the figures, John?"
"No," Morton said. He glanced at Connor and ne.

“I''l'l be right with you, I
| ook here,
John. "

he said, with a smle, "But

"It's very clear, John. Conservation neans di m nution of
life-style.

Peopl e are already experiencing dimnution of |ifestyle.
They don't

want any nore of it."

"But that's wong," Mrton said.

"That's not how it works

"John, it's what the voters think."

"But they're wong about this."

"John, you want to educate the voters, well and good."

"Yes, | do want to educate the voters. Conservation is
not synonynous

with dimnution of life-style. It is synonynous with nore
weal t h,

power, and freedom The idea is not to nake do with |ess.
The idea is

to do all the things you are doi ng now heat your house,
drive your

car-using less gas and oil. Let's have nore efficient
heaters in our
houses,

nore efficient cars on our streets. Let's have cl eaner
air, better
health. It can be done. O her countries have done it.

Japan has done it."



"John, please."
"Not Japan."
“In the last twenty years," Mrton said.

"Japan cut the energy cost of finished goods by sixty
percent. America

has done not hi ng. Japan can now rmake goods cheaper than
we can,

because Japan has pushed investnent in energy efficient
t echnol ogy.

Conservation is conpetitive. And we aren't being
conpetitive" "Fine,

John. Conservation and statistics. Really boring."

"Nobody cares, John."
"The Anerican people care,"” Mrton said.
"John: they absolutely don't."

"And they aren't going to listen. Look, John. W have
age-regressi ons

here, particularly anmong the over fifty-fives, which is
the nost solid

voting block, and they are straight ahead on this issue.
They want no

decreases. No conservation. The old people of Anerica
don't want

it."

"But ol der peopl e have children, and grandchil dren. They
must care
about the future."

"O der people don't give a flying fuck, John. It's right
here in black

and white. They think their kids don't care about them
and they're

right. So they don't care about their kids. It's that

sinple.”



"But certainly the children-" "Children don't vote, John."
"Pl ease, John. Listen to us."

"No conservation, John. Conpetitiveness, yes. Look to

the future,

yes. Face our problens, yes. A new spirit, yes.

But no conservation. Just | ook at the nunbers. Don't do
it."

"Pl ease. "

Morton said,

“I'"l'l think about it, fellas."

The two aides seened to realize that that was all they
were going to get.

They closed their printouts with a snap.

"You want us to send Margie over to rewite?"

"No. I'mthinking about it."

"Maybe Margi e should just rough out a few lines."

n m' n

"Ckay, John. Ckay."

"You know," Morton said, as they were | eaving, "sone day
an Anerican

politician is going to do what he thinks is right, instead
of what the

polls tell him And it's going to | ook revolutionary."
The two ai des turned back together.

"John, cone on

You're tired."

“"It's been a long trip. W understand."



"John. Trust us on this, we have the figures. W are
telling you with

ninety-five percent confidence intervals how the people
feel."

"I know damm wel | how they feel. They feel frustrated.

And | know why. It's been fifteen years since they' ve had
any
| eader ship."

"John. Let's not do this one again. This is the

twentieth century.

Leadership is the quality of telling people what they want
to hear."

They wal ked away.

| mredi atel y, Wbodson cane up, carrying a portabl e phone.
He started to

speak, but Morton held up his hand.

“Not now, Bob."

"Senator, | think you need to take this-" "Not now "
Wodson backed away. Morton gl anced at his watch.

"You're M. Connor and M. Smth?"

"Yes," Connor said.

"Let's wal k," Mrton said. He started away fromthe film
crew, toward

a hill overlooking the rolling course. It was Friday.

Not many peopl e

were playing. We stood about fifty nmeters fromthe crew
"l asked you to cone," Moirton said, "because |I understand
you're the

officers in charge of the Nakanoto business.”

| was about to protest that it wasn't true, that G aham



was the officer
I n charge, when Connor said,

"That's true, we, are.,) "I have sone questions about that
case. |
gather it's been resolved now?"

"It seens to be."

"I's your investigation finished?"

For all practical purposes, yes," Connor said.
"The investigation is concluded."”

Mort on nodded.

"I"'mtold you officers are particularly know edgeabl e
about the

Japanese community, is that right? One of you has even
lived in

Japan?"

Connor gave a slight bow.

"You were the one playing golf wth Hanada and Asaka
t oday?" Morton
sai d.

"You're well informed;" "I spoke with M. Hanada this
nor ni ng. W

have had contact in the past, on other matters." Mbrton
t ur ned

abruptly and said,

"My question is this. |Is the Nakanoto business related to
M cro Con

"How do you nean?" Connor sai d.

"The sale of Mcro Con to the Japanese has cone before the
Senat e

Fi nance Commttee, which | chair. W' ve been asked for a
recommendation by staff fromthe Commttee on Science and



Technol ogy,

whi ch nust actually authorize the sale. As you know, the
sale is

controversial. In the past | have gone on record as
opposi ng the sale.

For a variety of reasons. You're famliar with all this?"

Yes, Connor sai d.

"I still have problens about it," Mrton said.

Mcro Con s advanced technol ogy was devel oped in part with
Aneri can

t axpayer noney. |'m outraged that our taxpayers should

pay for

research that is being sold to the Japanesewho will then
use it to

conpet e agai nst our own conpani es.

| feel strongly we should be protecting Anerican capacity
i n high-tech

areas. | feel we should be protecting our intellectual
resources. |

feel we should be limting foreign investnent in our

cor porations and

our universities. But | seemto be alone in this. |

can't find

support in the Senate or in industry. Comrerce won't help
me. The

trade rep's worried it'll upset the rice negotiations.

Ri ce. Even the

Pentagon i s against ne on this. And | just wondered since
Nakanoto is

t he parent conpany of Akai Ceram cs, whether the events of
| ast ni ght

had any relationship to the proposed sale."

He paused. He was | ooking at us in an intense way. It
was al nost as
i f he expected that we woul d know sonet hi ng.

Connor sai d,

“I'"'mnot aware of any |inkage."



"Has Nakanot o done anything unfair or inproper to pronote
t he sal e?"

“"Not that | am aware, no.
"And your investigation is formally concl uded?”
"YeS. 11}

"I just want to be clear. Because if | back down on ny
opposition to

this sale, | don't want to find that |I've stuck ny hand in
a box of

snakes. One could argue that the party at Nakanoto was an
attenpt to

W n over opponents to the sale. So a change of position
can be

worri sone. You know in Congress they can get you com ng
and goi ng,

with athing like this."

Connor sai d,

"Are you abandoni ng your opposition to the sale?"
From across the | awn, an aide said,

"Senator? They're ready for you, sir."

"Well." Morton shrugged.

“I"'mout on alinb with this thing. Nobody agrees with ny
position on

Mcro Con Personally, | think it's another Fairchild case.
But if this

battle can't be won, | say, let's not fight it. Plenty of
ot her

battl es to be fought, anyway." He straightened, snoothed

his suit.

"Senat or? When you're ready, sir." And he added,
"They' re concer ned
about the light."



"They're concerned about the light," Mrton said, shaking
hi s head.

“"Don't let us keep you," Connor said.

"Anyway, " Morton said

"I wanted your input. | understand you to say that |ast
ni ght had

nothing to do with Mcro Con The people invol ved had
nothing to do with

it.

"' mnot going to read next nonth that someone was wor ki ng
behi nd t he
scenes, trying to pronote or blook the sale.

Not hing |ike that."
"Not as far as | know, " Connor sai d.

"Gentl enen, thank you for comng," he said. He shook both
of our
hands, and started away. Then he cane back.

appreciate your treating this matter as confidential. Be-
cause, you know, we have to be careful. W are at war
with Japan." He

smled wyly.

"Loose lips sink ships.™

"Yes," Connor said.

"And renenber Pearl Harbor."

"Christ, that too." He shook his head. He dropped his
voi ce, becom ng

one of the boys.

"You know, | have col | eagues who say sooner or later we're



going to

have to drop another bonb. They think it'll cone to
that." He
sm | ed.

"But | don't feel that way. Usually."

Still smling, he headed back to the canera crew. As he
wal ked, he

coll ected people, first a woman with script changes, then
a war dr obe

man, then a sound man fiddling with his m crophone, and
adj usting the

battery pack at his waist, and the nmakeup wonman, until
finally the

senator had di sappeared fromview, and there was just a
cluster of

peopl e nmovi ng awkwardly across the | awn.

| said,

"I like him"

| was driving back into hollywod. The buil dings were
hazy in the

snog.

"Why shoul dn't you |ike hinP" Connor said.

"He's a politician. It's his job to nmake you |ike him"
"Then he's good at his job."

“Very good, | think."

Connor stared out the window silently. | had the sense
t hat sonet hi ng

was troubling him

| said,

"Didn't you |like what he was saying in the comercial? It

sounded i ke
all the things you say."



"Yes. It did.,"

"Then what's the matter?"

"Not hi ng, " Connor sai d.

"l was just thinking about what he actually said."

"He nmentioned Fairchild."

"Of course," Connor said.

"Morton knows the real story about Fairchild, very well."

| started to ask himwhat it was, but he was already
telling ne.

"Have you ever heard of Seynour Cray? For years, he was
t he best

desi gner of superconputers in the world. Cray Research
made t he

fastest conputers in the world. The Japanese were trying
to catch up

with him but they just couldn't do it. He was too
brilliant. But by

the m d-eighties, Japanese chip dunmpi ng had put nost of
Cray's donestic

suppliers out of business. So Cray had to order his
cust om desi gned

chi ps from Japanese manufacturers. There was nobody in
Anmerica to nmake

them And his Japanese suppliers experienced nysterious
del ays. At

one point, it took thema year to deliver certain chips he
had

ordered-and during that tinme, his Japanese conpetitors
made great

strides forward. There was al so a question of whet her

t hey had stol en

his new technol ogy. Cray was furious. He knew they were
fucking with

him He decided that he had to forma liaison with an
Anmeri can



manuf acturer, and so he chose Fairchild Sem conductor,
even t hough the

conpany was financially weak, far fromthe best. But Cray
coul dn' t

trust the Japanese anynore. He had to make do with

Fai rchil d.

So now Fairchild was making his next generation of custom
chips for

hi mand then he | earned that Fairchild was going to be
sold 'to

Fujitsu. His big conpetitor. It was concern about
situations |ike

that, and the national security inplications, that |ed
Congress to

bl ock the sale to Fujitsu.”

"And t hen?"

"Well, blocking the sale didn't solve Fairchild's
fi nanci al probl ens.

The conmpany was still in trouble. And it eventually had
to be sold.
There was a runor it was going to be bought by Bull, a

French conpany

that didn't conpete in superconputers. That sale m ght
have been

permtted by Congress. But in the end, Fairchild was sold
to an

Aneri can conpany. "

"And Mcro Con is another Fairchil d?"

"Yes, in the sense that Mcro Con will give the Japanese a
nonopol y on

vital chip-nmaking machi nery. Once they have a nonopoly,

t hey can

wi t hhol d the machi nes from Aneri can conpani es. But now

t hi nk-" That

was when the phone rang. | left it on the speakerphone.

It was Lauren. My ex-w fe.

" Pet er ?"



| said,

"Hel l o, Lauren.”

"Peter, | amcalling to informyou that |I'm going to pick
up Mchelle

early today." Her voice sounded tense, fornal.

“"You are? | didn't know you were picking her up at all."”

"I never said that, Peter," she answered quickly.

"OF course |'m picking her up."

| said,

"Ckay, fine. By the way, who's Ri ck?"

There was a pause.

"Real ly. That is beneath you, Peter."”

"Why?" | said.

“I"'mjust curious. Mchelle nentioned it this norning.
She said he

has a bl ack Mercedes. |Is he the new boyfriend?"
"Peter. | hardly think that is on the sane |evel."

| said,

"The sane | evel as what?"

"Let's not play ganes," she said.

"This is difficult enough.

I"'mcalling to tell you | have to pick up Mchelle early
because |'m

taking her to the doctor."

"Why? She's over her cold.”



"I mtaking her for an exam nation, Peter."
"For what ?"

"An exam nation."

"l heard you," | said.

"But-" "The physician who will exam ne her is Robert
Strauss.

He is an expert, I'mtold. |I have been asking people in
the office who

is the best person. | don't know how this is going to

turn out, Peter,

but I want you to know | am concerned, particularly in the
i ght of

your history."

"Lauren, what are you tal king about ?"
“I"'mtal king about child abuse," she said.
"I'"mtal ki ng about sexual nolestation.”
"What ?"

"There's no getting around it, at this point. You know
you' ve been
accused of it in the past.”

| felt churning nausea. Whenever a relationship goes
sour, there's

al ways sone residue of resentnent, sone pockets of
bitterness and

anger-as well as lots of private things that you know
about the other

person, that you can use against them I|If you choose to
do that.

Lauren never had. - "Lauren, you know t hat abuse charge
was trunped

up.



You know everything about that. W were married at the
time."

"I only know what you told ne." Her voice sounded di stant
now,
noralistic, a little sarcastic. Her prosecutor's voi ce.

"Lauren, for Christ's sake. This is ridiculous. Wat's
goi ng on?"

"It is not ridiculous. | have ny responsibilities as a
not her . "
"Well, for God's sake, you've never been particularly

wor ri ed about

your responsibilities as a nother before. And now you-"
"It's true

that | have a demandi ng career,’
"but there

has never been any question that ny daughter cones first.
And |

deeply, deeply regret if ny past behavior in any way
contributed to

t hi s unpl easant circunstance now. " | had the feeling that
she wasn't

talking to ne.

she said, in an icy tone,

She was rehearsing. Trying out the words to see how t hey
woul d sound
bef ore a judge.

"Clearly, Peter, if there is child abuse, Mchelle cannot
continue to
live with you. O even to see you."

| felt pain in ny chest. A wenching.

"What are you tal king about? Who told you there was child
abuse?"

"Peter, | don't think it's appropriate for nme to comment
at this point
in time."



"Was it W/ hel n? Who cal |l ed you, Lauren?"

"Peter, there's no point in going into this. |I'm
officially notifying

you that I'mgoing to pick Mchelle up at four PP.M | want
her ready to

go at four this afternoon.™

"Lauren-" "1 have ny secretary, Mss WIlson, |istening on
the line and

maki ng st enographi ¢ notes of our conversation. |'mgiving
you for mal

notice of nmy intention to pick up ny daughter and take her
for a

physi cal exam nation. Do you have any questions about ny
deci si on?"

n m. n
"Four o'clock, then. Thank you for your cooperation.

And | et nme add on a personal note, Peter, I'mtruly sorry
that it has
come to this.™

And she hung up.

| had been involved in sex abuse cases when | was a
detective. | knew

how it worked The fact is, you usually can't determ ne
anything froma

physi cal exam It's always equivocal. And if a kid is
guestioned by a

psychol ogi st who hamers her with questions, the kid wll
eventual |y

start to go along, and nmake up answers to pl ease the
psychol ogi st.

Nor mal procedure requires the psychol ogi st to videotape
the kids, to

prove that the questioning wasn't |eading. But the
situation is al nost

al ways unclear when it finally cones before a judge. And
t he judge



nmust therefore rule conservatively. Wich neans, if there
s a

possibility of abuse, to keep the child away fromthe
accused parent.

O at l|least, not allow unsupervised visitation. No

overni ght visits.

O perhaps not even" That enough," Connor said, sitting
beside ne in

t he car.

"Conme back now. "

"Sorry," | said.

"But it's upsetting."”

“I"'msure. Now. what haven't you told ne?"
" About what ?"

"The nol estation charge."

“"Not hi ng. There's nothing to it."
"Kohai," he said quietly.

"I can't help you if you won't tell ne."

“I't had nothing to do with sexual nolestation,” | said.
"It was sonething else entirely. It was about noney."
Connor said nothing. He just waited. Looking at ne.

"“Ah, hell,"” | said.

And | told him

You have these tines in your |ife when you believe you
know what you're

doing, but you really don't. Later on, you can | ook back,

and you see
you weren't acting right at all.



You drifted into sonething, and you were conpletely
screwed up. But at
the time, you thought everything was fine.

What happened to nme was, | was in |love. Lauren was one of
t hose

patrician-acting girls, |lean and graceful and under st at ed.
She | ooked

| i ke she grew up with horses. And she was younger than

me, and

beauti ful .

| always knew itwoul dn'twork between us, but | was trying
to make it

wor k anyway. W had gotten married and had begun |iving

t oget her and

she was starting to be dissatisfied. D ssatisfied with ny
apart nent,

where it was | ocat ed,

how much noney we had. Al of that. She was throw ng

up, which

didn't help. She had crackers in the car, crackers by the
bed,

crackers everywhere. She was so m serabl e and so unhappy

that | tried

to please her in little ways. Get her things. Bring her

t hi ngs. Cook

her nmeals. Do little donestic things. It wasn't nmy usual
way, but |

was in love. | was drifting into this habit of pleasing
her. Trying

to pl ease her.
And there was constant pressure. Mre this, nore that.
More noney. More, nore.

We al so had a specific problem Her health insurance

t hrough the

D.A "s office didn't cover pregnancy and neither did mne.
After we

got married, we couldn't get coverage in tine to pay for
the baby. It

was going to cost eight thousand dollars and we had to



cone up with it.

Nei t her of us had the noney. Lauren's father was a doctor
in Virginia

but she didn't want to ask himfor the noney because he
di sapproved of

her marrying ne in the first place. My famly doesn't
have any noney.

So. There wasn't any noney. She worked for the D A |
wor ked for the

departnent. She had a | ot of debts on her MasterCard and
owed noney on

her car. We had to cone up with eight thousand doll ars.
It's hangi ng

over our heads. How we are going to do this. And it gets
to be an

unspoken thing, at least fromher. That | should handl e
It.

So one night in August |'mout on a donestic violence cal
I n Ladera

Hei ghts. Hi spani c couple. They've been drinking and

going at it

pretty good, she's got a split |lip and he's got a bl ack
eye, and their

kid's screamng in the next room but pretty soon we calm
t hem down and

we can see that nobody is seriously injured, so we're
about to | eave.

And the wife sees we're about to | eave. At that point she
starts

yelling that the husband has been fooling with the
daughter. Physically

abusi ng the daughter. \Wen the husband hears this, he

| ooks really

pissed, and | think it's bullshit, the wife is just doing
sonething to

harass him But the wife insists we check the daughter,
so |l gointo

the kid's roomand the kid is about nine nonths old and
scream ng red

in the face, and | pull the covers back to check for

brui ses and there

| see a kilo of white brick. Under the covers with the

ki d.



So.

| don't know, it's one of those situations, they're
married so she'd

have to testify against her husband, there's no probable
cause, the

search is invalid, on and on. If he's got a hal fway
decent | awyer he

can beat this, no problem So | go out and call the guy
in. I know I

can't do anything. Al I'"'mthinking is that if his kid
ever got this

brick in her nmouth, chewed on it, it would kill her.
want to tal k-to

hi m about that. | figure I'Il fuck himover a little.
Scare him a

little.

So nowit's himand ne in the kid's room The wife is
still out in the

living roomw th nmy partner, and suddenly the guy pulls
out an envel ope

two centineters thick. He cracks it open. | see
hundred-dol l ar bills.

An inch thick of hundred dollar bills. And he says,

"Thanks for your help, officer.™
There's got to be ten thousand dollars in that envel ope.

Maybe nore. | don't know. The guy hol ds out the envel ope
and | ooks at
nme. Expecting nme to take it.

| say sonething |ame about how it's dangerous to hide shit
inakids

bed. Right away, the guy picks up the brick, puts it on
the fl oor,

kicks it out of sight under the bed. Then he says,

"You are right. Thank you, officer. | would hate
sonet hi ng happe@ to
nmy daughter." And he hol ds out the envel ope.



So.

Everything is in turnoil. The wife is outside scream ng
at mmy partner.

The kid is in here screamng at us. The guy is holding
t he envel ope.

He smles and nods. Like, go ahead and take it. It's

yours. And |
think ... | don't know what | thought.
Next thing I know, I'mout in the living roomand | say

everything is

fine with the kid, and now the woman starts to screamin
her drunken

way that | abused her child-nowit's nme, not the
husband-and that | am

in a conspiracy with the husband, that we are both child
abusers. MWy

partner figures she's crazy drunk and we | eave, and that's
it. Wy

partner says,

"You were in that rooma while." And | say, "I had to
check the kid."

And that's it. Except the next day she cones in and nmakes
a fornmal

conpl aint that | abused

her child. She's hung over and she has a record, but

even so it's a

serious charge and it goes through the systemas far as

t he

prelimnary, where it gets thrown out as entirely wthout
merit.

That's it.

That's what happened.

That's the whole story.

"And the noney?" Connor said.

"I went to Vegas for the weekend. | won big. | paid



taxes on thirteen
t housand in unearned i ncone that year."

"Whose idea was that?"

"Lauren. She told nme how to handle it."
"So she knows what happened?”

"Sure."

"And the departnent investigation? Did the prelimnary
board issue a
report ?"

"I don't think it got that far. They just heard it orally
and

dism ssed it. There's probably a notation in the file,

but not an

actual report."

"All right," Connor said.
“"Now tell nme the rest.”

this. This is only the beginning. It can get nasty. W
nmust proceed
quickly and try to wap everything up."”

"I thought everything was w apped up."

Connor sighed, and shook his head.

"I't's not," he said.

"And now we nust resolve everything before you neet your
w fe at four

o' clock. So let's nmake sure we are done by then.

So I told himabout Ken Shubik, and the Tines, and the
Weasel . Connor

|istened silently, frowming. As | tal ked, he began to
suck air through

his teeth, which was the Japanese way of expressing



di sapproval .

"Kohai ," he said, when | finished, "you are making ny life
extrenely

difficult. And certainly you nmake nme appear foolish when

| should not.

Wiy didn't you tell nme this earlier?"

"Because it has nothing to do with you."
"Kohai ." He was shaking his head.
" Kohai

| was thinking about ny daughter again. About the
possi bility-just the

possibility-that | would not be able to see her-that |
woul d not be

able to" Look Connor said,

"I told you it could be unpl easant.

Take nmy word for it. It can get nmuch nore unpl easant than
Christ, 1'd say it's pretty fucking wapped up,"”

"Graham sai d. He was wal ki ng around Sakanmura's house in
t he Hol | ywood

hills. The last of the SID teans was packing up cases to
| eave.

"l don't know why the chief has such a bug up his ass on
this," G aham
sai d.

"The SI D boys have been doing nost of their work right
here, on the

spot, because he's in such a rush. But thank God:
everything ties up

perfect. Sakanura is our boy. W conbed his bed for

pubic hair-it

mat ches the pubic hair found on the girl. W got dried
saliva off his

t oot hbrush. It matches bl ood type and genetic nmarkers for
the sperm



I nside the dead girl. Matchup is ninety-seven percent
sure. It's his

conme inside her, and his pubic hair on her body. He
fucked her and

then he killed her. And when we cane to arrest him he
pani cked, nade

a break for it, and died as a result. Were is Connor?"

"Qutside," | said.

Through the wi ndows, | could see Connor standi ng down by
t he gar age,

talking to policenen in a black-and-white patrol car.
Connor was

poi nti ng up and down the street; they were answering
guesti ons.

"What's he doi ng down there?" G aham said.
| said | didn't know.

"Damm, | don't understand him You can tell himthe
answer to his
guestion is no."

"What question?"

"He called ne an hour ago," G aham said.

"Said he wanted to know how many pairs of readi ng gl asses
we found

here. W checked. The answer is, no readi ng gl asses.

Lots of sungl asses. Couple of pairs of wonen's
sungl asses.

But that's it. | don't know why he cared. Strange nman,
isn't he? Wat
the hell is he doing now?"

We wat ched as Connor paced back and forth around the squad
car, then

poi nted up and down the road again. One nan was in the
car, talking on



t he radio.
"Do you understand hin?" G aham sai d.
"No, | don't."

"He's probably trying to track down the girls,"” G aham
sai d.

"Christ, I wish we had gotten the ID on that redhead.

Especially nowit's turned out thit way. She nust have
fucked him

too. W& could have gotten sone spermfrom her, and nade
an exact match

with all the factors. And | |look Iike a horse's ass,
letting the girls

get away. But shit, who knew it was going to go that way.
It was al

so fast.

Naked girls up here, prancing around. A guy gets a little
conf used.

It's natural. Shit, they were good-I|ooking, weren't

t hey?"

| said they were.

"And there's nothing | eft of Sakanura,"” G aham said.

tal ked to the PEO boys an hour ago. They're downt own,
cutting the

corpse out of the car, but | guess he's burned beyond
I dentification.

The ME. "s office is going to try, but good luck." He
stared unhappily

out the w ndow.

"You know what? We did the best we could with this
fucki ng case," he
sai d.



"And | think we did pretty good. W got the right guy.
W did it

fast, no fuss no nmuss. But all | hear nowis a | ot of
Japan- bashi ng.

Fuck. You can't win."

"Uh-huh,"” | said.

"And Christ they have juice now," G aham sai d.

"Tke heat on nmy ass is terrific. | got the chief calling
me, wanting
this thing wapped up. | got sone reporter at the Tines

I nvestigating

me, hauling out sone old shit about a questionabl e use of
force on a

H spani c back in 1978. Nothing to it. But this reporter,
he's trying

to show |'ve always been a racist. And what is the
background of his

story? That last night was a 'racist' incident. So | am
now an

exanple of racismrearing its ugly head again. | tel
you. The

Japanese are nmasters of the snmear job. It's fucking
scary."

"I know, " | said.

"They getting to you, too?"
| nodded.

"For what ?"

"Child abuse."

"Christ," G aham sai d.

"And you got a daughter."
"Yes."

"Doesn't it piss you off |Innuendo and snear tactics,



Pet ey- san. Not hi ng
to do with reality. But try and tell that to a reporter.”

"Who is it?" | asked.
"The reporter talking to you."
"Linda Jensen, | think she said."

| nodded. Linda Jensen was the Wasel's protege.
Sonebody once said
that Linda didn't fuck her way to the top

She fucked other people's reputations to the top. She had
been a

gossi p col umi st in Washi ngton before graduating to the
big time in Los

Angel es.

"l don't know," Graham said, shifting his bulKk.

"Personally, | think it's not worth it. They're turning
this country

I nt o anot her Japan. You've al ready got people afraid to
speak. Afraid

to say anything against them People just won tal k about
what' s

happeni ng. "

“"I'twould help if the governnent passed a few | aws."
G aham | aughed.

"The governnent. They own the governnment. You know what
they spend in

Washi ngt on every year? Four hundred m | lion fucking
dollars a year.

That's enough to pay the canpaign costs of everybody in
the United

States Senate and the House of Representatives.

That is a |lot of fucking noney. Now you tell ne. Wuld
t hey spend al
t hat noney, year after year, if it wasn't paying off for



t henf? O

course they wouldn't. Shit. The end of Anerica, buddy.
Hey. Looks

| i ke your boss wants you."

| |1 ooked out the wi ndow. Connor was waving to ne.

| said,

"I better go."

"Good luck," Graham sai d.

"Listen.,| may take a couple of weeks off."

"Yeah? \When?"

"Maybe | ater today," G aham said.

"The chief nmentioned it. He said as |ong as the fucking
Times is on ny

ass, maybe | should. I'mthinking of a week in Phoeni x.

| got famly

t here. Anyway, | wanted you to know, | m ght be going."
"Ckay, sure," | said.

Connor was still waving to ne. He seened inpatient. |
hurried down to

see him As | cane down the steps, | saw a bl ack Mercedes
sedan pull

up, and a famliar figure energe.

It was Weasel WI helm

By the time | got down there, the Wasel had his notepad
and tape

recorder out. A cigarette hung fromthe corner of his
nout h.

"Li eutenant Smth," he said.

"I wonder if | could talk to you."



"I mpretty busy," | said.

"Cone on," Connor called to ne.

"Time's a' wasting."”

He was hol di ng the door open for ne.

| started toward Connor. The Weasel fell in step with ne.
He held a tiny black m crophone toward ny face.

"' mtaping, | hope you don't -mnd. After the Ml colm
case, we have

to be extra careful. | wonder if you would conment on
racial slurs

al l egedly made by your associ ate Detective G aham during
| ast night's

Nakanot o i nvesti gati on?"

“"No," | said. | kept wal king.

"We've been told he referred to themas 'fucking Japs.”
"I have no comment," | said.

"He also called them'little Nips." Do you think that
kind of talk is

appropriate to an officer on duty?"

"Sorry. | don't have a coment, WIlly."

He held the m crophone up to ny face as we wal ked. It was
annoyi ng. |

wanted to slap it away, but | didn't.

"Lieutenant Smith, we're preparing a story on you and we
have sone

guestions about the Martinez case. Do you renenber that
one? It was a

coupl e of years back."

| kept wal ki ng.



"I mpretty busy now, WIlly," | said.

"The Martinez case resulted in accusations of child abuse
br ought by
Sylvia Mirelia, the nother of Maria Martinez.

There was an internal affairs investigation. | wondered

I f you had any

comment . "

"No coment . "

"I've already tal ked to your partner at that tinme, Ted
Ander son. |

wondered if you had any comrent on that."

"Sorry. | don't."

"Then you aren't going to respond to these serious

al | egati ons agai nst

you?"

"The only one I know that's making allegations is you,
Wlly. "

"Actually, that's not entirely accurate,” he said, smling
at ne.

“"I"'mtold the D.A "s office has started an investigation.
| said nothing. | wondered if it was true.

"Under the circunstances, Lieutenant, do you think the
court nade a

m stake in granting you custody of your young daughter?"
Al 1 said was,

"Sorry. No comment, WIly." | tried to sound confi dent.

| was

starting to sweat.

Connor sai d,

"Come on, cone on. No tinme." | got into the car. Connor



said to
W | hel m

"Son, I'msorry, but we're busy. Got to go." He slammed
t he car door.
| started the engine.

"Let's go," Connor said.

WIlly stuck his head in the w ndow.

"Do you think that Captain Connor's Japan-bashi ng
represents anot her

exanpl e of the departnent's lack of judgnent in racially
sensitive

cases?"

"See you, WIlly." | rolled up the window, and started
driving down the

hill.

"Alittle faster wouldn't bother ne," Connor said.

"Sure," | said. | stepped on the gas.
In the rearview mrror, | saw the Wasel running for his
Mer cedes. |

took the turn faster, tires squealing.

"How did that lowife know where to find us? He
noni toring the
radi o?"

"We haven't been on the radio,"” Connor said.

"You know |I'm careful about the radio. But maybe the
patrol car phoned

I n sonething when we arrived. Maybe we have a bug in this
car. Maybe

he just figured we'd turn up here.

He's a scum bag And he's connected to the Japanese. He's
their plant
at the Tines. Usually the Japanese are a little



nore classy about who they associate with. But | guess
he'll do

everything they want done. Nice car, huh?"

"I notice it's not Japanese.”

"Can't be obvious,"” Connor said.

"He foll owi ng us?"

“"No. | think we [ost him Were are we goi ng now?"

"U. S.C. Sanders has had enough tinme screw ng around by
now. "

We drove down the street, down the hill, toward the 101
freeway.
"By the way," | said.

"What was all that about the reading gl asses?”

"Just a small point to be verified. No reading gl asses
wer e found,

ri ght?"

"Ri ght. Just sungl asses."

"That's what | thought,"” Connor said.

"And Graham says he's leaving town. Today. He's going to
Phoeni x. "

"Uh- huh." He | ooked at ne.

"You want to | eave town, too?"

"No," | said.

"Ckay, " Connor said.

| got down the hill and onto the 101 going south. In the

old days it
woul d be ten mnutes to US.C. Nowit was nore like thirty



m nut es.

Especially now, right at m dday. But there weren't any
fast tinmes,

anynore. Traffic was al ways bad. The snbg was al ways
bad. | drove

t hrough haze.

"You think I'm being foolish?" | said.
"You think |I should pick up ny kid and run, too?"
"It's one way to handle it." He sighed.

"The Japanese are masters of indirect action. It's their
I nsti nct ual

way to proceed. |If sonmeone in Japan is unhappy with you,
t hey never

tell you to your face. They tell your friend, your
associ ate, your

boss. In such a way that the word gets back. The
Japanese have all

t hese ways of indirect conmmunication.

That's why they socialize so nmuch, play so nuch golf, go
drinking in

kar aoke bars. They need these extra channel s of

comruni cati on because

they can't cone out and say what's on their mnds. It's
trenmendously

i nefficient, when you think about it. Wasteful of tine
and energy and

noney. But since they cannot confront-because
confrontation is al nost

| i ke death, it nakes them sweat and pani c-they have no
ot her choi ce.

Japan is the land of the end run. They never go up the
m ddl e. "

"Yeah, but

"So behavi or that seens sneaky and cowardly to Anericans
IS just

standard operating procedure to Japanese. It doesn't nean
anyt hi ng



special. They're just letting you know t hat powerf ul
peopl e are
di spl eased. "

"Letting ne know? That | could end up in court over ny
daughter? My

relationship with ny kid could be ruined? My own
reputation could be

ruined?" | "Well, yes. Those are nornal penalties. The

t hreat of

soci al disgrace is the usual way you're expected to know
of

di spl easure. "

"Well, | think | knowit, now " | said.

“I think I get the fucking picture."”

"I't's not personal," Connor said.

"It's just the way they proceed."

"Yeah, right. They're spreading a lie."
"In a sense.”

“"No, not in a sense. It's a fucking lie."
Connor si ghed.

"It took ne a long tine to understand,"”

he said, "that Japanese behavior is based on the val ues of
a farm

village. You hear a | ot about samurai and feudalism but
deep down,

the Japanese are farners. And if you lived in a farm
vill age and you

di spl eased the other villagers, you were bani shed. And

t hat nmeant you

di ed, because no other village would take in a

t roubl emaker. So.

Di spl ease the group and you die. That's the way they see
it.



"I't means the Japanese are exquisitely sensitive to the

group. More
than anything, they are attuned to getting along with the
group. It

means not standing out, not taking a chance, not being too
I ndi vidualistic. It also neans not necessarily insisting
on the truth.

The Japanese have very little faith in truth. It strikes
them as col d

and abstract. It's |ike a nother whose son is accused of

a crine. She

doesn't care nuch about the truth. She cares nore about
her son.

The same with the Japanese. To the Japanese, the

| mport ant

thing is relationships between people. That's the real
truth.

The factual truth is uninportant.”

"Yeah, fine," | said.

"But why are they pushing now?

What's the difference? This nurder is solved, right?"
"No, it's not," Connor said.

"It's not?"

“"No. That's why we have all the pressure. Cbviously,
sonebody badly

wants it to be over. They want us to give it

up. "

"If they are squeezing nme and squeezi ng G aham how cone
t hey' re not

squeezi ng you?"

"They are," Connor said.



" How?"
"By making ne responsible for what happens to you."

"How are they making you responsible? | don't see that."
"1 know you don't. But they do. Believe ne. They do."

| | ooked at the line of cars creeping forward, bl ending
into the haze

of downtown. We passed el ectronic billboards for Hitach
(#1 IN

COWPUTERS I N AMERI CA), for Canon (AMERI CA'S COPY LEADER)
and Honda

(NUMBER ONE RATED CAR I N AMERI CA!). Like nost of the new
Japanese ads,

they were bright enough to run in the daytine. The

bi I | boards cost

thirty thousand dollars a day to rent; nost Anerican
conpani es coul dn't

afford them

Connor said,

"The point is the Japanese know they can neke it very
unconfortable. By

rai sing the dust around you, they are telling ne, 'handle
it." Because

they think I can get this thing done. Finish it off."

"Can you?"

"Sure. You want to finish it off now? Then we can go
have a beer, and

enj oy sonme Japanese truth. O do you want to get to the
bott om of why

Cheryl Austin was killed?"

"I want to get to the bottom"
"Me, too," Connor said.

"So let's do it, kohai. |I think Sanders's lab wll have
I nteresting



I nformation for us. The tapes are the key, now.
Phillip Sanders was spinning like a top.

"The lab is shut down," he said. He threw up his hands in
frustration

"And there's nothing I can do about it. Nothing."
Connor said,
"When did it happen?”

"An hour ago. Buildings and G ounds cane by and told
everybody in the

lab to | eave, and they |ocked it up. Just like that.
There's a big

padl ock on the front door, now.

| said,
"And the reason was?"

"A report that structural weakness in the ceiling has nmade
t he basenent

unsafe and will invalidate the university's insurance if

t he skating

ri nk comes crashing dowmn on us.

Sone tal k about how student safety cones first. Anyway,
t hey cl osed

the |l ab, pending an investigation and report by a
structural engi neers”

"And when will that happen?”

He gestured to the phone.

"' mwaiting to hear. Maybe sone tine next week. Maybe
not until next

nont h. "

"Next nonth."

"Yeah. Exactly." Sanders ran his hand through his wld



hair.

"I went all the way to the dean on this one. But the
dean's office

doesn't know. It's comng fromhigh up in the university.
Up where

t he board of governors knows rich donors who nake
contributions in

multi-mllion-dollar chunks. The order cane fromthe

hi ghest | evel s. ™

Sanders | aughed.

"These days, it doesn't |eave nmuch nystery."
| said,
"Meani ng what ?"

"You realize Japan is deeply into the structure of

Anmeri can

universities, particularly in technical departnents. It's
happened everywhere. Japanese conpani es now endow
twenty-five

professorships at MI.T." far nore than any other nation.
Because

they knowafter all the bullshit stops -that they can't

I nnovat e as

well as we can. Since they need innovation, they do the
obvi ous t hing.

They buy it."

"From American universities."

"Sure. Listen, at the University of California at Irvine,
there's two

floors of a research building that you can't get into

unl ess you have a

Japanese passport. They're doing research for Hitachi
there. An

Aneri can university closed to Anmericans.
around, wavi ng

hi s arms.

Sanders swung

"And around here, if sonething happens that they don't



like, it's just

a phone call from sonebody to the president of the

uni versity, and what

can he do? He can't afford to piss the Japanese off. So
what ever they

want, they get. And if they want the | ab closed, it's
cl osed. "

| said,
"What about the tapes?”

"BEverything is locked in there. They nade us | eave
everything."

"Real | y?"

"They were in a hell of a rush. It was gestapo stuff.
Pushing and prodding us to get out. You can't inagine the
pani c at an

Anerican university if it thinks it may | ose sone

fundi ng." He

si ghed.

"l don't know. Maybe Theresa managed to take sone tapes
with her. You

could ask her."

"Where is she?"

"I think she went ice skating."

| frowned.

"l ce skating?"

"That's what she said she was going to do. So you coul d
check over

t here. "

And he | ooked right at Connor. In a particularly
meani ngf ul way.



Theresa Asakuma wasn't ice skating. There were thirty
little kids in

the rink, with a young teacher trying in vain to control
them They

| ooked Iike fourth graders. Their |aughter and yells
echoed in the

hi gh ceiling of the rink.

The buil di ng was al nost deserted, the bl eachers enpty. A
handf ul of

fraternity boys sat up in one corner, |ooking down and
punchi ng each

ot her on the shoulder. On our side, up high, near the
ceiling, a

jani tor nopped. A couple of adults who | ooked |ike
parents stood at

the railing, down near the ice. Qpposite us, a nman was
readi ng a

newspaper .

| didn't see Theresa Asakuma anywhere.

Connor sighed. Wearily, he sat on the wooden bl eachers
and | eaned

back. He crossed his legs, taking his ease. | stood
t here, watching
hi m

"What are you doi ngp She's obviously not here.”
"Have a seat."

"But you're always in such a rush."

"Have a seat. Enjoy life."

| sat down next to him W watched the kids skating
around the

perimeter of the ice. The teacher was shouti ng,

" Al exander ? Al exander!

|'"ve told you before. No hitting!

Don't you hit her!"



| | eaned back agai nst the bleachers. | tried to rel ax.
Connor wat ched

the kids and chuckl ed. He appeared entirely at ease,
W thout a care in

t he worl d.

| said,

"Do you think Sanders is right? The Japanese squeezed the
uni versity?"

"Sure," Connor said.

"And all that business about Japan buying into Anerican
t echnol ogy?
Buyi ng professorships at MI.T.?"

"I't's not illegal. They're supporting scholarship. A
nobl e ideal ."

| frowned.
"So you think it's okay?"
"No," he sai d.

"I don't think it's okay at all. If you give up control
of your own
I nstitutions you give up everything.

And general |y, whoever pays for an institution controls
it. If the

Japanese are willing to put up the noney-and if the
Anmeri can gover nnment

and Anerican industry aren't-then the Japanese w |l |
control Anerican

education. You know they already own ten Anerican
col l eges. Omn them

outright.

Bought themfor the training of their young people. So
that they can

be assured of the ability to send young Japanese to
Anerica."



"But they already can do that. Lots of Japanese go to
Aneri can
uni versities."

N
"Yes. But as usual, the Japanese are pl anni ng ahead.

They know in the future it nay get tougher. They know
t hat sooner or

| ater, there will be a backlash. No matter how

di plomatically they

play it-and they are in the acquisition phase now, so
they' re pl aying

it very diplomatically. Because the fact is, countries
don't like to

be dom nated. They don't like to be occupi ed-econonically
or

mlitarily. And the Japanese figure sone day the
Anericans will wake

up.
| watched the kids skating in the rink. I listened to
their laughter.

| thought of ny daughter. | thought of the four o'clock
neet i ng.

| said,

"Why are we sitting here?"

"Because, " he said.

So we sat there. The teacher was rounding the kids up
now, | eadi ng

them off the ice.

"Skates off here. Skates off here, please. That neans
you t oo,
Al exander! Al exander!"

"You know," Connor said, "if you wanted to buy a Japanese
company, you



couldn't do it. The people in the conpany woul d consi der
It shamef ul

to be taken over by foreigners. Itwould be a disgrace.
They woul d

never allow "I thought you could. | thought the Japanese
had

| i beralized their rules.”

Connor sm | ed.

"Technically. Yes. Technically, you can buy a Japanese
conpany. But

as a practical matter, you can't. Because if you want to
t ake over a

conpany, you first have to approach its bank. And get the
agreenent of

the bank. That's what is necessary, in order to proceed.
And t he bank

doesn't agree."

"I thought General Mdtors owns |suzu."
"GMowns a third of Isuzu. Not a controlling interest.

And yes, there are isolated instances. But overall,
foreign invest nent

i n Japan has declined by half in the last ten years. One
conpany after

anot her finds the Japanese market just too tough. They
get tired of

the bullshit, the hassles, the collusion, the rigged
mar kets, the

dangs, the secret agreenents to keep themout. They get
tired of the

governnent regul ations. The run around. And eventually
t hey give

up.

They just ... give up. Mdst other countries have given
up: Cermans,

Italians, French. Everybody's getting tired of trying to
do busi ness

I n Japan. Because no matter what they tell you, Japan is
cl osed. A



few years ago, T. Boone Pickens bought one-fourth of the
stock of a

Japanese conpany, but he couldn't get on the board of

di rectors. Japan

Is closed. ™

"So what are we supposed to do?"

"The sanme thing the Europeans are doing," Connor said.
"Reciprocity. Tit for tat. One of yours for one of mne.
Everybody in the world has the sane problemw th Japan.
It's just a question of what solution works best. The
Eur opean

solution is pretty direct. Wrks well, at |east so far."
On the rink, sone teenage girls began to do warnmups and a
few tentative

| eaps. Now t he school teacher was | eadi ng her charges

al ong the

corridor past us. As she went by, she said, "Is one of
you Li eut enant

Smi t h?"

"Yes, mn'am" | said.

One kid said,

"Do you have a gun?"

The teacher said,

"That wci man asked ne to tell you that what you're | ooking
for is in

the nen's | ocker room"

"It is?" | said.

The kid said,

"Can | see it?"



The teacher said,

"You know, the Oiental wonman? | think she was Oiental ."

"Yes," Connor said.

"Thank you."
"I want to see the gun."
Anot her ki d said,

"Quiet, stupid. Don't you know anything? They're
under cover."

"I want to see the gun.™

Connor and | started wal king away. The kids trailed after
us, still

asking to see our guns. Across the rink, the man with the
newspaper

| ooked up curiously. He watched us | eave.

“Not hing |ike an inconspicuous exit," Connor said.

The nmen's | ocker roomwas deserted. | started going

t hrough the green

netal |ockers, one after another, |ooking for the tapes.
Connor didn't

bother. | heard himcall to ne, "Back here.™

He was in the rear by the showers.

"You found the tapes?"

n m.

He was hol di ng open a door.

W went down a flight of concrete stairs to a | anding.
There were two doors. One opened onto a bel ow grade truck

entrance.
The other went into a dark hallway wth wooden beans.



"This way," Connor said.

W went down this hallway, crouched over. W were
underneath the rink

again. W passed throbbing stainless steel machinery, and
then cane to

a series of doors.

"Do you know where we're going?" | said.

One of the doors was ajar. He pushed it open. The room
lights were

out, but | could see that we were in the lab. Of in a
corner, | saw a

faint nonitor gl ow

W wal ked toward it.

Theresa Asakuma | eaned back fromthe table, pushed her
gl asses up on
her forehead, and rubbed her beautiful eyes.

"It's okay as long as we don't nmake much noi se," she said.

"They had a guard outside the nmain door earlier. | don't
know i f he's
still there.”

"A guard?"

"Yeah. They were serious about shutting down the lab. It
was

spectacular, like a drug bust. It really surprised the
Aneri cans. "

"And you?"

"I don't have the same expectations about this country."
Connor pointed to the nmonitor in front of her. It showed
a

freeze-frane i mage of the couple, enbracing as they noved
toward the



conference room The sane i nage, seen from other canera
angl es, was

reproduced on other nmonitors on the desk. Sone of the
noni t ors had

superi nposed red lines, radiating out fromthe night

li ghts.

"What have you |l earned fromthe tapes?”

Theresa pointed to the main screen.

“I"'mnot certain," she said.

"To be conpletely certain, | would have to run 3-D
nodel i ng sequences

to match the dinensions of the roomand keep track of all
the |ight

sources, and the shadows cast by all the sources.
haven't done that,

and | probably can't with the equipnent in this room
| twoul d probably

require an overnight run on a mni. Maybe | coul d get
time next week

fromthe astrophysics departnment. The way things are
goi ng, maybe not.

But in the neantinme, | have a strong feeling."

"Whi ch is?"
"The shadows don't match."

I n the darkness, Connor nodded slowy. As if that nade
sense to him

| said,

“"Whi ch shadows don't match?"

She pointed to the screen.

"As these people nove around the floor, the shadows they

cast don't
line up exactly.



They're in the wong place, or the wong shape. Oten
it's subtle. But

| think it is there."

"And the fact that the shadows don't match neans .
She shrugged.

"I"d say the tapes have been altered, Lieutenant."
There was a sil ence.

"Altered how?"

"I"'m not sure how nuch has been done. But it seens clear
that there

was anot her person in that room at |east part of the
time."

" Anot her person? You nean a third person?"

"Yes. Someone wat ching. And that third person has been
systematically

erased. "

"No shit," | said.

It was nmaking nmy head spin. | |ooked at Connor. He was
staring

intently at the nonitors. He seenmed conpletely
unsurprised. | said,

"Did you al ready know this?"

"l suspected sonething of the sort."”

"\hy 2"

"Well, early in the investigation it seened |likely that
the tapes were

going to be altered.”

"Why?" | said.



Connor sm | ed.

"Details, kohai. Those little things we forget." He

gl anced at

Theresa, as if he was reluctant to talk too nmuch in front
of her.

| said,

“"No, | want to hear this. Wen did you first know the

t apes were

al tered?"

“I'n the Nakanoto security room"™

n W]y?ll

"Because of the m ssing tape.”

"What m ssing tape?" | said. He had nentioned it before.

"Thi nk back," Connor said.

“I'n the security room the guard told us that he changed
t he tapes when

he canme on duty, around nine o'clock."

“"Yes ... "And the tape recorders all had tiners,

showi ng an el apsed tinme of about two hours. Each recorder
started

about ten or fifteen seconds |ater than the previous one.

Because that was the tine interval it took himto change
each tape.”

"Right . . ." | remenbered all that.

"And | pointed out to himone tape recorder that didn't
fit the

sequence. Its tape was only running for half an hour.

So | asked if it was broken."

"And the guard seened to think it was."



"Yes. That's what he said. | was letting himoff the
hook.

Actual ly, he knew 'perfectly well it was not broken."
"It wasn't?"

“"No. It was one of the few m stakes that the Japanese
have nmade. But

they only made it because they were stuck-they coul dn't
get around it.

They coul dn't beat their own technol ogy."

| | eaned back against the wall. | | ooked apol ogetically
at Ther esa.
She | ooked beautiful in the sem darkness of the nonitors.

"' msorry. I"'mlost."

"That's because you are rejecting the obvious explanation,
kohai . Thi nk

back. If you saw a |line of tape recorders, each one
running a few

seconds later than the one before, and you saw one
recorder way out of

sequence, what woul d you think?"

"That someone had changed the tape in that one recorder at
a later

time."

"Yes. And that's exactly what happened.™

"One tape was switched | ater?”

n YeS. n

| frowned.

"But why? Al of the tapes were replaced at nine o' clock.

So none of
t he repl acenents showed the nurder, anyway."



"Correct," Connor said.
"Then why switch one tape after that?"

"Good question. It's puzzling. | couldn't nake sense of
it for a long
time. But now I know," Connor said.

"You have to renenber the timng. The tapes were al
changed at
ni ne.

Then one tape was changed again at ten-fifteen. The

obvi ous

assunption was that sonething inportant happened between
ni ne o' cl ock

and ten-fifteen, that it was recorded on the tape, and the
t ape was

therefore taken away for sone reason. | asked nyself.

what could this

I nportant event be?"

| thought back. | frowned. | couldn't think of anything.

Theresa began to smle and nod, as if sonething had just
anmused her. |
sai d,

"You know?"

"l can guess," she said, smling.

"Well," | said.

“I"mglad everyone seens to know t he answer except ne.
Because | can't

t hi nk of anything inportant being recorded on that tape.
By ni ne

o' clock, the yellow barrier was up, isolating the crine
scene. The

girl's body was on the other side of the room There were
a |lot of

Japanese standing by the elevators, and G ahamwas calling
me on the



phone for help. But nobody actually began an

I nvestigation until | got

there at about ten. Then we had a | ot of back and forth
wi th Ishiguro.

| don't think anybody. crossed the tape until al nost
ten-thirty. Say

ten-fifteen at the earliest. So if sonebody | ooked at a
recordi ng, al

it would show is a deserted room and a girl lying on the
table. That's

all."

Connor said,

"Very good. Except you have forgotten sonething."

Ther esa sai d,

"Did anybody cross the roonf? Anybody at all ?"

"No," | said.

"We had the yellow barrier up. Nobody was all owed on the
ot her side of

the tape. In fact-" And then | renenbered.

"Wait a mnute! There was sonebody! That little guy with
t he camera, "

| said.

"He was on the other side of the barrier, taking
pictures."

"That's right,"” Connor said.

"What |ittle guy?" she said.

"A Japanese guy. He was taking pictures. W asked
| shi guro about him

He said his nane was, ah

"M . Tanaka," Connor said.

"That's right, M. Tanaka. And you asked I|shiguro for



the filmfrom
his canera." | frowned.

"But we never got it."

"No, " Connor said.

"And frankly, | never thought we would."
Ther esa sai d,

"This man was taking pictures?”

"l doubt that he was actually taking pictures,”" Connor
sai d.

"Per haps he was, because he was using one of those little
Canons-" "The

ones that shoot video stills, instead of filnf"

"Right. Wuld there be any use for those, in retouching?"
"There m ght be," she said.

"The i mages m ght be used for texture mapping. They'd go
I n fast,

because they were already digitized."

Connor nodded.

"Then perhaps he was taking pictures, after all. But it
was clear to

me that his picture-taking was just an excuse to allow him
to wal k on

the other side of the yellow line."

"Ah," Theresa sai d, noddi ng.

| said,

"How do you know t hat ?"

"Thi nk back," Connor said.



| had been standing facing Ishiguro when G aham yell ed:
Aw, Chri st,

what is this? And | | ooked back over ny shoul der and saw
a short

Japanese nman about ten neters beyond the yell ow tape. The
man' s back

was turned to ne. He was taking pictures of the crine
scene. The

camera was very small. It fitted into the palmof his
hand.

"Do you renenber how he noved?" Connor sai d.
"He noved in a distinctive way."
| tried torecall it. | couldn't.

G aham had gone forward to the tape, saying: For Christ's
sake, you

can't be in there. This is a god dammed crine scene. You
can't take

pi ctures! And there was a general uproar. G aham was

yel l'ing at

Tanaka, but he continued to be, entirely focused on his
wor k, shooti ng

t he canmera and backing toward us. Despite all the
yel l'i ng, Tanaka

didn't do what a normal person would do-turn around and
wal k toward the

tape. Instead, he backed up to the yellow stripe and,
still turned

away, ducked his head and went under it.

| said,

"He never turned around. He backed up all the way.
"Correct. That is the first nystery. Wiy woul d he back
up? Now, |

t hi nk, we know. "

"W do?"

Ther esa sai d,



"He was repeating the walk of the girl and the killer in
reverse, so it

woul d be laid down on vi deotape and he woul d have a good
record of

where the shadows in the roomwere."

"That's right," Connor said.
| remenbered that when | protested, Ishiguro had said to

me: This is
our enployee. He works for Nakanpto Security.

And | had said: This is outrageous. He can't take
pi ctures.

And | shiguro had explained: But this is for our corporate
use.

And neanwhil e the man had di sappeared in the crowd,
sl i ppi ng through

the knot of nen at the elevator.

But this is for our corporate use.

"Dam it!" | said.

"So Tanaka | eft us, went downstairs, and renoved a single
t ape, because

that tape had a record of his own wal k across the room
and the shadows

he cast?"

"Correct."

"And he needed that tape to make changes in the original
t apes?"

"Correct."
| was finally beginning to understand.

"But now, even if we can figure out how the tapes were
altered, they



won't stand up in a court of law, is that right?"
"That's right," Theresa said.
"Any good |lawer will make sure they're inadm ssible.”

"So the only way to go forward is to get a witness who can
testify to

what was done. Sakamura m ght know, but he's dead. So

we' re stuck

unl ess we can sonehow get our hands on M. Tanaka. |

think we better

get himin custody right away."

"I doubt that will ever happen," Connor said.

"Why not? You think they'll keep himfrom us?"

"No, | don't think they have to. It is very likely that
M. Tanaka is
al ready dead.™

Connor inmmediately turned to Theresa.

"Are you good at your job?"

"Yes," she said.

"Very good?"

"I think so."

"We have little time left. Work with Peter. See what you
can extract

fromthe tape. Ganbatte: try very hard. Trust ne that
your efforts

wll be rewarded. In the neantine, | have sone calls to
make. "

| said,

"You're leaving?" "Yes. I'll need the car."

| gave himthe keys



"Where are you going" "lI'mnot your wfe.
“I"mjust asking;" | said.

"Don'tworry about it. | need to see sone people.” He
turned to go.

"But why do you say Tanaka is dead?"

"Well, perhaps he's not. We'Il| discuss it when there is
nore tinme.

Ri ght now, we have a lot to finish before four o'cl ock.
That is our

true deadline. | think you have surprises in store for
you, Kohai

Just call it ny chokkan, ny intuition.

Ckay? You have trouble, or sonething unexpected, call ne
on the car

phone. Good | uck. Now work with this |ovely | ady.
Urayanmashii the!

" And he left. W heard the rear door close.

| said to Theresa,
"What did he say?"

"He said he envies you." She smled in the darkness.
"Let's begin."

2e9
She pressed buttons on the equi pnent in rapid succession.

The tape rolled back to the begi nning of the sequence.

| said,

"How are we going to do this?"

"There are three basic approaches to | earn how vi deo has

been doct or ed.
The first is blur and col or edges. The second i s shadow



lines. W& can

try to work with those elenents, but |I've been doing that
for the |ast

two hours, and | haven't gotten very far."

"And the third nethod?"
"Refl ected el enents. | haven't |ooked at themyet."
| shook ny head.

"Basically, reflected el enents-REs-are portions of the
scene that are

reflected wwthin the image itself. Like when Sakanura
wal ks out of the

room and his face is reflected in the mrror. There are
al nost

certainly other reflections in that room A desk |anp may
be chrone,

and it may show the people, distorted, as they pass. The
wal | s of the

conference roomare glass. W may be able to pull a
reflection off the

gl ass. A silver paperweight on a desk, with a reflection
init. A

gl ass vase of flowers. A plastic container. Anything
shiny enough to

make a reflection.”

| watched her reset the tapes, and prepare to run forward.

Her one good hand noved quickly fromone machine to the
next as she

tal ked. It was odd to stand next to a woman so beauti ful,
who was so

unsel f consci ous of her beauty.

"I'n nost images, there is sonmething reflective," Theresa

sai d.

"Qutside, there are car bunpers, wet streets, gl ass

wi ndowpanes. And

Inside a roomthere are picture frames, mrrors, silver
candl esti cks,



chronme table-legs.... There's always sonething."
"Butwon't they fix the reflections, too?"

"If they have tinme, yes. Because now there are conputer
prograns to

map an i mage onto any shape. You can nmap a picture onto a
conpl i cat ed,

tw sted surface. But it takes tinme. So. Let's hope they
had no

tinme."

She started the tapes forward. The first portion was
dark, as Cheryl

Austin first appeared by the elevators. | | ooked at
Theresa. |

sai d,

"How do you feel about this?"

"What do you nean?"

"Hel ping us. The police."

"You nean, because | am Japanese?" She gl anced at nme, and
smled. It

was an odd, crooked smle.

"I have no illusions about Japanese. Do you know where
Sako is?"

" No.
"It is acity-atown, really-in the north. In Hokkai do.

A provincial place. There is an Arerican airfield there.
| was born

I n Sako. My father was a kokujin nmechanic. You know t hat
wor d

kokujin? Niguro. A black man. My nother worked in a
noodl e shop where

the air force personnel went.

They married, but ny father died in An accident when | was



two years

old. There was a snall pension for the wi dow. So we had
sone noney.

But my grandfather took nost of it, because he insisted he
had been

di sgraced by ny birth. I was ainoko and ni guro. They are
not nice

words, what he called ne. But ny nother wanted to stay
there, to stay

I n Japan.

So | grewup in Sako. Inthis ... place .
| heard the bitterness in her voice.
"You know what the burakum n are?" she sai d.

"No? | am not surprised. In Japan, the | and where
everyone is

supposedly equal, no one speaks of burakum n. But before
a marriage, a

young man's famly will check the famly history of the
bride, to be

sure there are no burakumin in the past. The bride's
famly will do

the sanme. And if there is any doubt, the marriage wll
not occur. The

burakwni n are the untouchabl es of Japan. The outcasts,

t he | owest of

the | ow.

They are the descendants of tanners and | eather workers,
which in
Buddhi smis uncl ean.™

"l see."

"And | was | ower than burakum n, because | was deforned.
To t he

Japanese, deformty is shameful. Not sad, or a burden.
Shaneful . It

means you have done sonething wong. Deformty shanes
you, and your

famly, and your community. The people around you w sh



you were
dead.

And if you are half black, the ainoko of an Anerican big
nose. !
She shook her head.

"Children are cruel. And this was a provincial place, a
country
town. "

She wat ched the tape go forward.

"So | amglad to be here. You Anericans do not know in
what grace your |and exists. What freedomyou enjoy in
your hearts.

You cannot imagine the harshness of life in Japan, if you
are excl uded

fromthe group. But | know it very well. And | do not
mnd if the

Japanese suffer a little now, fromny efforts with ny one
good hand. "

She glared at nme. The intensity turned her face to a
mask.

"Does that answer your question, Lieutenant?"

"Yes," | said.
"It does.™
"When | come to Anerica, | think the Americans are very

fool i sh about

t he Japanese-but never mnd. Here is the sequence now.
You wat ch the

top two nmonitors. | will watch the bottomthree. Look
carefully for

objects that reflect.

Look closely. Here it cones."

| watched the nonitors in the darkness.



Theresa Asakuna was feeling bitter about the Japanese, but
so was |.

The incident with Weasel WI hel m had nade ne angry. Angry
t he way

sonmebody who's scared can be angry. One sentence he had
sai d kept

com ng back to ny m nd, again and again.

Under the circunstances, don't you think the court nade a
m stake in
granting you custody of your young daughter?

| never wanted custody. In all the turnmoil of the

di vorce, of Lauren

novi ng out, packing up, this is yours, this is mne-in al
that, the

|l ast thing | wanted was custody of a seven-nonth-old baby.
Shel Iy was

just starting to nove around the living room holding onto
t he

furniture. She woul d say

"Mana." Her first word But Lauren didn't want the
responsibility and
kept sayi ng,

"I can't handle it, Peter.

| just can't handle it." So |I took custody. What el se
could I do?

But now it was alnost two years later. | had changed ny
life. I had

changed my job, ny schedul e. She was ny daughter now.

And t he t hought

of giving her up was like twisting a knife in nmy' stonmach

Under the circunstances, Lieutenant, don't you think ...
On the

nonitor, | watched as Cheryl Austin waited in the darkness
for the
arrival of her lover. | watched the way she | ooked around

t he room



The court made a m st ake.

No, | thought, the court didn't nmake a m stake. Lauren
couldn't handl e
it, and had never been able to handle it.

Hal f the tine, she skipped on her weekends. She was too
busy to see her own daughter. Once after a weekend she
returned

Mchelle to ne. Mchelle was crying. Lauren said, "I
just don't know

what to do with her." | checked. Her diapers were wet
and she had a

pai nful rash. Mchelle always gets a rash when her

di apers aren't

changed pronptly.

Lauren hadn't changed her diapers often enough during the
weekend. So

| changed her, and there were streaks of shit in

M chell e's vagi na. She

hadn't cl eaned her own daughter properly.

Don't you think the court made a m st ake?

No, | didn't.

Under the circunstances, don't you think" Fuck it," |
sai d.

Theresa stabbed a button, stopped the tapes. The inmages
froze on the

nonitors all around us.

"What is it?" she said.

"What did you see?"

“Not hi ng. "

She | ooked at ne.

"' msorry. | was thinking of sonething else.”



n [bnl t . n
She started the tape again.
On nultiple nonitors, the man enbraced Cheryl Austin.

| mages fromthe different caneras were coordinated in an
eerie way. It

was as if we could see all sides of the event front and
back, top and

sides. It was |ike a noving architectural blueprint.

And it felt creepy, to watch

My two nonitors showed the view fromthe far end of the
room and from

hi gh above, | ooking straight down. Cheryl and her |over
were small in

one nonitor, and in the other one, | saw only the tops of
t heir heads.

But | wat ched.

St andi ng al ongsi de ne, Theresa Asakunma breathed sl owy,
regularly. In
and out. | glanced at her.

"Pay attention."
| |1 ooked back.

The lovers were in a passionate enbrace. The nman pressed
Cheryl back

against a desk. In ny top view, | could see her face,

| ooki ng strai ght

up as she | ay back. Beside her, a framed picture on the
desk fel

over.

"There," | said.
Theresa st opped the tape.

"What ?" she sai d.



"There." | pointed to the framed picture. It lay flat,
faci ng upward.

Refl ected in the glass, we could see the outline of the
man' s head as

he bent over Cheryl. It was very dark, Just a silhouette.

"Can you get an inmage fromthat?" | said.
"I don't know. Let's try."

Her hand noved swiftly across the controls, touching them
briefly.

"The video inmage is digital," she said.
“It's in the conputer now. W'll see what we can do with
it." The

| mage began to junp, growing larger in increnents as she
zooned in on

the picture frane. The i mage noved past Cheryl's frozen,

grainy face,

her head thrown back in an instant of passion. Mwved down
from her

shoul der, toward the frane.

As the picture enlarged, it becane nore grainy. It began
t o deconpose

into a pattern of dots, |like a newspaper photo held too
cl ose to your

face. Then the dots thensel ves enl arged, fornmed edges,
turned into

smal | bl ocks of gray.

Pretty soon | couldn't tell what we were | ooking at.
"I's this going' to work?"

"l doubt it. But there's the edge of the frame, and
there's the

face."

| was glad she could see it. | couldn't.

"Let's sharpen.”



She pressed buttons. Conputer nenus dropped down, flashed
back. The

| mage becane crisper. Gittier. But | could see the
franme. And the

outline of the head.

"Shar pen again."

She did that.

"All right. Now we can adjust our gray scale .

The face in the frame began to enmerge fromthe gl oom

It was chilling.

Enl arged so nuch, the grain was severe-each pupil of the
eyes was a

single black spot-and we really couldn't see who it was.
The man's

eyes were open, and his nouth was

tw sted, distorted in passion, or arousal, or hate. But
we coul dn't

really tell.

Not really.

"I's that a Japanese face?"

She shook her head.

"There's not enough detail in the original."

“"You can't bring it out?"

“I''l'l work on it later. But | think, no. Itwon't ever be
there. Let's

go on."

The i mages snapped back into full novenent. Cheryl
suddenly shoved the

man away, pushing his chest wth the flat of her hand.
The face



di sappeared fromthe picture frane.
W were back to the original five views.

The coupl e broke and she conpl ai ned, pushing him
repeatedly. Her face

| ooked angry. Now that | had seen the man's face

reflected in the

frame, | wondered if she had becone frightened of what she
saw. But it

was i npossible to tell

The | overs stood in the deserted room discussed where to
go. She was

| ooki ng around. He nodded his head. She pointed toward

t he conference

room He seened to agree or accept.

They ki ssed, clinched again. There was a famliarity in
the way they
j oi ned and parted, joined again.

Theresa saw it, too.
"She knows him™"
"Yes. 1'd say."

Still Kkissing, the couple noved awkwardly toward the
conference room

At this point nmy nonitors were no |onger very useful. The
far camera

showed the whol e room and the couple noving laterally
across it, from

right to left. But the figures were tiny, and difficult
to see. They

were novi ng between the desks, heading toward” Wait |

sai d.

"What was that?"
She went back, frame by frane.

"There," | said.



| pointed to the inage. "See that? Wat's that?"

As the couple noved across the room the canera tracked
past a | arge

Japanese cal |l i graphy scroll hanging on the wall near the
el evator. The

scroll was encased in glass. For a brief nonent, there
was a glint of

light in the glass. That was what had caught ny eye.

A glint of Iight.
Ther esa frowned.

“"It's not a reflection fromthe couple,"™

she sai d.
"No. "
"Let's | ook."

She began zoom ng again. The inmage junped toward the
hangi ng scroll,

growing grittier with each step. The glint enl arged,
broke in two

fragnents. There was a fuzzy spot of light in one corner.
And a

vertical slit of light, running alnost the |ength of the
pi cture.

"Let's rock it," she said.

She began to nake the inmage go forward and back, one frane
at a tine.

Fl i pping fromone to the other. In one franme, the

vertical slit was

mssing. In the next frame, it was there. The vertical

bar | asted for

the next ten frames. Then it was gone, never to reappear.
But the

fuzzy spot in the corner was al ways present.



n Hmm] n

She pushed in on the spot. Under ever-increasing

magni fication, it

disintegrated until it |ooked like a cluster of stars from
an astronony

picture. But it seened to have sone kind of internal

organi zation. |

could al nost inagine an X shape to it. | said so.

"Yes," she said.

"Let's sharpen.™

She did that. The conputers worked on the data. The
fuzzy cluster
resolved itself. Now it |ooked |ike Roman nuneral s.

"What the hell is that?" | said.
She kept wor ki ng

"Edge trace," she said. The outline of the Roman nuneral s
appear ed
nore clearly.

Theresa continued to try and resolve it. As she worked,
I n sone ways

the i mage seened to get better, and in sone ways, |ess
cl ear. But

eventual ly we could recognize it.

"It's the reflection of an exit sign," she said.
"There's an exit at the far end of the room opposite the
el evators, is

that right?"

"Yes," | said.
"It's being reflected in the glass of the scroll. That's

all it is."
She flipped to the next frane.



"But this vertical bar of light. That's interesting.
See? It

appears, and is gone.'
tinmes.

She ran it back and forth several

And then | figured it out.
"There's a fire exit back there," | said.

"And a staircase going downstairs. That nust be the
reflection of the

light fromthe stairwell as soneone opens the door and
closes it

again."

"You nean someone came into the room" she said.
"Fromthe back stairs?"

"Yes."

“Interesting. Let's try and see who it is."

She ran the tapes forward. At this high magnification,

t he grainy

I mge spattered and popped like fireworks on the screen.
It was as if

the smal | est conponents of the image had a life of their
own, their

dance i ndependent of the inmage they assenbled to neke.
But it was

exhausting to watch. | rubbed ny eyes.

"Jesus. "

"Ckay. There.™

| | ooked up. She had frozen the image. | couldn't see

anyt hi ng but

erratic bl ack-and-white dots. There seened to be a
pattern but |

couldn't tell what it was. It rem nded ne of the
nonogr ans when Lauren

was pregnant. The doctor would say, The head is here,



that's the
baby's stomach there.

. . . But I couldn't see anything. It was just abstract.
My daught er
still in the wonb.

The doctor had said, See? She w ggled her fingers. See?
Her heart is beating.

| had seen that. | had seen the heart beating. The
little heart and
the little ribs.

Under the circunstances, Lieutenant, don't you think" See
Ther esa
sai d.

"That's his shoulder. That's the outline of the head.
Now he is

novi ng forward-see himgetting | arger?-and now he is
standing in that

far passageway, |ooking around the corner. He is
cautious. You can

see the profile of his nose for a nonent as he turns to
| ook. See

that? I know it's hard. Watch carefully. Now he is

| ooki ng at them

He is watching them"

And suddenly, | could see it. The spots seened to fal

into place. |

saw a sil houetted man standing in the hallway by the far
exit.

He was wat chi ng.

Across the room the |lovers were wapped up in their Kkiss.

They didn't notice the new arrival.

But sonmeone was watching them It gave ne a chill



"Can you see who he is?"

She shook her head.

"I npossible. W are at the |imts of everything. |
cannot even

resol ve eyes, a nouth. Nothing."

"Then let's go on."

The tapes snapped back, full speed. | was jarred by the
sudden return
to normal size and nornal novement. | watched as the

| overs, Kkissing
passi onately, continued to cross the room

"So now they are being watched," Theresa sai d.
"Interesting. What kind of a girl is this?"

| said,

"I believe the termis torigaru onnai."

She sai d,

"She is light in her bird? Tori what?"

"Never mnd. | nean she is a | oose wonan."

Theresa shook her head.

"Men al ways say things like that. To ne, it |ooks |ike
she | oves him

but she is troubled in her mnd."

The | overs were approaching the conference room and
Cheryl suddenly

tw sted away, attenpting to break free fromthe man.

"If she loves him she's got a strange way of showng it,"

| said.



"She senses sonething is wong."
n W]y?ll

"I don't know. Perhaps she hears sonething. The ot her
man. | don't
know. "

What ever the reason, Cheryl was struggling with the

| over, who now had

both arnms around her wai st and was al nost draggi ng her
into the

conference room Cheryl tw sted once nore at the door, as
t he man

tried to pull her in.

"A good chance here," Theresa said.

The tape froze again.

Al the walls of the conference roomwere glass. Through
t he outer

wal ls, the lights of the city were visible. But the inner
wal | s,

facing the atrium were dark enough to act as a bl ack
mrror. Since

Cheryl and her | over were near the inner glass walls,
their inmages were

reflected in the glass as they struggl ed.

Theresa ran the tape forward, franme by frame, |ooking for
an i mage t hat

m ght hold up. Fromtinme to time, she zooned in, probed

t he pixel s,

zoonmed back out. It was difficult. The two people were
nmovi ng

qui ckly, and they were often blurred. And the lights from
t he

skyscrapers outside sonetinmes obscured otherw se good

| mages.

It was frustrating.

It was sl ow.



Stop. Zoomin. Slide around in the image, trying to

| ocate a section

that had enough detail Gve up. Go forward again. Stop
agai n.

Finally, Theresa sighed.
"It's not working That glass is nurder.™
"Then let's keep going."

| saw Cheryl grab the door frame, trying to keep from
being pulled into

the conference room The man finally pulled her free, she
slid

backward with a | ook of terror on her face, and then she
swung her arns

back to hit the man.

Her purse went flying. Then they were both inside the
room

Si | houettes noving quickly, turning.

The man shoved her back against the table, and Cheryl
appeared in the

canmera that ained strai ght down on the conference room
Her short

bl ond hair contrasted wth the dark wood of the table.
Her nood

changed agai n, she stopped struggling for a mnute. She
had a | ook of

expectation. Excitenent. She |icked her |ips. Her eyes
foll owed the

man as he | eaned over her. He slid her skirt up her hips.

She sm | ed, pouted, whispered in his ear.
He pull ed her panties away, a quick jerk.

She smled at him It was a tense smle, half-aroused,
hal f - pl eadi ng.



She was excited by her own fear.
H s hands caressed her throat.

Standing in the darkened | aboratory, with the hiss of
skaters on the

I ce above, we watched the final violent act, again and
again. It

pl ayed on five nonitors, different angles, as her pale
| egs went up,

onto his shoul ders, and he crouched over her, hands
funbling at his

trousers.

Wth repetition, | noticed small things not seen before.
The way she
slid down the table to neet him w ggling her hips.

The way his back arched at the nonent of penetration. The
change in

her smle, catlike, know ng. Cal cul ating. How she urged
hi m on,

sayi ng sonet hi ng. Her hands around his back, caressing.
The sudden

change in nood, the flash of anger in her eyes, the abrupt
sl ap. The

way she fought him first to arouse him and then |ater,
struggling in

a different way, because then sonething was wong. The
way her eyes

bul ged, and she had a | ook of real desperation. Her hands
pushing his

arms, shoving his coat sleeves up, revealing the tiny
netal lic sparkle

of cuff links. The glint of her watch.

Her armfalling back, pal mopen. Five fingers pale

agai nst the bl ack

of the table. Then a trenor, the fingers twtching, and
still ness.

H s sl owness to understand sonethi ng was wong. The way'
he went rigid

for a nmonment, then took her head in his hand, noved it



back and forth,

trying to arouse her, before he finally pulled away. Even
| ooki ng at

hi s back, you could al nost feel his horror. He renained
slow, as if in

a trance.

Pacing around the roomin aimess half steps, first this
way, then
that. Trying to recover his wits, to decide what to do.

Each tinme | saw the sequence repeated, | felt a different
way. The

first fewtines, there was a tension, a voyeuristic
sensation, itself

al nrost sexual. And then later, | felt progressively nore
det ached,

nore analytical. As if | was drifting away, noving back
fromthe

nonitor. And finally, the entire sequence seened to break
down before

ny eyes, the bodies losing their human identities

al t oget her, becom ng

abstractions, elenents of design, shifting and noving in
dar k space.

Ther esa sai d,

"This girl is sick."

"It | ooks that way."

"She is not a victim Not this one."

"“Maybe not."

W watched it again. But | no | o ager knew why we were
wat chi ng.

Finally | said,

"Let's go forward, Theresa."

We had been running the sequence to a certain point on the
t ape



counter, and then going back to run again. So we had seen
a part of

the tape again and again, but we hadn't gone farther.

Al nost

I mredi ately as we went forward, sonething renmarkable
happened. The man

st opped paci ng and | ooked sharply off to one side-as if he
had seen

somet hi ng, or heard sonet hi ng.

"The ot her man?" | sai d.

"Perhaps." She pointed to the nonitors.

"This is the area in the tapes where the shadows do not
seemto match

up.
Now, we know why."

"Somet hi ng was erased?"

She ran the tape backward. On the side nonitor view, we
coul d see the

man | ook up, in the direction of the exit. He gave every
appear ance

t hat he had seen soneone. But he did not appear
frightened or

guilty.

She zooned in. The man was just a sil houette.

"You can't see anything, can you?"

"Profile."

"What about it?"

"I amlooking at the jaw line. Yes. See? The jaw is
noving. He is

tal ki ng. "

"Talking to the other man?"



"Or to hinself. But he is certainly |ooking off. And now
see? He has
sudden new energy. "

The man was noving around the conference room Hi's
behavi or purposeful. | renmenbered how confusing this
part had been,

when | saw it the night before at the police station.

gut with five caneras, it was clear. W could see exactly
what he was
doi ng. He picked up the panties fromthe fl oor.

And then he bent over the dead girl, and renoved her
wat ch.

"No kidding," | said.
"He took her watch."”

| could only think of one reason why: the watch nust have
an

I nscription. The man put the panties and the watch in his
pocket, and

was turning to go, when the inage froze again. Theresa
had st opped

it.

"What is it?" | said

She pointed to one of the five nonitors.

"There," she said.

She was | ooking at the side view, fromthe overall canera.
It showed the conference roomas seen fromthe atrium |
saw t he

sil houette of the girl on the table, and the nan inside

t he conference

room

"Yeah? So?"



"There," she said, pointing.

"They forgot to erase that one."” In the corner of the
screen, | saw a

ghostly form The angle and the |lighting were just right
to enabl e us

to see him
It was a nan.
The third man.

He had cone forward, and now was standing in the m ddl e of
the atrium

| ooking toward the killer, inside the conference room

The i mage of

the third man was conplete, reflected in the glass. But

It was

faint.

"Can you get that? Can you nake it out?"

"I can try," she said.

The zoons began. She punched in, saw the i nage deconpose.
She

sharpened it, heightened contrast. The inmage streaked,
and went dul |,

flat. She coaxed it back, reconstituted it. She noved

cl oser,

enlarging it. It was tantali zi ng.

We coul d al nbst nmake an identification.

Al nost, but not quite.

"Frame advance," she said.

Now, one by one, the frames clicked ahead. The inage of
t he man was

alternately sharper, blurred, sharp

And then at last, we saw the waiting man clearly.



"No, @it," | said.
"You know who he is?"
"Yes," | said.

“It's Eddi e Sakamura."

After that, we nmade swift progress. W knew, w thout a
doubt, that

the tapes had been altered and the identity of the killer
had been

changed. W watched as the killer came out of the room
and noved

toward the exit, with a regretful |ook back at the dead

girl.
| said,

"How coul d they change the killer's face in just a few
hour s?"

"They have very sophisticated mappi ng software,” she said.

"It's by far the nost advanced in the world. The Japanese
are becom ng

much better in software. Soon they will surpass the
Anericans in that,

as they already have in conputers.”

"So they did it with better software?"
"Even with the best software it would be daring to try it.

And t he Japanese are not daring. So | suspect this
particul ar job was

not so hard. Because the killer spends nost of his tine
ki ssing the

girl, or in shadow, so you can't see his face.

| am guessing they had the idea very late, as an

af tert hought, to nmake

a change of identity. Because they saw that they only had
to change



this part comng up.... There, where he passes the
mrror."

In the mrror, | saw the face of Eddi e Sakanura, clearly.
Hi s hand brushing the wall, show ng the scar.
"You see," she said, "if they changed that, the rest of

the tape could

pass. In all the caneras. It was a gol den opportunity,
and they took

it. That is what | think." On the nonitors, Eddie
Sakamura went past

the mrror, into shadow. She ran it back.

"Let's | ook."

She put up the reflection in the mrror, and step-zooned
in to the face
until it broke into bl ocks.

"Ah," she sai d.

"You see the pixels. You see the regularity. Soneone has
done sone

retouchi ng here. Here, on the cheekbone, where there is a
shadow

beneath his eye. Nornmally you get sone irregularity at

t he edge

bet ween two gray scales. Here, the line is cleaned up.

It has been

repaired. And let ne see-" The inmage spun |laterally.

"Yes. Here, too."

More blocks. | couldn't tell what she was | ooking at.
"What is it?"

"His right hand. Were the scar is. You see, the scar
has been added,

you can tell fromthe way the pixels configure."

| couldn't see it, but | took her word for it.



"Then who was the actual killer?"

She shook her head.

"I't will be difficult to determ ne. W have searched the
refl ections

and we have not found it.

There is a final procedure which | did not try, because it
Is the

easiest of all, but it is also the easiest to change.
That is to

search the shadow detail."

"Shadow detai |l ?"

"Yes. W can try to do inmage intensification in the bl ack
areas of the

picture, in the shadows and the sil houettes.

There may be a place where there i s enough anbi ent |ight
to enabl e us

to derive a recogni zable face. W can try."

She didn't sound enthusi astic about the prospects.

"You don't think it will work?"

She shrugged.

"No. But we mght as well try. It is all that is left."
"Ckay, " | said.

"Let's do it."

She started to run the tape in reverse, wal ki ng Eddi e
Sakamura backward

fromthe mrror toward the conference room

"Wait a mnute," | said.

"What happens after the mrror? W haven't |ooked at that



part."

"I | ooked earlier. He goes under an overhang, and noves
away, toward
t he staircase.”

"Let's see it anyway."
"All right."

The tape ran forward. Quickly, Eddie Sakanmura went toward
the exit.

H s face flashed in the mrror as he went

past it. The nore often | saw it, the nore fake that
noment | ooked.

It even seened as if a small delay, a tiny pause, had been
added to his

novenent. To help us make the identification.

Now the killer wal ked on, into a dark passage | eading
toward the

staircase, which was sonewhere around the corner, out of
view. The far

wal |l was light, so he was sil houetted. But there was no
detail visible

In the silhouette. He was entirely dark.

"No," she said.

"I remenber this part. Nothing here. Too dark. Kuronbo.
What t hey
used to call ne. Black person.”

"I thought you said you could do shadow detail."

"I can, but not here. Anyway, | amsure this part has
been retouched.

They know we wi ||l exam ne the section of tape on either
side of the

mrror. They know we will go in with pixel mcroscopes
and scan every

franme. So they WII have fixed that area carefully. And
they will

bl acken the shadows on this person.”



"(kay, but even so-" "Hey!" she said suddenly.

"What was that?"

The i mage froze.

| saw the outline of the killer, wal king away toward the
white wall in

t he background, the exit sign above his head.

"Looks like a silhouette."

"Yes, but sonething is wong."

She ran the tape backward, slowy.

As | watched, | said,

"Machigai no um oshete kudasaii."

It was a phrase | had | earned fromone of ny early
cl asses.

She smled in the darkness.

"I must help you with your Japanese, Lieutenant. Are you
asking nme if
t here has been m st ake?"

n YeS. n

"The word is unu, not um. Um is ocean. Unu neans you
are asking yes

or no about sonething. And yes, | believe there may have
been a

m st ake. "

The tape continued backward, the sil houette of the killer
com ng back
toward us. She sucked in her breath, in surprise.

"There is a mstake. | cannot believe it. Do you see it
now?"



"No," | said.

She ran the tape forward for ne. | watched as the man
wal ked away in
si | houette.

"There, do you see it now?"
"No, I"'msorry,"
She was becoming irritable.

"Pay attention. Look at the shoulder. Watch the shoul der
of the man.

See how it rises and falls with each step, in a rhythmc
way, and then

suddenly ... There! You see it?"

| did. Finally.
"The outline seenmed to junp. To get bigger.

"Yes. Exactly. To junp bigger." She adjusted the
controls.

"Quite a lot bigger, Lieutenant. They tried to blend the
junmp into the

up-step, to make it | ess conspicuous. But they did not
try very hard.

It is clear anyway."

"And what does that mean?"

"It nmeans they are arrogant,"” she said. She sounded
angry. | couldn't

tel | why.

So | asked her.

"Yes. Now it pisses ne off,"”
in on the

| mage, her one hand novi ng qui ckly.

she said. She was zoom ng



"It is because they have nmade an obvi ous m stake. They
expect we wll

be sl oppy. W will not be thorough. W will not be
intelligent.

W will not be Japanese.”
"But-" "Oh, | hate them" The inmage noved, shifted. She
Was

concentrating on the outline of the head, now.
"You know Takeshita Noboru?"

| said,

"I's that a manufacturer?”

"No. Takeshita was prinme mnister. A few years ago, he
made a | oke
about visiting American sailors on a Navy ship.

He said Arerica is now so poor, the Navy boys cannot
afford to cone

ashore to enjoy Japan. Everything is too expensive for
them He said

they could only remain on their ship and give each ot her
AIDS. Big

j oke in Japan."

"He said that?"
She nodded.

“If | was Anerican, and someone said that

to nme, | would take this ship away, and

tell Japan to go fuck itself, pay for its own defense.
"You know who he is?"

You didn't know Takeshita "Yes," |
sai d.

said this?" The features were twisted with tension, the
lip turned up
“"No ... in a kind of snarl. But the identity was



unm st akabl e.
"Aneri can news." She shook her head.
"Such not hing."

She was furious, working quickly. Her fingers slipped on
t he control s,
the i mage junped back, |ost definition.

"Shit fuck."
"Take it easy, Theresa."
"Fuck, take it easy. We're going to score now "

She noved in on the silhouetted head, isolating it, then
following it,
frame by frane. | saw the inmage junp larger, distinctly.

"You see, that is the join," she said.

"That is where the changed i mage goes back to the
original. Here on,

iIt's original material on the tape. This is the original
man wal ki ng

away from us, now. "

The sil houette noved toward the far wall. She proceeded
frame by

franme. Then the outline began to change shape.

"Ah. (Ckay. Good, what | hoped for.

"What is it?"

"He is taking a | ast |ook. A |look back at the room See?
The head is turning. There is his nose, and now, the nose
I s gone

agai n, because he has turned conpletely. Now he is

| ooki ng back at
us."



The sil houette was dense bl ack.

"Lot of good it does us."

"Wat ch. "

More control s.

"The detail is there," she said.

"It is like dark exposure on film The detail has been

recorded, but
we cannot see it yet.

So.... Now | have enhancenent. And now | will get the
shadow
detail.... Now"

And in a sudden, shocking nmonent, the dark sil houette

bl ossoned, the

wal | behind flaring white, making a kind of halo around

t he head. The

dark face becane |lighter and we could see the face for the
first tine,

distinctly and clearly.

"Huh, white man." She sounded di sappoi nt ed.
"My God," | said.

| was | ooking at the face of Senator John Morton.

| sat back, staring at the frozen inmage. | heard the hum
of the

machi nery. | heard water dripping into buckets, sonmewhere
in the

darkness of the | aboratory. | heard Theresa breathing

al ongsi de ne,
panting |i ke a runner who has finished a race.

| sat there and just stared at the screen. Everything
fell into place,
like a jigsaw puzzle that assenbled itself before ny eyes.



Julia Young: She has a boyfriend who travels a lot. She's
al ways

traveling. New York, Washington, Seattle ... she neets
him She's

madly in love with him

Jenny, in the TV studio: Mrton has a young girlfriend
that's driving
hi m crazy. Makes hi mjeal ous. Some young girl.

Eddi e: She likes to cause trouble, this girl. She |ikes
to make
turnoil.

Jenny: |'ve seen this girl hanging around at parties with
some of the
Washi ngton types for about six nonths now.

Eddi e: She was a sick girl. She |iked pain.

Jenny: Mrton heads the Senate Finance Comrittee. The one
that's been
havi ng hearings about this Mcro Con sale.

Col e, the security guard, in the bar: They have the big
guys in their
pocket. They own 'em W can't beat 'em now.

And Connor: Sonebody wants this investigation to be over.
They want us

to give it up.

And Morton: So your investigation is formally concl uded?

"Hell ," | said.
She sai d,
"Who i s he?"

"He's a senator."”

"Oh." She | ooked at the screen.



"And why do they care about hinf"

"He has a powerful position in Washington. And | think he
has

sonmething to do with the sale of a conpany. Maybe ot her
reasons,

t 0o0."
She nodded.
| said,

"Can we print a picture of this?"

“"No. We don't have equi pnent for hard copies. The | ab
can't afford
it."

"Then what can we do? | need sonething to take with ne,
"l can take a
Pol aroid for you,"

she sai d.

"Not great, but okay for now " She started poking around
t he | ab,

stunbling in the dark. Finally she cane back with a
canmera. She noved

close to the screen and shot several copies.

W waited for themto conme out, standing in the blue |ight
fromthe

noni t ors.

"Thanks," | said.

“For all your help."

"You are welconme. And |I'msorry."

C Why?"

"I know you expected it would be a Japanese man."

| realized she was speaking for herself. | didn't answer
her. The



pi ctures darkened. They were good quality, the imge
clear. As |

slipped themin nmy pocket, |I felt something hard there.
brought it
out.

"You have a Japanese passport?" she said.

“"No. It's not mine. It's Eddie's." | put it back in ny
pocket .

"I have to go," | said

"I have to find Captain Connor."

"All right." She turned back to the nonitors.

"What are you going to do?" | said.

"I wll stay, and work nore."

| left her, went out the back door, and made nmy way down
t he dark

passageway to the outside.

Blinking in the harsh daylight, I went to a pay phone and
cal |l ed

Connor. He was in the car.

"Where are you?" | said.

"Back at the hotel."

"What hotel ?"

"The Four Seasons," Connor said.

"I't's Senator Mrton's hotel."

"What are you doing there?" | said.

"Do you know that-" "Kohai," he said.

"Open line, renmenber? Call yourself a taxi and neet ne at



1430
West wood Boul evard. W will neet there in twenty
m nutes. "

"But how" "No nore questions."7 And he hung up.

| | ooked at the building at 1430 Westwood Boul evard. It
had a plain

brown facade, just a door with a painted nunber. On one
side was a

French bookstore. On the other side was a watch repair
pl ace.

| went up and knocked on the door. | noticed a small sign
I n Japanese
characters beneath the nunbers.

Not hi ng happened, so | opened the door. | found nyself in
an el egant,

tiny sushi bar. It had only four seats for custoners.
Connor was

al one there, sitting at the far end.

He waved to ne.

"Say hello to Imae. The best sushi chef in Los Angel es.
| mae- san,

Sum su-san. "

The chef nodded and smiled. He put sonething on the shelf
before ny

seat .

"Kore o d5zo, Sum su-san.”

| sat down.

"Donmo, | nmae-san."

"Hai."

| 1 ooked at the sushi. It was sone kind of pink fish

eggs, wth a raw
yel |l ow egg yolk sitting on top. | thought it | ooked



revol ting.

| turned to Connor.

He said

"Kore o tabetakoto arukai ?"
| shook ny head.

"Sorry. You lost ne."

"You'll have to work on your Japanese, for your new
girlfriend."

"What new girlfriend?"
Connor said,

"I thought you would thank ne. | gave you all that tine
with her."

"You nean Theresa?"

He sm | ed.

"You can do nuch worse, Kohai. And | gather you have, in
t he past.

Anyway, | asked you if you knew what that was." He
poi nted to the

sushi .

"No, | don't."

"Quail egg and sal non roe," he said.

"Good protein.

Energy. You need it."

| said,

"Do | have to?"



| mme said,

"Make you strong for girlfriend.” And he |l aughed. He
sai d sonet hi ng
qui ckly in Japanese to Connor.

Connor replied, and the two had, a good | augh.

"What's funny?" | said. But | wanted to change the
subject, so | ate

the first of the sushi. If you got past the sliny
texture, it was

actual ly very good.

| rae sai d,
" Good?"

"Very good," | said. | ate the second one, and turned to
Connor .

"You know what we found on those tapes? It's
unbel i evabl e. "

Connor held up his hand.

"Pl ease. You mnust |earn the Japanese way to have
rel axati on.

Everything in its place.

Cai so onegai shinmasu. "

"Hai, Connor-san."

The sushi chef produced the bill, and Connor peel ed off
noney. He
bowed and there was a rapid exchange i n Japanese.

"We're | eavi ng now?"

"Yes," Connor said.

"1've already eaten, and you, ny friend, can't afford to
be late."



"For what ?"

"For your ex-wife, renmenber? We'd better go to your
apartnment now, and
nmeet her."

| was driving again. Connor was staring out the w ndow.
"How did you know it was Morton?"

"I didn't," Connor said.

"At least, not until this norning.

But it was clear to ne |ast night that the tape had been
altered.”

| thought of all the effort that Theresa and | had gone
to, all the
zoonm ng and inspection and i mage mani pul ati on.

"You're telling nme you just |ooked at the tape, and you
could tell?"

"Yes."
n |_bv\/?ll

"There was one glaring error. Remenber when you nmet Eddie
at the
party? He had a scar on his hand."

"Yes. It | ooked |like an old burn scar."
"Whi ch hand was it on?"

"Whi ch hand?" | frowned. | thought back to the neeting
Eddie in the

cactus garden at night, snoking cigarettes, flicking them
away. Eddie

turning, noving nervously. Holding the cigarettes. The
scar had been

on.



"Hs left hand,"

| said.

"That's right," Connor said.

"But the scar appears on the tape, too," | said.

"You see it clearly when he wal ks past the mrror. Hi's
hand t ouches
the wall for a nonent-" | stopped.

On the tape, his right hand had touched the wall.

"Jesus," | said.

"Yes," Connor said.

"They made a m stake. Maybe they got confused about what
was a

reflection and what wasn't.

But | inmagine they were working hastily, and they coul dn't
r emenber

whi ch hand it was, and they just added the scar anyway.

M st akes |i ke

t hat happen.™

"So | ast night, you saw the scar on the wong hand.
"Yes. And | knew at once that the tape was changed,"
Connor sai d.

"I had to prepare you to anal yze the tape in the norning.
So | sent

you to SID, to get nanes of places that would work on the
tape. And

then I went home to bed.”

"But you allowed us to arrest Eddie. Wiy? You nust have
known t hat
Eddie wasn't the killer."



"Sometinmes, you have to let things play out," Connor said.

"I't was clear we were neant to think that Eddie killed the

girl. So:
play it out."
"But an i nnocent man died," | said.

"I wouldn't call Eddie innocent,"” Connor said.

"Eddie was in this up to his neck."
"And Senator Morton? How did you know it was Mrton?"

"I didn't, until he called us in for that little neeting
t oday.

Then he gave hinself away."
n l_bv\/?ll

"He was snooth. You have to think about what he actually
said," Connor
sai d.

"Wedged in between all the bullshit, he asked us three
times if our

i nvestigation was finished. And he asked us if the nurder
had anyt hi ng

to do wwth Mcro Con Wen you think about it, that's a
very "Wiy? He

has contacts. M. Hanada. Qher people. He told us

t hat."

"No, " Connor said, shaking his head.

“I'f you take away all the bullshit, what Senator Morton
told us was his

train of thought: |Is the investigation over? And can you
connect it to

M cro Con Because | am now going to change ny position on
the Mcro Con

sale."



"Ckay ... "But he never explained a crucial point. Wy
was he changi ng
his position on the Mcro Con sal e?"

"He told us why," | said.

"He had no support, nobody cares.™

Connor handed ne a Xerox. | glanced at it. It was a page
froma
newspaper. | gave it back.

"I"'mdriving. Tell nme."

"This is an interview Senator Mrton gave in The

Washi ngt on Post. He

repeats his stand on Mcro Con It's against the interest
of nati onal

def ense and Anerican conpetitiveness to sell the conpany.
Bl ab bl ah.

Er odi ng our technol ogy base and selling off our future to
t he Japanese.

Bl ab bl ah.

That was his position on Thursday norning. On Thursday
ni ght he

attends a party in California. By Friday norning, he has
a different

view of Mcro Con The sale is fine with him Now you tel
me why. "

"Jesus," | said.
"What are we going to do?"

Because there is a thing about being a policeman. Most of
the tine,

you feel pretty good. But at certain points, it cones
back to you that

you are just a cop. The truth is, you're pretty far down
t he | adder.

And you are reluctant to take on peculiar question.”



certain kinds of people, certain kinds of power. It gets
messy. It
gets out of control. You can have your ass handed to you.

"What do we do?" | said again.

"One thing at a tinme," Connor said.

"I's this your apartnent building up here?"

The TV mini vans were |ined up along the street. There
were severa

sedans with PRm signs behind the w ndshi el d.

A knot of reporters stood outside the front door to ny
apartnent, and

along the street. Anpbng the reporters | saw Wasel

Wl hel m | eaning

against his car. | didn't see ny ex-w fe.

"Keep driving, Kohai," Connor said.

"Go to the end of the block and turn right."

n W]y?ll

"I took the liberty of calling the D.A "s office a while
ago.

| arranged for you to neet your wife in the park down
here. "

"You di d?"
"I thought it would be better for everybody."
| drove around the corner. Hanpton Park was adjacent to

the elenentary
school. At this hour of the afternoon, kids were outside,

pl ayi ng

baseball. | drove slowy along the street, |ooking for a
par ki ng

pl ace. | passed a sedan with two people inside. There

was a man in



t he passenger seat, snoking a cigarette. There was a
woman behi nd t he

wheel , drunm ng her fingers on the dashboard. It was
Laur en.

| parked the car.

“I''l'l wait here," Connor said.

"Good | uck."

She al ways favored pale colors. She was wearing a beige
suit and a

cream sil k' blouse Her blond hair was pulled back. No

j ewel ry. Sexy

and businesslike at the same tinme, her particular talent.
We wal ked al ong the sidewal k on the edge of the park,

| ooki ng at the

ki ds playing ball. Neither of us said anything.

The man who had conme with her waited in the car. A block
away, we

could see the press clustered outside ny apartnent.
Lauren | ooked at them and said,

"Jesus Christ, Peter. | can't believe you, | really
can't. This is

very badly handl ed.

This is very insensitive to ny position."

| said,

"Who told then?"

"Not ne."

"Sonmeone did. Soneone told themyou were com ng at four
o' cl ock."

"Well, it wasn't ne."



"You just happened to show up with full makeup on?"
“I was in court this norning."

"Ckay. Fine."

"Fuck you, Peter."

"I said, fine."

"Such a fucking detective."”

She turned, and we wal ked back the way we had cone.
Movi ng away fromthe press.

She si ghed.

"Look," she said.

"Let's try and be civil about this."

"Ckay. "

"l don't know how you managed to get yourself into this
mess, Peter. I'msorry, but you're going to have to give
up cust ody.

| can't permt ny daughter to be raised in a: suspect
envi ronnment. |

can't allow that. | have ny position to think of. My
reputation in

the office.™

Lauren was al ways preoccupi ed with appearances.

"Why is the environnent suspect?"

"Why? Child abuse is an extrenely serious allegation,
Peter."

"There's no child abuse.™

"The allegations fromyour past nust be dealt with."



"You know all about those allegations,” | said.
"You were married to nme. You know everything about it."
She sai d stubbornly,

"Mchelle has to be tested.™

"Fine. The examw || be negative."
"At this point, | don't really care what the exam shows.
It's gone beyond that, Peter. |I'mgoing to have to get

custody. For
ny peace of mnd."

"Ch, for Christ's sake."

"Yes, Peter."

"You don't know what it's like to raise a child. It'llI

t ake too nuch

time away from your career.”

"I have no choice, Peter. You have left ne no choice."”
Now she sounded | ong suffering. Martyrdom was al ways one
of her strong

suits.

| said,

"Lauren, you know the past accusations are fal se.

You're just running with this thing because Wl hel mcalled
you. "

"He didn't call me. He called the assistant D. A He
called ny boss."

"Lauren."

"I msorry, Peter. But you brought it on yourself."



"Lauren.”

“I mean it."

“Lauren, this is very dangerous."

She | aughed harshly.

“"Tell me. You think | don't know how dangerous this is,
Peter? This

could be ny ass."

"What are you tal king about ?"

"What do you think I'mtal king about, you son of a bitch?"
she sai d,

furiously.

"I"mtal king about Las Vegas."

| was silent. | didn't follow her line of thought at all.
"Look," she said.

"How nmany tines have you been to Las Vegas?"

"Just once."

"And the one tine you went, you won big?"

"Lauren, you know all about that-" "Yes, | do. Cearly I
do. And what

is the timng of your big winning trip to Las Vegas, and
t he

accusations against you of child abuse? A week apart?
Two weeks

apart?"

So that was it. She was worried that sonebody coul d put
t hose two

things together, that it Could be traced back, sonehow.

And that it
woul d i nplicate her.



"You shoul d have nmade another trip, |last year."

"I was busy."

“If you renmenber, Peter, | told you to go every year, for
t he next

coupl e of years. Establish a pattern.™

"I was busy. | had a child to raise."

"Well." She shook her head.

"Now we're here."

| said,

"What's the problenf? They' Il never figure it out."

That was when she real ly expl oded.

“"Never figure it out?

They' ve already figured it out. They al ready know, Peter.
|"msure they' ve already talked to Martinez or Hernandez

or whoever

that couple is."

"But they can't possibly-"
t hi nk

sonebody gets a job as Japanese liaison? How did you get
t he j ob,

Pet er ?"

"For Christ's sake. How do you

| frowned, thinking back. It was nore than a year ago.
"There was a posting of the job in the departnent. A |ist
of

candi dates applied for it

"Yes. And then what ?"

| hesitated. The truth was, | wasn't sure exactly what
happened



adm nistratively. | had just applied for the job and had
forgotten al

about it, until it came through. | had been busy in those
days.

Wrking in the press section was a hectic job.

"1l tell you what happens,"” Lauren said.

"The chief of Special Services for the departnent nakes a
final

determ nati on of appropriate candidates, in consultation
W th nenbers

of the Asian comunity."

"Well, that's probably true, but | don't see-" "And do
you know how

| ong the nenbers of the Asian comrunity take to review the
list of

candi dates? Three nonths, Peter. That's |ong enough to
| earn

everyt hing about the people on that list. Everything.
They know

everything fromthe size of your shirt collar to your
fi nanci al

st at us.

And believe ne, they know about the allegations of child
abuse. And

your trip to Las Vegas. And they can put it together.
Anybody can put

It together."

| was going to protest, when'| found nyself renmenbering
what Ron said
earlier in the day: Now they watch the backhaul .

She sai d,

"You're going to stand there and tell nme you don't know
how all this

wor ks? That you weren't paying attention to the process?
Chri st,

Peter, come on. You understood what was involved in that
| i ai son job



you wanted the noney. Just |ike everybody el se who has
anything to do

wi th the Japanese. You know how t hey make their deals.
There's

sonmet hing for everyone. You get sonething. The
departnent gets

sonet hing. The chief gets sonething. Everybody gets
taken care of.

And in return they get to pick exactly the kind of person
t hey want as

a liaison. They know they have a handl e on you going in.
And now t hey

have a handle on ne, too. All because you didn't take
your goddamm

trip to Las Vegas | ast year and establish a pattern, the
way | told you

to."

"So now you think you have to get custody of M chelle?"
She si ghed.
"At this point, we're just playing out our roles."

She gl anced at her watch, and | ooked toward the reporters.
| saw t hat

she was inpatient to get on with it, to neet the press and
make t he

speech she had already prepared for herself. Lauren had

al ways had a

strong sense of dranma.

"Are you sure what your role is, Lauren? Because it's
going to get

very nmessy around here in the next few hours.

You may not want to be involved."

"I aminvol ved. "

“"No." | took the Polaroid out of ny pocket and@ showed it
to her.

"What's this?"



"That's a video frane fromthe Nakanoto security tapes,
t aken | ast
night. At the tinme of the nurder of Cheryl Austin.”

She frowned at the picture.

"You' re kidding."

ul\b. ’ n

"You're going with this?"

"W have to."

"You're going to arrest Senator Mrton? You' re out of
your fucki ng

m nd. "

"Maybe. "

"You'll never see daylight, Peter."

" Maybe. "

"They'll bury you so fast and so deep you'll never know
what hit

you. "

" Maybe. "

"You can't nmake this work. You know you can't. In the
end, it's only

going to harm Mchelle.™

| didn't say anything to that. | found | |iked her I|ess
all the tine.

We wal ked al ong, her spi ke heels clicking on the sidewal k.
Finally she said,

"Peter, if you insist on follow ng this reckless course of

action
there's nothing I can do. As your friend, | advise you



not to. But if
you insist, there is nothing I can do to help you."

| didn't answer. | waited and watched her. In the hard
sunlight, |
saw she was starting to get winkles. | saw the dark

roots of her

hair. The fleck of lipstick on her tooth. She took off
her sungl asses

and gl anced at ne, her eyes worri ed.

Then she turned away, |ooking toward the press. She

t apped the

sungl asses in the pal mof her hand.

“If this is really what's happeni ng, Peter, | think naybe
| had better

hold off a day and |l et events take their course.”

"All right."

"You understand: |'mnot dropping ny concerns, Peter."
"l understand."

"But | don't think the question of Mchelle's custody
shoul d be m xed

up in sone other, crazy controversy."

"Of course not."

She put her sungl asses back on.

"I feel sorry for you, Peter. | really do. At one tine
you had a
prom sing future in the departnent. | know you' ve been

mentioned for a
position under the chief. But nothing can save you if you
do this."

| sm | ed.

“well "



"You have anyt hi ng besi des phot ographi ¢ evi dence?"
"I don't knowif | should give you too nmany details."

"Because if you only have phot ographi c evi dence, you have
no case,

Peter. The D.A. won't touch it. Photographic evidence |
doesn't fly

anynore. It's too easily doctored. The courts know it.

If all you

have is a picture of this guy doing the crinme, it won
wash. "

"W'll see.”

"Peter," she said.
"You are going to | ose everything.

Your job, your career, your child, everything. Wake up.

Don't do it."

She started back toward her car. | wal ked with her. W
didn't say

anything. | waited for her to ask how Mchell e was, but

she never did.

It wasn't surprising. She had other things to think

about. Finally we

arrived at her car, and she went around to the driver's
side to get

I n.

"Lauren.”

She | ooked at nme over the top of the car.

"Let's keep it clean for the next twenty-four hours, okay?
No wel | -placed calls to anybody. "

"Don'tworry," she said.

"I never heard any of this.



Frankly, I wsh | never heard of you."

And she got in the car and drove off. As | watched her
go, | felt ny

shoul ders drop, and a tension |leave ne. It was nore than
the fact that

|'"d done what | set out to do-I had tal ked her out of it,
at least for

a while. It was nore than that. There was sonet hi ng

else, finally

gone.

Connor and | went up the rear stairs of ny apartnent
bui | di ng, avoi di ng
the' press. | told himwhat had happened. He shrugged.

"This was a surprise to you? How the |iaisons are
chosen?"

"Yeah. | guess | never paid attention."
He nodded.

"That's how it happens. The Japanese are very skilled at
provi di ng

what they call incentives. Oiginally, the departnent had
gual ns about

| etti ng outsiders say anything about which officers would
be chosen.

But the Japanese said they sinply wanted to be consulted.
Thei r

recommendat i ons woul dn't be binding. And they pointed out
that it nmade

sense for themto have sone input in the choice of

| i ai sons. "

" Uh- huh .

"And just to show they were even-handed, they proposed a
contribution

to the officers' relief fund, to benefit the whole
departnent."



"How nuch was that ?"

"I think half a mllion. And the chief was asked to cone
to Tokyo and
consult on crimnal record-keeping systens.

Three-week trip. One-week stopover in Hawaii. Al first
cl ass. And
| ots of publicity, which the chief |oves."

W got to the second-floor landing. Went up to the third.

"So," Connor said, "by the tine it's all finished, it's

r at her

difficult for the departnent to ignore the recommendati ons
of the Asian

community. Too nuch is at stake."

"I feel like quitting," | said.

"That's al ways an option," he said.

"Anyway, you got your wife to back off" "My ex-wi fe. She
got the point

right away. She's a finely tuned political animal, Lauren
I's. But I

had to tell her who the nmurderer was."

He shrugged.
"There's not nmuch she can do in the next couple of hours."
| said,

"But what about these pictures? She says they won't stand
up in court.

And Sanders said the sane thing: the day of photographic
evidence is

over. Do we have any ot her evidence?"

"I'"ve been working on that," Connor said.

"I think we're all | right."
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Connor shrugged.

We cane to the back entrance to ny apartnent. | unl ocked
t he door, and

we went into the kitchen. It was enpty.

| went down the corridor to the front hall. M apartnent
was qui et .

The doors to the living roomwere closed. But there was
t he distinct

snell of cigarette snoke.

El ai ne, ny housekeeper, was standing in the front hall,

| ooki ng out the

w ndow at the reporters on the street bel ow.

She turned when she heard us. She | ooked frightened.

| said,

"I's Mchelle all right?"

n YeS. n

"Where is she?"

"Playing in the living room"

"I want to see her."

El ai ne sai d,

"Lieutenant, there's sonething | have to tell you first."
"Never mnd," Connor said.

"We al ready know."

He threw open the door to the living room And | had the

bi ggest shock
of my life.



John Morton sat in the makeup chair at the tel evision
studi o, a Kl eenex

tutked around his collar, while the girl powdered his
f or ehead.

Standing at his side, his aide Wodson said,

"This is how they recommend you handle it." He handed a
fax to

Mor t on.

"The basic through-Iine,"
I nvest ment

I nvigorates Anerica. Anerica is nade stronger by the
I nflux of foreign

noney. Anerica has nuch to learn from Japan.”

Wodson said, "is that foreign

"And we aren't learning it," Mrton said gloomly.

"Well, the argunent can be nade," Wodson sai d.

"It's a viable position and as you can see, the way
Madori e shaped it,

It doesn't read as a change of position so nuch as a
refinement of your

previ ous view. You can skate on this one, John. | don't
think it is

going to be an issue."

"I's the question even going to conme up?"

"I think so. I've told the reporters you are prepared to
di scuss a

nodi fi cati on of your position on Mcro Con How you now
favor the

sale.”

"Who' I | ask it?"

"Probably Frank Pierce of the Tines."

Mort on nodded.

"He's okay."



"Yeah. Business orientation. Should be fine. You can
tal k about free

mar kets, fair trade. Lack of national security issues on
this sale.

Al that."

The makeup girl finished, and Morton stood up fromthe
chair.

"Senator, I'msorry to bother you, but could I have your
aut ogr aph?”

"Sure," he said.

"It's for ny son."

"Sure," he said.

Wodson sai d,

"John, we have a rough assenbly of the commercial if you
want to see

it. It's very rough, but you mght | ike to give
comments. |'ve set

It up for you in the next room

"How ruch tinme have | got?"

"Nine mnutes to airtine."

"Fine."

He started out the door and saw us.

"Good evening, gentlenen," he said.

"You need ne for anything?"

"Just a short conversation, Senator," Connor said.
"I"ve got to look at a tape,” Mrton said.

"Then we can talk. But |I've only got a couple of m nutes
"That's all



right," Connor said.

We followed himinto another room which overl ooked the
studi o bel ow.

Down there, on a beige-colored set that said NEW5S MAKERS
t hree

reporters were shuffling through their notes and bei ng
fitted with

m crophones. Mrton sat in front of a television set, and
Wbodson

pl ugged in a cassette.

W saw the commercial that was shot earlier in the day.

It had a tinme code running at the bottom of the frane, and
it opened

w th Senator Mrton, |ooking determ ned, wal ki ng over the
gol f

cour se.

The basic nessage was that Anerica had lost its econonic
conpetitiveness, and that we had to get it back.

"I't"'s time for all of us to pull together," Mrton said,
on the
noni t or.

"Everyone fromour politicians in Washington, to our

| eader s of

busi ness and | abor, to our teachers and children, to all
of us in our

homes. We need to pay our bills as we go, and cut the
gover nnent

deficit. W need to increase savings. To inprove our
roads and

education. W& need a governnent policy of energy
conservation-for our

environnment, for our children's lungs, and for our gl obal
conpetitiveness."

The canera noved close to the senator's face, for his
cl osi ng
remar ks



"There are sone who say that we are enter inga new era of
gl obal
busi ness, '

he sai d.

"They say it no longer matters where conpani es are
| ocated, or where
t hi ngs are nade.

That i deas of national econom es are ol d-fashi oned and out
of date. To
t hose people, | say-Japan doesn't think so.

Germany doesn't think so. The nost successful countries
in the world

today maintain strong national policies for energy
conservation, for

the control of inports, for pronotion of exports. They
nouri sh their

I ndustries, protecting them against unfair conpetition
from abr oad.

Busi ness and government work together to | ook after their
own peopl e

and their jobs. And those countries are doing better than
Aneri ca,

because those economic policies reflect the real world.

Their policies work. Qurs don't. W do not live in an
i deal worl d,
and until we do, Anerica had better face the truth.

We had better build our own brand of hard-nosed econom c
national i sm

W had better take care of Anericans. Because nobody el se
w .

"I want to nmake it clear: the industrial giants of Japan
and Cer many

are not the cause of our problens. Those countries are
chal | engi ng

Anerica with newrealities-and it is up to us to face
those realities,

and neet their econom c challenge head on. If we do so,
our great

country will enter an era of unparalleled prosperity. But



I f we

continue as we are, nouthing the ancient platitudes of a
free market

econony, disaster awaits us. The choice is ours. Join ne
i n choosi ng

to neet the newrealities-and to nake a better economc
future for the

Ameri can people.™

The screen went bl ank.

Morton sat back.

"When does this run?"

“I't'"ll start in nine weeks. Test run in Chicago and the
Twin CGties,

associ ated focus groups, any nodifications, then the
national break in

July."

"Long after Mcro Con .
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"Okay, good. Go with it."

Wodson took the tape, and left the room Morton turned
to us.

"Well? What can | do for you?"

Connor waited until the door had cl osed. Then he said,
"Senator, you

can tell us about Cheryl Austin."

There was a pause. Mdrton | ooked at each of us. A bl ank
expressi on

cane over his face.

"Cheryl Austin?"

"Yes, Senator."



""" mnot sure that | know who-" "Yes, Senator," Connor
said. And he
handed Morton a watch. It was a woman's gol d Rol ex.

"Where did you get this?" Mirton said- H s voice was | ow
now, icy.

A woman knocked on the door.

"Six mnutes, Senator."

She cl osed the door.

"Where did you get this?" he repeated.
"Don't you know?" Connor said.

"You haven't even | ooked at the back. At the
I nscription.”

" Where did you get this? " "Senator, we'd like you to
talk to us
about her." He took a gl assine bag fromhis pocket, and

set it on the
table next to Morton. It contained a pair of wonen's
bl ack panti es.

"I have nothing to say to you gentlenen,” Mrton said.
"Nothing at all."

Connor took a videotape fromhis pocket, and set it next
to the
senat or.

"This is a tape fromone of five different caneras which
recorded the

I ncident on the forty-sixth floor. The tape has been
altered, but it

was still possible to extract an i mage that shows who the
person with

Cheryl Austin was."

"I have nothing to say," Mrton said.



"Tapes can be edited and changed and t hen changed agai n.
It doesn't
mean anything. This is all lies and basel ess allegation."

“I"'msorry, Senator," Connor said.

Morton stood up and began to pace.

"I want to inpress upon you gentlenen the severity of the
char ges that

you are consi dering. Tapes can be altered. These
particul ar tapes

have been in the custody of a Japanese corporati on which,
it could be

argued, has a wish to exert influence over ne.

What ever they may or may not show, | assure you they w |
not stand up

to scrutiny. The public will clearly see this as an
attenpt to bl acken

the name of one of the few Anericans willing to speak up
agai nst the

Japanese threat. And as far as | am concerned, you two
are pawns in

t he hands of foreign powers. You don't understand the
consequences of

your actions. You are meking damagi ng all egati ons w t hout
proof. You

have no witnesses to anything that may all egedly have
happened. In

fact, | would even say-" "Senator." Connor's voice was
soft but

I nsi stent.

"Before you go any farther, and say anything you nay
regret, would you

| ook down at the studi o? There's sonebody there you need
to see. "

"What is the nmeaning of this?"

"Just | ook, Senator. If you would, please.”

Snorting angrily, Morton strode to the w ndow and | ooked



down at the

studio. | |ooked too. | saw the reporters swiveling in
their chairs,

| aughi ng and joking with each other as they waited to ask
guestions. |

saw the noderator, adjusting his tie and clipping on his
mke. | saw a

wor kman wi pi ng the shiny sign that said NEws mAKERsS And in
t he corner,

standing right where we had told himto stand, | saw a
famliar figure

with his hands in his pockets, |ooking up at us.

Eddi e Sakanur a.

O course Connor had put it all together. \Wen he opened
t he door to

ny living roomand saw ny daughter sitting on the floor,
playing with

her Tinkertoys with Eddi e Sakamura, he hadn't even

bl i nked. He j ust

said, "Hello, Eddie. I was wondering how long it'd take
you to get
here."

"1've been here all day," Eddie said. He sounded put out.

"You guys. Never cone here. | wait and wait. Have a
peanut butter

jelly sandwi ch with Shelly. You have nice girl,

Li eutenant. Cute

girl."

"Eddie is funny," ny daughter said.

"He snokes, Daddy."

"l see that," | said. | felt slow and stupid. | was
still trying to

under st and.

My daughter canme over and held her arns up.

"Pick nme up, Daddy." | picked her up.



"Very nice girl," Eddie said

"W made a wndm|l. See?"

He spun the spokes of the Tinkertoy,
"Wor ks. "

| said,

"I thought you were dead."

"Me?" He | aughed.

“No. Never dead. Tanaka dead. Mess hell out of ny car,
too." He

shrugged.

"I have bad luck with Ferraris."

"So does Tanaka," Connor said.

| said,

"Tanaka?"

M chel | e sai d,

"Daddy, can | watch G nderella?"
"Not right now " | said.

"Why was Tanaka in the car?"
"Pani cky guy," Eddi e sai d.

"Very nervous guy. Maybe guilty, too. Mist have got
scared, | don't

know for sure.”

Connor sai d,

"You and Tanaka took the tapes."



"Yes. Sure. Right after. Ishiguro says to Tanaka: GCet
the tapes. So

Tanaka gets them Sure. But | know Tanaka, so | go

al ong. Tanaka

takes themto sone |ab."

Connor nodded.

“And who went to the Inperial Arns?"

"I know I shiguro sends sone nen, to clean up. | don't
know who. "

"And you went to the restaurant.”

"Sure, yes. Then | went to the party. Rod's party. No
probl em "

"And what about the tapes, Eddie?"

"I told you. Tanaka takes them | don't know where.
He's gone. He

wor ks for Ishiguro. For Nakanoto."

"I understand," Connor said.

"But he didn't take all the tapes, did he."

Eddi e gave a crooked grin.

"Hey. "

"You kept sone?"

"No. Just one. Just a m stake, you know. In ny pocket."
He sm | ed.

M chel | e sai d,

"Daddy, can | watch D sney channel ?"

"Sure," | said. | put her down.



"Elaine will help you."
My daughter went away. Connor kept tal king to Eddie.

Slowy the sequence of events cane out. Tanaka had gone
off with the

tapes, and at sone point in the evening, apparently
realized that one

was mssing. He figured it out, Eddie said, and he cane
back to

Eddi e' s house to collect the mssing tape. He had

I nterrupted Eddi e

wth the girls. He had demanded the tape.

"I don't know for sure, but after | talk to you, | figure
they set ne

up. We have a big argunent."”

"And then the police cane. G aham cane."”

Eddi e nodded sl owy.

"Tanaka-san shit a brick. Hey!

He' s unhappy Japanese man."

"So you made himtell you everything .

"Oh yeah, Captain. He tells nme very fast-" "And in return
you told him

where the m ssing tape was."

"Sure. In ny car. | give himthe keys. So he can unl ock
it. He has

t he keys."

Tanaka had gone into the garage to get the tape. The
patrol men downstairs ordered himto halt. He started the
car and

drove of f.

"l watch himgo, John. Drives |like shit."



So it had been Tanaka who was driving the car when it hit
t he
enbanknment. It was Tanaka who had burned to death.

Eddi e expl ained that he hid in the shrubbery behind the
SW mmi ng pool

and waited until everybody left.

"Cold as shit out there," he said.

| said to Connor,

"You knew all this?"

"l suspected. The reports of the crash said that the body
was badly

burned, and that even the gl asses had nelted."

Eddi e sai d,

"Hey, | don't wear gl asses."”

"Exactly," Connor said.

"Even so, | asked Grahamto check, the next day. He never
f ound any

gl asses in Eddie's house. So it couldn't have been Eddie
in the car.

The next day, when we went to Eddie's house, | had the
pat rol men check

the license plates on all the cars parked on the street.
Sure enough: there was a yell ow Toyota sedan, a short

di stance up the

road, registered to Akira Tanaka."

"Hey, pretty good," Eddie said.

"Smart."

| said,

"Where were you, all this tinme?"



"At Jasm ne's house. Very nice house."

"Who' s Jasm ne?"

"Redhead nunber. Very nice wonan. Got a Jacuzzi, too."
"But why did you, cone here?"

Connor said to ne,

"He had to. You have his passport.”

"Right," Eddie said.

"And nme, | have your business card.

You give ne. Hone address and phone. | need ny passport,
Li eut enant.

| got to go now. So |I cone here, and wait. And holy
shit, all the

reporters. Caneras. Everything. So | stay |ow, play
with Shelly." He

lit a cigarette, turned nervously.

"So. What do you say, Lieutenant? How about you give ne
nmy passport?

Net sut uku. No harm done. |'m dead anyway.

Ckay?"

"Not just yet," Connor said.

"Cone on, John."

"Eddi e, you have to do a little job first."

"Hey. What job? | got to go, Captain.™

"Just one job, Eddie."

Morton took a deep breath, and turned away fromthe studio
w ndow. |

had to admre his self-control. He seenmed conpletely
calm



"It appears,” he said, "that nmy options at this nonent are
somewhat
reduced. "

"Yes, Senator," Connor said.

He si ghed.

"You know it was an accident. It really was."
Connor nodded synpat hetically".

"I don't know what it was about her," Morton said.

"She was beautiful, of course, but it wasn't ... it wasn't
that. |

only nmet her a short tinme ago. Four, five nonths ago. |

t hought she

was a nice girl. Texas girl, sweet. But it was ... one

of those

things. It just happened. She had this way of getting
under your

skin. It was crazy. Unexpected. | started to think
about her all the

time. | couldn't ... she would call nme, when | was on a
trip. She

woul d find out when I was on a trip, sonehow. And pretty
soon, |

couldn't tell her to stay away. | couldn't. She al ways
seened to have

noney, always had a plane ticket. She was crazy.

Soneti nes, she woul d

make ne so mad. It was like ny . . . | don't know.

Denon. Everyt hi ng

changed when she was around.

Crazy. | had to stop seeing her. And eventually | had
the feeling she

was paid for. Someone was payi ng her. Someone knew al
about her. And

me. So | had to stop it. Bob told ne. Hell, everybody
in the office

told ne. | couldn't. Finally I did. It was over. But



when | cane to
that reception, there she was. Shit." He shook his head.

"It just happened. What a ness.
The girl stuck her head in the door.

"Two m nutes, Senator. They're asking for you downstairs
if you're
ready. "

Morton said to us,

"I'"'d like to do this first."

"OfF course," Connor said.

Hi s sel f-possession was extraordi nary. Senator Morton
conducted a

televised interviewwith three reporters for half an hour,
W t hout a

trace of tension or disconfort. He

sm | ed, cracked jokes, bantered with the reporters. It

was as i f he

had no problens at all

At one point he said,

"Yes, it's true that the British and the Dutch both have
| ar ger

I nvestnments in Anerica than the Japanese. But we can't
I gnore the

reality of targeted, adversarial trade as practiced by
Japan- wher e

busi ness and governnent make a planned attack on sone
segnent of the

Aneri can econony. The British and Dutch don't operate
that way. W

haven't | ost basic industries to those countries.

But we've |lost nmany to Japan. That is a real
difference-and that's the
reason for concern.”



He added,

"And, of course, if we want to buy a Dutch or English
conmpany, we can.
But we can't buy a Japanese conpany."

The interview continued, but nobody asked himabout Mcro
Con So he

steered it: in reply to a question, he said, "Anmericans
shoul d be abl e

to criticize Japan without being called racists or
bashers. Every

country has conflicts with other countries. It's

I nevi table. Qur

conflicts with Japan should be freely discussed, w thout
t hese ugly

epithets. My opposition to the Mcro Con sale has been
ternmed raci st,

but it is nothing of the sort."”

Finally, one reporter asked himabout the Mcro Con sale.

Morton hesitated, then he | eaned forward across the table.

"As you know, Ceorge, | have opposed the Mcro Con sale
fromthe
beginning. | still oppose it. It is time for Anericans

to take steps
to preserve the assets of this nation.

Its real assets, its financial assets, and its
i ntell ectual assets.

The Mcro Con sale is unwi se. My opposition continues.

Therefore, | ampleased to say that | have just | earned
Akai Ceram cs

has wthdrawn its bid to purchase the Mcro Con
Corporation. | think

this is the best solution all around. | applaud Akai for
iIts

sensitivity on this matter. The sale will not go forward.
| am very

pl eased. "



| said,

"What ? The bid was w t hdrawn?"

Connor said,

"I guess it is now"

Morton was cheerful as the interview drew to a cl ose.

"Since |'ve been characterized as so critical of Japan,
per haps you' |

|l et me express ny admration for a nonent. The Japanese
have a

wonderful l|ighthearted side, and it shows up in the nost
unl i kely

pl aces, "You probably know that their Zen nonks are
expected to wite a

poem cl ose to the nonment of death. It's a very
traditional art form

and the nost fanous poens are still quoted hundreds of
years later. So

you can inmagine, there's a |ot of pressure on a Zen rosh
when he knows

he's nearing death and everyone expects himto cone up
wWith a great

poem For nonths, it's all he can think about. But ny
favorite poem

was witten by one particular nonk who got tired of al

t he pressure.

It goes like this."

And then he quoted this poem

Birth is thus, Death is thus, Poem or no poem Wuat's the
fuss?

Al'l the reporters started |aughing.

"So let's not take all this Japan busi ness too seriously,

Mort on
sai d.



"That's another thing we can |earn fromthe Japanese."

At the end of the interview, Mrton shook hands with the
t hree

reporters and stepped away fromthe set. | saw that

| shi guro had

arrived in the studio, very red-faced. He was sucking air
t hrough his

teeth in the Japanese nanner.

Morton said cheerfully,

"Ah, Ishiguro-san. | see you have heard the news." And
he sl apped him

on the back. Hard.

| shi guro gl ower ed.

"I amextrenely disappointed, Senator. It will not go
well fromthis

point." He was clearly furious.

"Hey," Mrton said.

"You know what ? Tough shit."

"We had an arrangenent,"” |shiguro hissed.

"Yes, we did," Mrton said.

"But you didn't keep your end of it, did you?"

The senator cane over to us and said,

"l suppose you want nme to nmake a statenent. Let ne get
thi s makeup

off, and we can go."

"All right," Connor said.

Morton wal ked away, toward the makeup room

I shiguro turned to Connor and said,



"Totenp tai henna koto ni narimashita the. Connor said,

"I agree. It is difficult.”
| shiguro hissed through his teeth.
"Heads will roll."

"Yours first," Connor said.

"So onbwa nakai."

The senator was wal king toward the stairway going up to
t he second

fl oor. Wodson cane over to him | eaned cl ose, and

whi sper ed

sonet hi ng. The senator threw his arm around his shoul der.
They wal ked

armin arma nonent.

Then the-senator went upstairs.

I shiguro said bl eakly,

"Konna hazuja nakatta no ni."

Connor shrugged.

"I amafraid | have little synpathy.

You attenpted to break the laws of this country and now
there is going

to be big trouble. Erai koto ni naruyo, |shigurosan.

"W will see, Captain."

| shiguro turned and gave Eddie a frosty | ook. Eddie
shrugged and

sai d,

"Hey, | got no problens! Know what | nean, conpadre? You

got al
probl ens now." And he | aughed.



The fl oor nmanager, a heavyset guy wearing a headset, cane
over.

"I's one of you Lieutenant Smth?"

| said | was.

"A Mss Asakuma is calling you. You can take it over
there." He

pointed to a |iving-roomset. Couch and easy chairs,
agai nst a norning

city skyline. | saw a blinking tel ephone by one chair.

| wal ked over and sat in the chair and picked up the
phone.

"Li eutenant Smth."

"H, it's Theresa," she said. | liked the way she used
her first

nanme.

"Listen, |I've been |ooking at the last part of the tape.

The very end.
And | think there may be a problem™

"Oh? What kind of a problen?” | didn't tell her Morton
had al r eady

confessed. | | ooked across the stage. The senator had

al ready gone

upstairs; he was out of sight. Wodson, his aide, was
paci ng back and

forth at the foot of the stairs, a pale, stricken | ook on
his face.

Nervously, he fingered his belt, feeling it through his
suit coat.

Then | heard Connor say,

"Ah, shit." " and he broke into a run, sprinting across
the studio
toward the stairs. | stood up, surprised, dropped the

phone, and
followed him As Connor passed Wodson, he said



"You son of a bitch, " and then he was taking the stairs
two at a tine,

racing upward. | was right behind him | heard Wodson
say sonet hi ng

li ke,

"I had to."

When we got to the second floor hallway Connor shouted
"Senator!" That

was when we heard the single, cracking report. It wasn't
| oud: it

sounded like a chair falling over.

But I knew that it was a gunshot.

SECOND NI GHT

The sun was setting on the sekitei. The shadows of the
rocks rippl ed

over the concentric circles of raked sand. | sat and
stared at the
patterns. Connor was sonewhere inside, still watching

tel evision. |

could faintly hear the newscast. O course, a Zen tenple
woul d have a

tel evision set on the premses. | was starting to becone
accustoned to

t hese contradictions.

But | didn't want to watch TV any nore. | had seen
enough, in the |ast

hour, to know how the nmedia was going to play it. Senator
Morton had

been under a great deal of stress lately. Hs famly life
was

troubl ed; his teenage son had recently been arrested for
drunk driving,

after an accident in which another teenager had been
seriously

I nj ured.

The senator's daughter was runored to have had an



abortion. Ms.

Morton was not available for comrent, although reporters
wer e st andi ng

outside the fam |y townhouse in Arlington.

The senator's staff all agreed that the senator had been
under enor nous

pressure lately, trying to balance famly life and his own
i mpendi ng

candi dacy. The senator had not been hinself, he had been
noody and

wi t hdrawn, and in the words of one staffer,

"He seened to have been troubl ed by sonething personal."

Whil e no one questioned the senator's judgnment, one

col | eague, Senat or

Dowl i ng, said that Morton had "beconme a bit of a fanatic
about Japan

| ately, perhaps an indication of the strain he was under.
John didn't

seemto think accommobdati on with Japan was possi bl e
anynore, and of

course we all know that we have to make an acconmodati on.
Qur

two nations are now too closely bound together.
Unfortunately, none

of us could have known the strain he was really under.
John Morton was

a private man."

| sat watching the rocks in the garden turn gold, then
red.

An Anerican Zen nonk naned Bill Harris cane out and asked
me if |

want ed tea, or perhaps a Coke. | said no. He went away.
Looki ng back

inside, | saw flickering blue Iight fromthe tube. |
couldn't see

Connor .

| | ooked back at the rocks in the garden.



The first gunshot had not killed Senator Mrton. Wen we
ki cked open

t he bat hroom door, he was bl eeding fromthe neck,
staggering to his

feet. Connor shout ed

n mnl t ! n

just as Morton put the gun in his nouth and fired again.
The second

shot was fatal. The gun kicked out of his hands and went
Spi nni ng

across the tile floor of the bathroom It cane to rest
near ny shoes.

There was a | ot of blood on the walls.

Then people started screanming. | had turned back and |
saw t he makeup

girl in the doorway, holding her hands to her face and
scream ng at the

top of her lungs. Eventually, when the paranedics cane,
t hey sedat ed

her .

Connor and | had stayed until the division sent Bob Kapl an
and Tony

Marsh. They were the detectives in charge, and we were
free to go. |

told Bob we'd give statenents whenever he wanted them and
we left. |

noti ced that Ishiguro had already gone. So had Eddie
Sakanur a.

That had bot hered Connor.
"That damm Eddi e," he said.
"Were is he?"

"Who cares?" | said.

"There's a problemw th Eddie," Connor said.

"What probl en?"



"Didn't you notice how he acted around I shiguro? He was
t 0o
confident,'

Connor sai d.

"Much too confident. He should have been frightened and
he wasn't."

| shrugged.

"You said it yourself, Eddie's crazy. Who knows why he
does what he

does.”" | was tired of the case, and tired of Connor's

endl ess Japanese

nuances. | said | thought Eddi e had probably gone back to
Japan. O

to Mexico, where he had said earlier that he wanted to go.

"I hope you're right," Connor said.

He led ne toward the rear entrance to the station. Connor
sai d he

wanted to | eave before the press arrived. W got into our
car and

left. He directed ne to the Zen center. W had been

t here ever since.

| had called Lauren but she was out of the office. |
call ed Theresa at

the | ab but her line was busy.

| called honme, and El aine said that Mchelle was fine, and
t he
reporters had all gone. She asked if | wanted her to stay

and give
Mchelle dinner. | said yes, that | mght be hone | ate.
And then for the next hour, | watched television. Until

didn't want
to watch any nore.

It was al nost dark. The sand was purple-gray. My body
was stiff from

sitting, and it was growng chilly. My beeper went off.
| was getting



a call fromthe division. O perhaps it was Theresa. |
got up and
went inside.

On the television set, Senator Stephen Rowe was expressing
synpat hy for

the bereaved famly, and tal king about the fact that
Senat or Morton had

been overstressed. Senator Rowe pointed out that the Akai
of fer had

not been w thdrawn. The sale was, so far as Rowe knew,
still going

t hrough, and there would not now be any seri ous

opposi tion.

"Hnmmi', Connor sai d.
"The sale is back on?" | said.

"It seens it Was never off." Connor was obviously
wor ri ed.

"You don't approve of the sale?"

"I mworried about Eddie. He was so cocky. It's a
question of what
| shiguro will do now. "

"Who cares?" | was tired. The girl was dead, Mrton was
dead, and the
sal e was goi ng forward.

Connor shook his head.
"Renenber the stakes," he said.

"The stakes are huge. Ishiguro isn't concerned about a
sordid little

murder, or even the strategi c purchase of sone high-tech
conpany.

I shiguro is concerned about Nakanpbto's reputation in

Aneri ca. Nakanoto

has a |l arge corporate presence in Anerica, and it wants it
to be



| ar ger.

Eddi e can danage that reputation.”
" How?"

He shook his head.

"I don't know, for sure."

My beeper went off again. | called in. It was Frank
Ellis, the watch
of ficer at division headquarters for the evening.

"Hey, Pete," he said
"We got a call for Special Services.

Sergeant Matiovsky, down at vehicle inpound. He's asking
for | anguage
assi stance. "

"What is it?" | said

"He says he's got five Japanese nationals down there,
demanding to
i nspect the wecked vehicle."

| frowned.
"What wr ecked vehicl e?"

"That Ferrari. The one in the high-speed pursuit.
Apparently it's

pretty ragged: the inpact crushed it, and there was a
fire. And the

body was cut out wth torches by the VHDV teans this
nor ni ng. But the

Japanese insist on inspecting the vehicle anyway.
Mat | ovsky can't tell

fromthe paperwork whether it's okay to | et sonebody | ook
at it or

not .



You know, whether it's material to an ongoing

I nvestigation or not. And

he can't speak the |anguage to understand the Japanese.
One of the

Japanese clains to be related to the deceased. So, you
want to go down

there and handle it?"

| sighed.
"Am | on tonight? | was on |ast night."

"Well, you're on the board. You traded nights wth Allen,
| ooks
li ke. "

| dimMy renenbered. | had traded nights with JimAllen so
he coul d

take his kid to a Kings hockey gane. | had agreed to it a
week ago,

but it seened |like sonething fromny distant past.

"Ckay, " | said.

“1'"l1l handle it."

| went back to tell Connor | had to leave. He listened to
the story

and suddenly junped to his feet,

"OF course! O course! What was | thinking of? Damm!"

He pounded

his hand in his fist.
"Let's go, kohai."

"We're going to inpound?”
"I mpound? Absolutely not."

"Then what are we doi ng?"

"Oh, damm it, I'ma fool!" he said. He was al ready
headi ng for the



car.
| hurried after him

As | pulled up in front of Eddi e Sakanmura's house, Connor
| eapt from

the car, and raced up the steps. | parked and ran after
him The sky

was deep blue. It was al nost night.

Connor was taking the steps two at a tine.

"1 blane nyself," he said.

"I should have seen it earlier. | should have understood
what it

meant . "

"What what neant?" | said. | was panting a little, at
the top of the

st eps.

Connor threw open the front door. W went inside. The
l'iving room was

exactly as | had last seen it, earlier in the day, when |
had st ood

there talking to G aham

Connor went quickly fromroomto room In the bedroom a
suitcase | ay

open. Armani and Bybi os jackets lay on the bed, waiting
to be

packed.

"The little idiot," Connor said.

"He shoul d never have cone back here."

The pool |ights were on outside. They cast a green
rippling pattern on

the ceiling. Connor went outside.

The body lay face down in the water, naked, floating in
the center of



the pool, a dark silhouette in the gl ow ng green
rectangl e. Connor got

a ski mer pol e and pushed Eddie toward the far edge. W
haul ed hi m up

onto the concrete lip.

The body was blue and cold, beginning to stiffen. He
appear ed
unmar ked.

"They woul d be careful about that," Connor said.
" About what ?"

"About not letting anything show. But |'m sure we can
find the proofs

. . ." He got out his penlight and peered inside Eddie's
nout h. He

I nspected the ni pples, and the genitals.

"Yes. There. See the rows of red dots? On the scrotum
And t here on
the side of the thigh ... "Aligator clips?"

"Yes. For the electric shock coil. Damm!" Connor sai d.

"Why didn't he tell nme? Al that tinme, when we were
driving from Your

apartnment to the television station to see the senator.
He coul d have

said sonething then. He could have told nme the truth."”

" About what ?"

Connor didn't answer ne. He was lost in his own thoughts.
He
si ghed.

"You know, in the end, we are just gaijin. Foreigners.
Even in his
desperation, we're excluded.

And anyway, he probably wouldn't tell us because .



He fell silent. He stared at the corpse. Finally, he
slid the body
back into the water. It floated out again.

"Let sonebody el se do the paperwork,” Connor said,
st andi ng up.

"We don't need to be the ones who found the body. It
doesn't matter."

He watched Eddie drift back to the center of the pool.
The head tilted

down slightly. The heels bobbed on the surface.

"I Iiked him" Connor said.

"He did favors for ne. | even net his famly when | was
I n Japan. Sone

of his famly. Not the father." He watched the body
rotate slowy.

"But Eddi e was okay. And now, | want to know. "
| was lost. | had no idea what he was tal king about, but
| didn't

think I should say anything. Connor | ooked angry.

"Conme on," he said finally.

"W have to nove fast.

There's only a couple of possibilities. And once again,
we have fallen

behi nd events. But if it's the last thing | do, | want to
get that son

of a bitch."

"What son of a bitch?"

"I shiguro.”

W were driving back to ny apartnent.

"You take the night off," he said.



"' mgoing wwth you," | said.

“"No. I'lIl do this alone, Kohai. It's better if you don't
know. "
"Know what ?" | sai d.

W went on like this for a while. He didn't want to tel
me.

Finally he said,

"Tanaka went to Eddi e's house | ast night because Eddi e had
t he tape.
Presumably, the original."

"Right . . ."

"And Tanaka wanted it back. That's why they had an
argunment . When you

and Graham cane, and all hell broke | oose, Eddie told
Tanaka the tape

was in the Ferrari. So Tanaka went down there, panicked
when he saw

the police, and drove the car away."

"Ri ght . "

"l always assuned the tape was destroyed in the crash, and
the fire.

"Yes .

"But obviously it wasn't. Because Eddi e woul dn't dare be
so cocky

around Ishiguro unless he still had a tape. The tape
woul d be his ace

in the hole. He knew it. But he obviously didn't
under st and how

rut hl ess |Ishiguro would be."

"They tortured himfor the tape?”

"Yes. But Eddi e nust have surprised them He didn't tell



t hem"

"How do you know?"

"Because," Connor said, "otherw se, there wouldn't be
five Japanese nationals asking to inspect the weck of a
Ferrari in

the mddle of the night."

"So they're still looking for the tape?”

"Yes. Or evidence of the tape. They may not even know
how many are

m ssing, at this point."

| thought it over.

"What are you going to do?" | said.

"Find the tape," Connor said.

"Because it matters. People are dying for that tape. If

we can find
the original -

He shook hi s head.

“I't"ll put Ishiguro in deep shit. Wich is just where he
bel ongs. "

| pulled up in front of ny apartnent building. As El ai ne
had said, al
the reporters were gone. The street was quiet.

Dar k.
"l still want to go with you,"” | said again.
Connor shook his head.

"I"'mon extended | eave, he sai d.

"You're not. You' ve got your pension to think of. And
you don't want



to know exactly what | amgoing to do tonight."

"l can guess," | said.

"You're going to retrace Eddie's steps fromlast night.
Eddie left his

house and went to stay with the redhead. Maybe he went
somewhere el se,

too-" "Look," Connor said.

"Let's not waste nore tinme, kohai.

| have sone contacts and sone people | can | ean on. Leave
It at that.

I f you need ne, you can call nme on the car phone. But
don't cal

unl ess you have to. Because I'I|l be busy."

"But-" "Cone on, kohai. Qut of the car. Spend a nice

ni ght with your

kid. You did a good job, but your job is finished now "

Finally, | got out of the car.

"Sayonara," Connor said, with an ironic wave. And he
drove off.

"Daddy! Daddy!" She ran toward me, arns outstretched.
"Pick me up, Daddy."

| picked her up.

"H, Shelly."

"Daddy, can | watch Sl eeping Beauty?"

"I don't know. Have you had di nner yet?"

"She ate two hot dogs and an ice cream cone," El aine said.
She was

washi ng di shes in the kitchen.

"Jeez," | said.



"I thought we were going to stop feeding her junk food."

"Wll, it's all she would eat," Elaine said. She was
irritable. It
was the end of a long day with a two-year-old.

"Daddy, can | watch Sl eeping Beauty?"

"Just a mnute, Shelly, I'"'mtalking to Elaine."

"I tried that soup," El aine said, but she wouldn't touch
It. She

wanted a hot dog."

"Daddy, can | watch Di sney channel ?"

"Mchelle," | said.

El ai ne said,

"So | thought it was better that she eat sonething.

t hi nk she was

thrown off. You know, the reporters and everything. Al
t he

exci tenment."

"Daddy? Can |? Sl eeping Beauty?" She was squirmng in

ny arns.
Patting ny face to get ny attention.

"kay, " Shel . "
"Now, Daddy?"
"Ckay. "

| put her down. She ran into the |iving roomand turned
on the TV,
pushing the renote w thout hesitation.

"I think she watches too nuch tel evision."

"They all do," Elaine said, shrugging.



" Daddy ?"

| went into the living roomand plugged in the cassette.
I
fast-forwarded to the credits, then let it run.

“"Not this part," she said inpatiently.

So | fast-forwarded to the begi nning of the action. Pages
turning in a
book.

"This part, this part," she said, tugging at ny hand.

| let the tape run at nornmal speed. Mchelle sat in the
chair and

started sucking her thunmb. She pulled her thunb out of
her nouth and

patted the seat beside her.

"Here, Daddy,"

she sai d.

She wanted ne to sit with her.

| sighed. | |ooked at the room It was a ness. Her
crayons

and col oring books were scattered over the floor. And
the large

Ti nkertoy windm I |.

"Let nme clean up,” | said.

“I'"l'l be right here, with you."

She popped her thunmb back in her nouth, and turned to the
screen. Her

attention was total.

| cleaned up the crayons and put them back in the

cardboard box. |
fol ded up her coloring books and set themon the shelf. |



was suddenly

tired and sat down for a mnute on the floor next to
Mchelle. On the

screen, three fairies, red, green, and blue, were flying
into the

t hrone room of the castle.

"That's Merryweat her," M chelle said, pointing.
"She's the blue one.”

From the kitchen, Elaine said,

"Can | fix you a sandw ch, Lieutenant?"

"That'd be great,” | said. | found I just wanted to sit
there and be

with ny daughter. | wanted to forget everything, at |east
for a while.

| was grateful that Connor had dropped ne off. | sat and
wat ched t he

TV dunbly.

El ai ne brought in a salam sandwich with [ettuce and
mustard. | was

hungry. Elaine | ooked at the TV, shook her head, and went
back into

the kitchen. | ate ny sandwi ch, and Mchelle insisted on
a few bites.
She likes salam. | worry about the additives in it, but

| guess it's
no worse than hot dogs.

After | had the sandwich, | felt alittle better. | got
up to finish

cleaning up the room | picked up the Tinkertoy wi ndml |
and started

taking it apart, putting the sticks back into the
cardboard tube.

M chel | e said,

"No this, no this!" in a pained voice. | thought she
didn't want ne
to take apart the windmll, but that wasn't it at all.



She was cuppi ng

her hands over her eyes. She didn't like to see

Mal efi cent, the bad

witch. | fast-forwarded past the witch, and she rel axed
agai n.

| dismantled the Tinkertoy windm ||l and put everything
back into the

tube container. | put the nmetal cap on the tube and set
it on the

| onest shelf of the bookcase. That was where it al ways
went. | |ike

to keep the toys low, so Mchelle can get to them hersel f.

The tube fell off the shelf, onto the carpet. | picked it
up again.

There was sonething on the shelf. A small gray rectangle.
| knew at

once what it was.

It was an eight-mllinmeter video cassette, with Japanese
witing on the
| abel .

El ai ne sai d,

"Lieutenant? Do you need anything el se?" She had her
coat on; she was
ready to go.

"Hang on a mnute,"” | said.

| went to the phone, and called the sw tchboard downt own.
| asked them

to connect nme to Connor in ny car. | waited inpatiently.
El ai ne

| ooked at nme.

"Just another mnute, Elaine," | said.
On the TV, the prince was singing a duet with Sl eeping

Beauty whil e
birds chirped. Mchelle was sucking her thunb.



The operator said,

"' msorry, there is no answer fromthe car.

"Ckay, " | said.

"Do you have a forwardi ng nunber for Captain Connor?"
A pause.

"He's not on our active roster."

"I know that. But did he | eave a nunber?"

"I don't have anything, Lieutenant."

“I"'mtrying to find him"

"WAit a mnute."” She put ne on hold. | swore.
El ai ne stood in the front hallway. She was waiting to go.

The operator cane back on.

"Lieutenant? Captain Ellis says that Captain Connor has
gone. "

" Gone?"

"He was here a while ago, but he's gone now. "

"You nean he was downt own?"

"Yes, but he's gone now. | don't have a nunber for him
|"msorry."

| hung up. Wat the hell was Connor doi ng downt own?

El aine was still standing in the front hall way.

"Li eut enant ?"

| said,



"Just a mnute, El aine."

"Lieutenant, | have a-" "l said, just a mnute."
| started pacing. | didn't know what to do. | was
suddenly

overwhel med with fear. They had killed Eddie for the
t ape.

They woul dn't hesitate to kill anybody el se. | | ooked at
ny daughter,

wat ching television with her thunb in her nouth.

| said to El aine,

“"Where's your car?"

"I'n the garage."

"Ckay. Look. | want you to take Mchelle and | want you
to go-" The

phone rang. | grabbed it, hoping it was Connor.

"Hello."

"Moshi noshi. Connor-san desu ka?"

"He's not here,” | said. As soon as the words were out of

nmy nouth, |
cursed nyself. But it was too |ate, the danage was done.

"Very good, Lieutenant,"” the voice said, heavily accented.
"You have what we want, don't you?"

| said,

"I don't know what you are tal king about."

"I think you do, Lieutenant."

| could hear a Lint hiss on the line. The call was com ng
froma car



phone. They coul d be anywhere.

They coul d be right outside.

Dammn!

| said,

"Who is this?"

But | heard only a dial tone.

El ai ne said,

"What is it, Lieutenant?"

| was running to the window. | saw three cars double
parked in the

street below. Five nen getting out of them dark

sil houettes in the

ni ght .

| tried to stay calm

"Elaine," | said.

"I want you to take Mchelle, and both of you go into ny
bedroom Cet

under the bed. | want you to stay under there and be very
qui et, no

matter what happens. Do you understand?"

"No, Daddy!"

"Do it now, Elaine."

"No, Daddy! | want to watch Sl eeping Beauty."

"You can watch it later." | had taken out ny gun and was
checki ng the

clip. Elaine's eyes were w de.

She took M chell e.



"Conme on, honey."

M chelle squirmed in her arns, protesting.
“No, Daddy!"

"M chelle."

She went silent, shocked at my tone. Elaine carried her
into the

bedroom | | oaded another clip, and put it in ny jacket
pocket .

| turned off the lights in the bedroom and in Mchelle's
room |

| ooked at her crib, and the covers with little el ephants
sewn into it.

| turned off the lights in the kitchen.

| went back into the living room The TV was stil
pl ayi ng.

The wicked witch was instructing her raven to find
Sl eepi ng Beauty.

"You are ny |ast hope, ny pet, do not fail ne," she said
to the bird

The bird fl ew awnay.

| stayed low. | noved toward the door. The phone rang
again. |

crawl ed back to answer it.

"Hello."

"Kohai." It was Connor's voice. | heard the static hiss
of the car

phone.

| said,

"Where are you?"

"You have the tape?"



"Yes, | have the tape. Were are you?"
"At the airport."

"Well, get here. Right away. And call for backup!
Jesus!"

| heard a sound on the | andi ng, outside my door. A soft
sound, Ilike
f oot st eps.

| hung up the phone. | was sweati ng.
Chri st.

I f Connor was at the airport, he was twenty m nutes away
fromnme. Maybe
nor e.

Maybe nore.
| was going to have to handle this on ny own.
| watched the door, listening intently. But | didn't hear

anyt hi ng
el se on the | andi ng outsi de.

From the bedroom | heard ny daughter say,

"I want Sl eeping Beauty. | want Daddy." | heard El ai ne
whi spering to
her. M chel |l e whi nper ed.

Then it was quiet.

The phone rang agai n.
"Li eut enant, "
no need for
backups. "

the heavily accented voice said, "there is

Christ, they were listening to the car phone.



"W want no harm Lieutenant. W want only one thing.
WIl you be so kind, to bring the tape out to us?"

"I have the tape," | said, "W know. "

| said,

"You can have it."

"CGood. It will be better."

| knew | was on ny owmn. | was thinking fast. My sole
| dea was: Cet

them away from here. Get them away from ny daughter

"But not here," | said.

There was a knock at the front door. Quick, insistent
rappi ng.

Damm!

| could feel events closing in around ne. Things were
happeni ng t oo

fast. | was crouched down on the floor, with the phone
pul | ed down

fromthe table above. Trying to stay bel ow the w ndows.
The knock canme agai n.

| said into the phone,

"You can have the tape. But first call off your boys."
"Say again, please?"

Christ, a fucking | anguage probl en

"Call your nmen away. Get themout in the street. | want
to see.”

"Li eut enant, we nust have tape!"



"I know that,"” | said.

“I"l'l give it to you."™ Wiile | talked, | kept nmy eyes on
t he door. |

saw the knob turning. Soneone was trying to open the
front door.

Slowy, quietly. Then the knob was rel eased. Sonet hi ng
white slid

under the door.

A busi ness card.
"Li eut enant, please cooperate.”

| crawl ed forward and-picked up the card. It said:
Jonat han Connor,
Captain, Los Angeles Police Departnent.

Then | heard a whi sper fromthe other side.
"Kohai . "

| knew it was a trick. Connor said he was at the airport,
so it had to
be a trick"” Perhaps | can be of assistance, kohai."

Those were the words he had used before, at the start of
t he case. |
was confused to hear them

"Open the fucking door, Kohai."

It was Connor. | reached up and opened the door. He
slipped into the

room bent over. He was dragging sonething blue: a Kevlar
vest. |

sai d,

"I thought you were-" He shook his head, and whi spered,
"Knew t hey nust be here. Had to be. |'ve been waiting in

the car in
the alley behind the house. How many are there in front?"



"I think, five. Maybe nore."

He nodded.

The accented voice on the phone said,

"Li eutenant? You are there? Lieutenant?"

| held the receiver away fromny ear so Connor could
listen while |

t al ked.

"I mhere," | said.

On the TV, there was a loud witch's cackl e.
"Lieutenant, | hear sonething with you."

"It's just Sl eeping Beauty," | said.

"What ? St eepi ng Booty?" the voice said, puzzled.

"What is this?"

"Tel evision," | said.

“It's the television."

Now | heard whispers at the other end of the line. The
rush of a car

going by on the street. It rem nded ne that the nen were
I n an exposed

position outside. Standing there on a residential street
lined with

apartnent buildings on both sides. Lots of w ndows.
Peopl e that m ght

| ook out at any tine. O people walking by. The nen
woul d have to

nove qui ckly.

Per haps they al ready were.

Connor was tugging at ny jacket. Signaling ne to undress.
| slid out



of ny coat as | spoke into the phone.

"All right," | said.

"What do you want ne to do?"

"You bring tape to us."

| | ooked at Connor. He nodded. Yes.

"All right," | said.

"But first get your people back."

"I amsorry?"

Connor nmade a fist. His face turned to a snarl. He
wanted ne to be

angry. He covered the phone and whispered in ny ear. A
Japanese

phrase.

"Pay attention!" | said. " Yoku kike!

At the other end, there was a grunt. Surprise.

Wakatta. The nmen cone away. And now, you cone,
Li eut enant . "

"Ckay, " | said.

“I'"'mcomng."

| hung up the phone.

Connor whi sper ed,

"Thirty seconds," and di sappeared out the front door. |
was still

buttoning up ny shirt around the vest. Kevlar is bulky
and hot.

| medi ately | started to sweat.

| waited thirty seconds, staring at the face of ny watch.



Wat chi ng the hand go around. And then | went outside.

Soneone had turned the lights out in the hallway. |
tri pped over a

body. | got to ny feet, and | ooked at a sl ender Asian
face. It was

just a kid, surprisingly young. A teenager.

He was unconsci ous, breathing shallowy.
| noved slowy down the stairs.

There wasn't anybody on the second-floor |anding. | kept
goi ng down. |

heard canned | aughter from a tel evision, behind one of the
doors on the

second floor. A voice said, "So tell us, where did you go
on this

first date?"

| continued down to the ground floor. The front door of
t he apart nent

bui |l di ng was gl ass. | | ooked out and saw only parked
cars, and a

hedge. A short section of lawn in front of the building.
The nen and

the cars were sonewhere off to the left.

| waited. | took a breath. My heart was poundi ng. |
didn't want to

go out there, but all I could think was to get them away
fromny

daughter. To nove the action away from nyl stepped out
into the
ni ght.

The air was cold on ny sweating face and neck.
| took two steps forward.
Now | could see the nen. They stood about ten neters

away, beside
their cars. | counted four nen. One of them waved to ne,



beckoni ng ne
over. | hesitated.

Where were the others?

| couldn't see anybody except the nmen by the cars. They
waved agai n,

beckoning ne. | started toward them when suddenly a heavy
t hunmpi ng

bl ow from behi nd knocked nme flat onto ny face on the wet
gr ass.

It was a nonent before |I realized what had happened.
| had been shot in the back.

And then the gunfire erupted all around ne. Automatic
weapons. The

street was |it up like lightning fromthe gunfire. The
sound echoed

of f the apartnent buildings on both sides of the street.
d ass was

shattering. | heard people shouting all around ne. More
gunfire. |

heard the sound of ignitions, cars roaring dow the street
past ne.

Al nost i medi ately there was the sound of police sirens
and tires

squeal ing, and the glare of searchlights. | stayed where
| was, face

down on the grass. | felt like I was there for about an
hour. Then |

realized that the shouts now were all in English.

Finally soneone cane and crouched over ne and said, "Don't
nove,

Li eutenant. Let nme look first." | recognized Connor's
voice. Hs

hand t ouched ny back, probing. Then he said,

“Can you turn over, Lieutenant?"

| turned over.



Standing in the harsh |ight of the searchlights, Connor
| ooked down at
ne.

"They didn't penetrate,” he said.

"But you're going to have a hell of a sore back tonorrow. "
He hel ped ne to ny feet.

| |1 ooked back to see the man who had shot ne. But there
was nobody

there: just a few shell casings, glinting dull yellowin
t he green

grass, by the front door.

TH RD DAY

The headl i ne read VI ETNAMESE GANG VI OLENCE ERUPTS ON
VESTSI DE. The

story reported that Peter Smith, an L. A P.D. Speci al
Services officer,

was the target of a vicious grudge attack by an O ange
County gang

known as the Bitch Killers, Lieutenant Smth had been shot
tw ce before

backup police units arrived on the scene to disperse the
at t acki ng

yout hs. None of the suspects had been apprehended alive.
But two had

been killed in the shooting.

| read the papers in the bathtub, soaking my achi ng back.

| had two |arge, ugly bruises on either side of ny spine.
It hurt to
br eat he

| had sent Mchelle to stay with ny nother in San D ego
for the

weekend, until things were sorted out. Elaine had driven
her down,

| ate | ast night.



| continued reading.

According to the story, the Bitch Killers was thought to
be the same

gang that had wal ked up to a black two-year-old boy,
Rodney Howard, and

shot the child in the head while he was playing on his
tricycle in the

front yard of his |Inglewod hone a week earlier. That

I nci dent was

runored to be an initiation into the gang, and the

Vi ci ousness of it

had touched off a furor about whether the L.A P.D. was
able to handl e

gang viol ence in southern California.

There were a | ot of reporters outside ny door again, but |
wasn' t

talking to any of them The phone rang constantly, but I

| et the

answering machine take it. | just sat in the tub, and
tried to decide

what to do.

In the mddle of the norning | called Ken Shubik at the
Ti nmes.

"I wondered when you' d check in," he said.
"You nust be pl eased.™
"About what ?"

"About being alive," Ken said.

"These kids are nurder."

"You nean the Vietnanese kids last night?" | said.
"They spoke Japanese. "

n m. n

"Yes, Ken.



"We didn't get that story right?"

“"Not really."

"That explains it," he said.

"Expl ai ns what ?"

"That was the Weasel's story. And the Wasel is in bad
odor today.

There's even talk of firing him" Nobody can figure it
out, but

sonet hi ng' s happeni ng around here," he said.

"Sonmebody high in editorial all of a sudden has a bug up
hi s ass about

Japan. Anyway, we're starting a series investigating
Japanese

corporations in Anerica."

"Ch, yeah?"

"OF course you'd never know it fromtoday's paper. You
see the
busi ness secti on?"

"No, why?"
"Darl ey- H ggi ns announced the sale of Mcro Con to Akai.

It's on page
four of the business section. Twocentineter story."

"That's it?"

“"Notworth any nore, | guess. Just another Anerican
conpany sold to the

Japanese. | checked. Since 1987, there have been a

hundred and ei ghty

Aneri can high-tech and el ectroni cs conpani es bought by the
Japanese.

It's not news any nore."

"But the paper is starting to investigate?"



"That's the word. Itwon't be easy, because all the
enot i onal

i ndi cators are down. The bal ance of paynents with Japan
I s droppi ng.

O course it only | ooks better because they don't export
SO many cars

to us now. They nmake them here. And they've farnmed out
production to

the little dragons, so the deficits appear in their

col ums, not

Japan's.

They' ve stepped up purchases of oranges and tinber, to
make things | ook

better. Basically, they treat us as an underdevel oped
country. They

I nport our raw materials. But they don't buy our finished
goods. They

say we don't nmaeke anything they want."

"Maybe we don't, Ken.
"Tell it to the judge." He sighed.

"But | don't knowif the public gives a damm. That's the
guesti on.
Even about the taxes."

| was feeling a little dull
"Taxes?"

"We're doing a big series on taxes. The government is
finally noticing

t hat Japanese corporations do a | ot of business here, but
t hey don't

pay nmuch tax in America. Sone of them pay none, which is
ridi cul ous.

They control their profits by overpricing the Japanese sub
conponent s

that their Anerican assenbly plants inport. It's

out rageous, but of

course, the Anerican governnent has never been too sw ft



about

penal i zi ng Japan before. And the Japanese spend half a
billion a year

i n Washi ngton, to keep everybody cal ned down. "

"But you're going to do a tax story?"

"Yeah. And we're | ooking at Nakanoto. My sources keep
telling ne

Nakanpto's going to get hit with a price fixing suit.
Price-fixing is

the name of the gane for Japanese conpanies. | pulled a
list of who's

settled lawsuits. Nintendo in 1991, price-fixing ganes.
M t subi shi

that year, price fixing TVs. Panasonic in 1989. Mnolta
in 1987. And

you know that's just the tip of the iceberg.”

"Then it's good you're doing the story," | said.
He coughed.

"You want to go on record? About the Vietnanese who speak
Japanese?"

"No," | said.

“"We're all in this together," he said.

"l don't think it would do any good," | said.

| had lunch with Connor at a sushi bar in Culver Cty. As
we were

pul ling up, sonmeone was placing a CLOSED sign 'mthe

w ndow. He saw

Connor, and flipped it to say OPEN

"They know ne here," Connor said.
"You nean they |ike you?"

"It's hard to know about that."



"They want your busi ness?"
"No," Connor said.

"Probably Hiroshi would prefer to close. Itwon't be
profitable for him

to keep his people on, just for two gaijin custonmers. But
| come here

often. He is honoring the relationship. It doesn't

really have to do

wi th business or |iking."

W got out of the car.
"Aneri cans don't understand," he said.
"Because the Japanese systemis fundanentally different."

"Yeah, well, | think they're starting to understand," |
said. | told
hi m Ken Shubi k' s story about price-fixing.

Connor si ghed.

"It's a cheap shot to say the Japanese are di shonest.
They' re not - but
they play by different rules.

Anericans just don't get it." , "That's fine," | said.
"But price-fixing is illegal."
"I n Anerica," he said.

"Yes. But it's normal procedure in Japan. Renenber,

kohai :

fundanental ly different. Collusive agreenents are the way
t hi ngs are

done. The Nonmura stock scandal showed that. Anericans

get noralistic

about collusion, instead of just seeing it as a different
way of doing

busi ness. Wiich is all it is.



W went into the sushi bar. There was a | ot of bow ng and
greeti ng.

Connor spoke Japanese and we sat at the bar. W didn't

or der.

| said,

"Aren't we going to order?"

"No, " Connor said.

"I'twoul d be offensive. Hroshi will decide for us what we
woul d

i ke."

So we sat at the bar and Hi roshi brought us dishes. |

wat ched him

cutting fish.

The phone rang. Fromthe far end of the sushi bar, a man
sai d,

"Connor-san, onna no hito ga matteru to ittemashita yo.
"Donmp, " Connor said, nodding. He turned to ne, and pushed
back from

t he bar.

"Quess we won't.eat, after all.

Time for us to go to our next appointnent. You brought
the tape with

you?"

"Yes."

"Good. "

"Where are we goi ng?"

"To see your friend," he said.

"M ss Asakunma."



W wer e bouncing along the potholes of the Santa Monica

freeway,

headi ng downt own. The afternoon sky was gray; it | ooked

like rain. My

back hurt. Connor was | ooking out the wi ndow, hummng to
hi nsel f.

In all the excitenent, | had forgotten about Theresa's
call the night

bef ore. She had said she was | ooking at the | ast part of
the tape, and

she thought there was a problem

"Have you tal ked to her?"

"Theresa? Briefly. | gave her sone advice."

"Last night, she said there was a problemwith the tape."
"Oh? She didn't nention that to ne."

| had the feeling he wasn't telling ne the truth, but ny
back was

t hrobbing and I wasn't in the nood to press him

There were tines when | thought Connor had becone Japanese
hi msel f. He

had that reserve, that secretive nmanner

| said,

"You never told ne why you |eft Japan."

"Ch, that." He sighed.

"I had a job, working for a corporation. Advising on
security. But it

didn'twork out."

"Why not ?"

"Well, the job was all right. It was fine."

"Then what was it?"



He shook hi s head.

"Most people who've lived in Japan cone away wWith m xed
feelings. In

many ways, the Japanese are wonderful people. They're
har dwor ki ng,

intelligent, and hunorous. They have real integrity.
They are al so

the nost racist people on the planet. That's why they're
al ways

accusi ng everybody else of racism They're so prejudiced,
t hey assune

everybody el se nust be, too. And living in Japan | just
got tired,

after a while, of the way things worked.

| got tired of seeing wonen nove to the other side of the
street when

t hey saw ne wal king toward themat night. | got tired of
noti ci ng that

the |ast two seats to be occupied on the subway were the
ones on either

side of me. | got tired of the airline stewardesses
aski ng Japanese

passengers if they mnded sitting next to a gaijin,
assum ng that |

coul dn't understand what they were saying because they
wer e speaki ng

Japanese. | got tired of the exclusion, the subtle
patroni zi ng, the

] okes behind ny back. | got tired of being a nigger.

| just ... got tired. | gave up."

"Sounds to ne like you don't really like them"™

"No, " Connor said.

“I do. | like themvery nuch. But |I'm not Japanese, and
t hey never

let me forget it." He sighed again.

"I have many Japanese friends who work in Anerica, and



It's hard for
them too. The differences cut both ways.

They feel excluded. People don't sit next to them

ei ther. But ny

friends always ask ne to renenber that they are human
beings first, and

Japanese second. Unfortunately, in ny experience that is
not al ways

true.”

"You nean, they're Japanese first."

He shrugged.

"Famly is famly."

We drove the rest of the way in silence.

W were in a small roomon the third floor of a
boar di nghouse for

foreign students. Theresa Asakuma explained it was not

her room it

bel onged to a friend who was studying in Italy for a term
She had set

up the small VCR and a small nonitor on a table.

"I thought | should get out of the lab," she said, running
t he machi ne
fast forward.

"But | wanted you to see this.

This is the end of one of the tapes you brought ne. It
begi ns ri ght
after the senator has left the room"™

She slowed the tape, and | saw the wi de view of the
forty-sixth floor

of the Nakanoto building. The floor was deserted. The
pal e body of

Cheryl Austin lay on the dark conference table.

The tape continued to roll.



Not hi ng happened. it was a static scene.

| said,

"What are we | ooking at?"

"Just wait."

The tape continued. Still nothing happened.

And then | saw, clearly, the girl's leg twtch.

"What was that ?"

"A spasnP"

"I'"'mnot sure.”

Now the girl's arm outlined against the dark wood, noved.
There was

no question about it. The fingers closed and opened.
"She's still alive!™

Ther esa nodded.

"That's the way it | ooks. Now watch the cl ock."

The clock on the wall said 8:36. | watched it. Nothing
happened. The

tape ran for two nore m nutes.

Connor si ghed.

"The clock isn't noving."

“"No, " she said.

"I first noticed the grain pattern, on a close scan. The
pi xel s were

j unpi ng back and forth."

"Meani ng what ?"



"We call it rock and roll. It's the usual way to disguise
a

freeze-frame. A nornmal freeze is visible to the eye,
because the

smal l est units of the inmage are suddenly static. Wereas
In a regular

picture, there's always sone small novenent, even if it's
j ust random

So what you do is you rock and roll, cycling three seconds
of i mge

over and over. It gives a little novenent, nakes the
freeze | ess

obvi ous. "

"You' re saying the tape was frozen at eight thirty-six?"

"Yes. And the girl was apparently still alive at that
tinme.

| don't know for sure. But maybe."

Connor nodded.

"So that's why the original tape is so inportant.”
"What original tape?" she said.

| produced the tape I had found in ny apartnent the night
bef ore.

"Run it," Connor sai d.

In crisp color, we saw the forty-sixth floor. It was from
t he side

canera, with a good view of the conference room And it
was one of the

original tapes: we saw the nurder, and we saw Morton | eave
the girl

behi nd on the table.

The tape ran on. W& watched the girl.

"Can you see the wall clock?"



“"Not in this angle."

"How nmuch tinme do you think has gone by?"

Theresa shook her head.

"It's time lapse. | can't say. A few mnutes."

Then, the girl noved on the table. Her hand tw tched, and
t hen her

head noved. She was alive. There was no question about
it.

And in the glass of the conference room we saw the shape
of a man. He

wal ked forward, appearing fromthe right. He

entered the room | ooking back once to nake sure he was
alone. It was

I shiguro. Very deliberately, he wal ked to the edge of the
t abl e,

pl aced his hands on the girl's neck, and strangl ed her.

"Jesus. "

It seenmed to take a long tinme. The girl struggled toward
t he end.

| shiguro held her down, long after she had stopped noving.
"He's not taking any chances."”

"No," Connor sai d.

"He's not."

Finally, Ishiguro stepped back fromthe body, shot his
cuffs,

strai ghtened his suit jacket.

"All right," Connor said.

"You can stop the tape now.

|'ve seen enough.™



W were back outside. Weak sunlight filtered through the
snoggy haze.

Cars roared by, bouncing in the potholes. The houses

al ong the street

| ooked cheap to ne, in disrepair.

W got in our car.

"What now?" | said.

He handed ne the car phone.

"Call downtown," he said, "and tell them we have a tape
t hat shows

| shiguro did the nmurder. Tell themwe're going to
Nakanot o now, to

arrest Ishiguro.”

"I thought you didn't |ike car phones."

"Just do it," Connor said.

"We're about finished, anyway.

Sol didit. | told the dispatcher what our plan was,
where we were

going. They asked if we wanted backup. Connor shook his
head, so |

said we didn't need backup.

| hung up the phone.

"Now what ?"

"Let's go to Nakanoto."

After seeing the forty-sixth floor so many tines on

vi deot ape, it was

strange to find nyself there again.

Al though it was Saturday, the office was busy and acti ve,

secretaries
and executives were hurrying about. And the office | ooked



di fferent

during the day; sunlight poured in through the |arge

wi ndows on al

sides, and the surroundi ng skyscrapers | ooked cl ose, even
in the L.A

haze.

Looki ng up, | saw that the surveillance caneras had been
removed from

the walls. To the right, the conference room where Cheryl
Austin had

di ed was bei ng renodel ed. The bl ack furniture was gone.
Wor knen were

installing a blond wood table and new beige chairs. The
room | ooked

conpletely different.

On the other side of the atrium a neeting was being held
in the | arge

conference room Sunlight streanmed in through the glass
walls on forty

people sitting on both sides of a |long table covered in
green felt.

Japanese on one side, Anericans on the other. Everyone
had a neat

stack of docunents in front of them Prom nent anong the
Aneri cans, |

noticed the | awer, Bob Ri chnond.

St andi ng besi de nme, Connor sighed.
"What is it?"
"The Saturday neeting, kohai.

"You nean that's the Saturday neeting Eddi e was tal king
about ?"

Connor nodded.
"The neeting to conclude the Mcro Con sale.

There was a receptioni st seated near the el evators. She
wat ched us staring for a nonent, then said politely,



"Can | help you, gentlenen?"

"Thank you," Connor said.

"But we're waiting for soneone."

| frowned. From where we were standing, | could clearly
see ishiguro

I nside the conference room seated near the center of the
tabl e on the

Japanese side, snoking a cigarette.

The man to his right |eaned over to whi sper sonething to
him |shiguro
nodded and sm | ed.

| gl anced over at Connor.
"Just wait," Connor said.

Several m nutes passed, and then a young Japanese ai de
hurri ed across
the atrium and entered the conference room

Once inside, he noved nore slowy, circling the table
unobt rusi vel y

until he was standi ng behind the chair of a distinguished,
gray- haired

man seated toward the far end of the table. The ai de bent
and

whi spered sonething to the ol der man.

"l wabuchi," Connor sai d.

"Who i s he?"
"Head of Nakanpto Anerica. Based in New York."

| wabuchi nodded to the young aide, and got up fromthe
table. The aide

pull ed his chair out for him |wabuchi noved down the

| i ne of Japanese

negoti ators. As he passed one man, he brushed himlightly



on the

shoul der. | wabuchi continued to the end of the table,

t hen opened the

gl ass doors and wal ked outside, onto a terrace beyond the
conference

room

A nonent | ater, the second nman stood to | eave.

“Moriyam," Connor said.

"Head of the Los Angeles office.”

Moriyama al so went outside onto the terrace. The two nen
stood in the

sun and snoked cigarettes. The aide joined them speaking
qui ckly, his

head bobbi ng. The senior nen listened intently, then
turned away. The

ai de remai ned standi ng there.

After a nonment, Moriyana turned back to the aide and said
sonet hi ng.

The ai de bowed quickly and returned to the conference
room He noved to

the seat of another man, dark-haired with a nustache, and
whi spered in

his ear.

"Shirai," Connor said.
"Head of finance."

Shirai stood up, but did not go onto the terrace.

| nstead, he opened

the inner door, crossed the atrium and di sappeared into
an office on

the far side of the floor.

In the conference room the aide went to still a fourth
man, whom |

recogni zed as Yoshida, the head of Akai Ceram cs. Yoshida
al so slipped

out of the room going into the atrium



"What's going on?" | said.
"They're di stancing thensel ves," Connor said.
"They don't want to be there when it happens.”

| | ooked back at the terrace, and saw the two Japanese nen
out si de

novi ng casually along the length of the terrace, toward a
door at the

far end.

| said,

"What are we waiting for?"
"Patience, kohai. "
In the

conference room proceeded. But in the atrium Yoshida
pul | ed the young

ai de over and whi spered sonet hi ng.

The young ai de departed. The neeting

The aide returned to the conference room
"Hmm " Connor sai d.

This tine the aide went to the Anmerican side of the table,
and

whi spered sonething to Richnond. | couldn't see

Ri chnond' s face,

because his back was to us, but his body jerked. He

tw sted and | eaned

back to whi sper sonething to the aide. The ai de nodded
and left.

Ri chnond renai ned seated at the table, shaking his head
slowy. He

bent over his notes.

And then he passed a slip of paper across the table to
| shi guro.

"That's our cue," Connor said. He turned to the



receptioni st, showed

her his badge, and we wal ked qui ckly across the atrium
toward the

conference room

A young Anerican in a pinstripe suit was standing in front
of the table
and sayi ng,

“"Now, if you will direct your

attention to Rider C, the summary statenent of assets and
" Connor

came into the roomfirst. | was right after him

| shiguro | ooked up, showi ng no surpri se.

"Good afternoon, gentlenen.” H's face was a nask.

Ri chnond sai d snoothly,

"Gentlenen, if this can wait, we're in the mddle of
sonet hi ng rat her
conpl i cated here-

Connor interrupted him

"M . Ishiguro, you are under arrest for the murder of
Cheryl Lynn

Austin,"” and then he read himhis Mranda rights, while
| shiguro stared

fixedly at him The others in the roomwere entirely
silent. Nobody

noved at the long table. It was like a still life.

| shi guro remai ned seat ed.

"This is an absurdity."”

"M. Ishiguro,” Connor said, "would you pl ease stand?"
Ri chnmond said softly,

"I hope you guys know what you are doing."

| shiguro said, ,1 know ny rights, gentlenen."



Connor said,

"M . Ishiguro, would you pl ease stand?"

I shiguro did not nove. The snoke fromhis cigarette
curled up in front

of him

There was a | ong sil ence.

Then Connor said to ne,

"Show themthe tape."

One wall of the conference room consi sted of video

equi prent. | found
a playback nmachine |ike the one I had used, cane up on the
bi g and

pl ugged the tape in. But no inage central nonitor. |
tried pushing
various buttons, but couldn't get a picture.

From a rear corner, a Japanese secretary who had been

t aki ng notes

hurried up to help ne. Bow ng apol ogetically, she pushed
t he proper

buttons, bowed again, and returned to her pl ace.

"Thank you," | said.

On the screen, the inmage cane up. Even in the bright
sunlight, it was

clear, It was right at the nonent we had seen in Theresa's
room The

nonment where |shiguro approaches the girl and holds the
struggl i ng body

down.

Ri chnond sai d,
"What is this?"

"It's a fake," Ishiguro said.



"It's a fraud."
Connor said,

"This is a tape taken by Nakanpbto security caneras on the
forty-sixth
fl oor Thursday night."

| shi guro said,
“It"s not legal. It's a fraud."

But nobody was |istening. Everybody was | ooking at the
noni tor.
Ri chnond' s nout h was open.

"Jesus," he said.

On the tape, it seened to take a long tinme for the girl to
di e.

| shiguro was gl aring at Connor.

"This is nothing but a sensational publicity stunt he
sai d.

"It is a fabrication. It neans nothing."

"Jesus Christ,"” R chnond said, staring at the screen.

| shi guro said,

"It has no legal basis. It is not adm ssible.

It will never stand up. This is just a disruption-" He
broke off. For

the first tinme, he had | ooked down to the other end of the
table. And

he saw that |wabuchi's chair was enpty.

He | ooked the other way. His eyes darted around the room

Moriyama's chair was enpty.



Shirai's chair.

Yoshi da's chair.

I shiguro's eyes twitched. He | ooked at Connor in
astoni shnment. Then

he nodded, gave a guttural grunt, and stood.
Everyone el se was staring at the screen.

He wal ked up to Connor.

"I"'mnot going to watch this, Captain. Wen you are
t hrough with your

charade, you will find ne outside."™ He Iit a cigarette,
squi nting at
Connor .

"Then we wll talk. Kicchiirito na.
and wal ked
onto the terrace. He | eft the door open behind him

He opened t he door

| started to follow himout, but Connor caught ny eye.
He shook his head fractionally. | remained where | was.

| could see Ishiguro outside, standing at the railing. He
snoked hi s

cigarette and turned his face to the sun. Then he gl anced
back at us

and shook his head pityingly. He | eaned agai nst the
railing, and put

his foot on it.

In the conference room the tape continued. One of the
Aneri can

| awers, a worman, stood up, snapped her briefcase shut,
and wal ked out

of the room Nobody el se noved.

And finally, the tape ended.

N



| popped it out of the machi ne.

There was silence in the room A slight wind ruffled the
papers of the
peopl e at the long table.

| | ooked out at the terrace.
It was enpty.

By the time we got out to the railing, we could hear the
sirens
faintly, on the street bel ow

Down on ground | evel, the air was dusty and we heard the
deaf eni ng

sound of jackhamers. Nakanoto was buil ding an annex next
door, and

construction was in full swing. Aline of big cenent
trucks was pulled

up along the curb. | pushed ny way through the cluster of
Japanese nen

in blue suits, and broke through to | ook down into the

pit.

| shiguro had I anded in a wet concrete pouring. H s body

| ay sideways,

just the head and one arm sticki ng above the soft concrete
surf ace.

Bl ood ran in spreading fingers across the gray surface.
VWorknmen in

blue hard hats were trying to fish himout, using banboo
pol es and

ropes. They weren't having nuch success. Finally a

wor kman in

t hi gh- hi gh rubber boots waded in to pull the body out.
But it proved

nore difficult than he expected. He had to call for help.

Qur people were already there, Fred Perry and Bob Wl fe.
Wl fe saw ne

and wal ked up the hill. He had his notebook out. He
shout ed over the

din of the jackhanmers.



"You know anyt hi ng about this, Pete?"
"Yeah," | said.

"Got a nane?"

"Masao | shiguro."

Wl f e squi nt ed.

"Spel |l that?"
| started to try to spell it, talking over the sound of
t he

construction. Finally | just reached in ny pocket and
fished out his

card. | gave it to Wlfe.

"This is hinP"

"Yeah. "

"Where'd you get it?"

"Long story," | said.

"But he's wanted for nurder.”

Wl f e nodded.

"Let nme get the body out and we'll talk."

"Fi ne. "

Third Day 3Bl Eventually, they used the construction crane
to pull him

out. Ishiguro's body, sagging and heavy wth concrete,
was lifted into

the air, and swng past nme, over ny head.

Bits of cenent dripped down on ne, and spattered on the

sign at ny
feet. The sign was for the Nakanoto Construction Conpany,



and it said
in bold letters: BU LDING FOR A NEWtonorrow. And
under neat h, PLEASE

EXCUSE THE | NCONVENI ENCE

It took another hour to get everything settled at the
site. And the

chief wanted our reports by the end of the day, so
afterward we had to

go down to Parker to do the paperwork.

It was four o' clock before we went across the street to
the coffee shop

next to Antonio's bail bond shop. Just to get away from
the office. |

sai d,

"Why did Ishiguro kill the girl in the first place?"
Connor si ghed.

"It's not clear. The best | can understand it is this.
Eddi e was
wor king for his father's kaisha all al ong.

One of the things he did was supply girls for visiting
dignitaries.

He' d been doing that for years. It was easy-he was a
party guy; he

knew the girls; the congressnen wanted to neet the girls,
and he got a

chance to make friends with the congressnen. But in
Cheryl he had a

speci al opportunity, because Senator Mrton, head of the
Fi nance

commttee, was attracted to her. Mdrton was smart enough
to break off

the affair, but Eddie kept sending her in private jets to
meet him

unexpectedly, keeping the thing alive. Eddie |Iiked her,
too: he had

sex wth her that afternoon. And it was Eddi e who
arranged for her to



cone to the party at Nakanoto, know ng that Mrton woul d
be there.

Eddi e was pushing Morton to block the sale, so Eddi e was
preoccupi ed

with the Saturday neeting. By the way, on the
news-station tape you

t hought he said 'no cheapie' to Cheryl. He was saying

ni chi bei. The

Japanese- Aneri can rel ati onship.

"But | think Eddie just intended for Cheryl to neet
Morton. | doubt he

had any idea about the forty-sixth floor. He certainly
didn't expect

her to go up there with Morton. The idea of going there
nmust have been suggested during the party by soneone from
Nakanot 0. The

conmpany left the floor accessible for a very sinple
reason: there's a

bedroom suite up there that executives sonetines use.
Somewhere in the

back. "

| said,
"How di d you know t hat ?"
Connor sm | ed.

"Hanada- san nenti oned he had once used it. Apparently
It's quite
| uxurious."

"So you do have contacts."”

"I have a few. | inmagi ne Nakanoto was probably just being
accommodating, too. The ntay have installed earn y eras

up there with

the idea of blackmail, but I"'mtold there were no canmeras
in the

bedroom suite. And the fact that they had a canera right
in the

conference room suggests to ne that Phillips was right-the
cameras were



pl aced to kaizen the office workers. Certainly they
coul dn't have
expected the sexual encounter to occur where it did.

"Anyway, when Eddi e saw Cheryl going off with Morton to
anot her part of

t he Nakanmoto building, it nust have alarned the hell out
of him So he

followed them He wi tnessed the nurder, which |I believe
was probably

acci dent al .

And Eddi e then hel ped out his friend Mdxrton, calling him
over, getting

hi m out of there. Eddie went back to the party with
Morton. "

"What about the tapes?”

"Ah. You renenber we tal ked about bribery. One of
Eddi e' s bri bes was

to a lowlevel security officer named Tanaka. | believe
Eddi e suppl i ed

himw th drugs. Anyway, Eddie had known himfor a couple
of years. And

when | shiguro ordered Tanaka to pull the tapes, Tanaka
told Eddie."

"And Eddi e went down and got the tapes hinself."

"Yes. Together wth Tanaka."

"But Phillips said Eddie was al one."

"Phillips lied, because he knew Tanaka. That's al so why

he didn't nake
nore of a fuss-Tanaka said it was all right.

But when Phillips told us the story, he | eft Tanaka out."
"And then?"

"lIshiguro sent a couple of guys to clean out Cheryl's
apartnment. Tanaka took the tapes soneplace to get them



copi ed. Eddie
went to the party in the hills."

"But Eddi e kept one."

"Yes."

| thought it over.

"But when we talked to Eddie at the party, he told a
conmpl etely

different story."”

Connor nodded.

"He lied."

"Even to you, his friend?"

Connor shrugged.

"He thought he could get away with it."

"What about |shiguro? Wiy did he kill the girl?"

"To get Morton in his pocket. And it worked-they got
Morton to change

his position on Mcro Con For a while there, Mirton was

going to all ow
the sale to go forward."

"I'shiguro would kill her for that? For some corporate

sal e?"

“"No, | don't think it was calculated at all. Ishiguro was
hi gh- strung,

under great pressure. He felt he had to prove hinself to
hi s

superiors. He had nmuch at stake-so nuch, that he behaved
differently

froman ordi nary Japanese under these circunstances. And
I n a nonent

of extreme pressure, he killed the girl, yes. As he said,
she was a



woman of no inportance.”
"Jesus. "

"But | think there's nore to it than that. Mrton was
very anbi val ent

about the Japanese. | had the sense there was a | ot of
resent nent -t hose j okes about dropping the bonb, all that.
And havi ng

sex on the boardroomtable. It's ... disrespectful,

woul dn't you say?

It must have infuriated |Ishiguro.”

"And who called in the nurder?"

"Eddi e. "

n W]y?ll

"To enbarrass Nakanoto. Eddi e got Morton safely back to
the party, and

then called in. Probably froma phone sonewhere at the
party. Wien he

called, he didn't know about the security canmeras yet.
Then Tanaka

told himabout them and Eddie started to worry that

| shiguro m ght set
hi m up. So he call ed back."

"And he asked for his friend John Connor."

"Yes."

| said,

"So Eddi e was Koi chi Nishi?"

Connor nodded.

"Hs little joke. Koichi Nishi'is the nane of a character
in a fanmous

Japanese novi e about corporate corruption.”

Connor finished his coffee and pushed away fromthe



counter.
"“And | shiguro? Wiy did the Japanese abandon hi nP"

"I'shiguro had played it too fast and | oose. He acted too
| ndependent |y
Thursday night. They don't |ike that.

Nakanmot o woul d have sent him back pretty soon. He was
destined to

spend the rest of his life in Japan in a nmadogi wazoku. A
W ndow seat .

Sonebody who's bypassed by corporate decisions, and stares
out the

wi ndow all day. In a way, it's a life sentence."”

| thought it over.

"So when you used the car phone, calling the station,
telling them what

you planned ... who was listening. " "Hard to say."
Connor

shrugged.

"But | |iked Eddie. | owed himone. | didn't want to see
| shiguro go
honme. "

Back in the office there was an el derly woman waiting for
me. She was

dressed in black and she introduced herself as Cheryl
Austin's

grandnot her. Cheryl's parents died in a car crash when
she was four,

and she had raised the little girl afterward. She wanted
to thank ne

for ny help in the investigation. She tal ked about what
Cheryl had

been like, as a little girl. How she had grown up in
Texas. "

"OF course, she was pretty,"”
did like

her. Always a bunch of them hangi ng around, you coul dn't

she said, and the boys surely



shake them
off wth a stick." She paused.

"OF course, | never thought she was entirely right in the
head.

But she wanted to keep those boys around. And she |iked
themto fight

over her, too. | renenber she was seven or eight, she'd
get those kids

brawling in the dust, and she'd clap her hands and wat ch
themgo at it.

By the tinme she was teenage, she was real good at it.
Knew j ust what

to do. It wasn't real nice to see. No, sonething was
wrong in the

head. She coul d be nean. And that song, she al ways

pl ayed it, day

and night. About lose ny mind, |I'd think."

"Jerry Lee Lew s?"

"OF course, | knew why. That was her Daddy's favorite
song. Wen she

was just a little bit of a thing, he'd drive her to town
in his

convertible, with his armaround her, and the radi o naking
t hat awf ul

racket. She'd have her best sun dress on. She was such a
pretty thing

when she was a chil d.

The i mage of her nother.”

Then the woman started to cry, thinking about that. | got
her a

Kl eenex. Tried to be synpathetic.

And pretty soon she' wanted to know what had happened.

How Cheryl had died.

| didn't know what to say to her.



As | was comi ng out of the ground-floor entrance to Parker
Cent er,

wal ki ng out by the fountains, a Japanese nan in a suit

st opped nme. He

was about forty, with dark hair and a nustache. He
greeted ne

formally, and gave nme his card. It took a nmonent to
realize that this

was M. Shirai, the head of finance for Nakanoto.

"I wanted to see you in person, Sum su-san, to express to
you how rnuch

my conpany regrets the behavior of M. Ishiguro. H's
actions were not

proper and he acted wi thout authority. Nakanpoto is an
honor abl e

conpany and we do not violate the law. | want to assure
you that he

does not represent our conpany, or what we stand for in
doi ng busi ness.

In this country, the work of M. Ishiguro put himin
contact with many

I nvest ment bankers, and nmen who nmake | everaged buy-outs.
Frankly, |

bel i eve he was too long in America. He adopted nmany bad
habi ts

here."

So there it was, an apology and an insult in the sane
nmonment. | didn't

know what to say to him either.

Finally, | said,

"M. Shirai, there was the offer of financing, for a
smal | house .

"Ch, yes?"
"Yes. Perhaps you didn't hear of it."
"Actually, | believe |I have heard sonething of that."

| said,



"I was wondering what you intended to do about that offer
now. "

There was a | ong sil ence.
Just the splash of the fountains off to ny right.

Shirai squinted at ne in the hazy afternoon |ight, trying
to deci de how
to play it.

Finally he said,

"Sum su-san, the offer is inproper. It is of course
wi t hdrawn. "

"Thank you, M. Shirai," | said.

Connor and | drove back to ny apartnent. Neither of us
tal ked. | was

driving on the Santa Monica freeway. The signs overhead
had been

spray-pai nted by gangs. | was aware of how uneven and
bunmpy t he

roadway was. To the right, the skyscrapers around

West wood st ood hazy

i n snmog. The | andscape | ooked poor and decrepit.

Finally | said,

"So is that all this was? Just conpetition between
Nakanot o and sone
ot her Japanese conpany?

Over Mcro Con O what ?"
Connor shrugged.

“Mul tiple purposes, probably. The Japanese think in those
ways. And

to them Anerica is nowonly an arena for their
conpetition. That rnuch

s true.



We're just not very inportant, in their eyes."

W cane to ny street. There was a tinme when | thought it
was pl easant,

alittle tree-lined street of apartnents, with a

pl ayground at the end

of the block for ny daughter. Now | wasn't feeling that
way. The air

was bad, and the street seened dirty, unpleasant.

| parked the car. Connor got out, shook ny hand.

"Don't be discouraged."”

n I am n

"Don't be. It's very serious. But it can all change.
It's changed

before. It can change again."

"l guess.™

"What are you going to do now?" he asked.

"I don't know," | said.

"I feel |ike going sonewhere el se.

But there's nowhere to go."

He nodded.

"Leave the departnent?”

"Probably. Certainly | eave Special Services. It's too

uncl ear
for ne."
He nodded.

"Take care, Kohai. Thanks for your help.

"You, too, senpai."



| was tired. | clinbed the stairs to ny apartnent and
went inside. It

was quiet, with nmy daughter gone. | got a can of Coke
fromthe

refrigerator and wal ked into the |iving room but ny back
hurt when |

sat in the chair. | got up again, and turned on the

tel evision. |

couldn't watch it. | thought of how Connor said everybody
In Anerica

focused on the uninportant things. It was |like the
situation with

Japan: if you sell the country to Japan, then they wl
own it, whether

you like it or not. And people who own things do what
they want with

them That's how it works

| wal ked into ny bedroom and changed ny clothes. On the
bedsi de t abl e,

| saw the pictures fromny daughter's birthday that | had
been sorting

when all this started. The pictures that didn't |ook |ike
her, that

didn't fit the reality anynore. | listened to the tinny

| aught er from

the television in the other room | used to think things
wer e

basically all right. But they're not all right.

| wal ked into nmy daughter's room | |ooked at her crib,
and her covers

with the el ephants sewn on it. | thought of the way she
sl ept, so

trustingly, lying on her back, her arns thrown over her
head. |

t hought of the way she trusted ne to nake her world for
her now. And |

t hought of the world that she would grow into. And as |
started to

make her bed, | felt uneasy in ny heart.

Transcript of. March 15 (99) INT: Al right, Pete,



t hi nk that about
does it for us.

Unl ess you have anything el se.

SUBJ: No. |'m done.

I NT: | understand you resigned fromthe Special Services.
SUBJ: That's right.

I NT: And you made a witten recomendation to Chief d son
t hat the

Asi an |iaison program be changed. You said the connection
with the

JaPan- Anerica Amty Foundation shoul d be severed?

SUBJ: Yes.
I NT: Why is that?
SUBJ: If the departnent wants specially trained officers,

we shoul d pay
to train them | just think its healthier.

| NT: Heal t hier?

SUBJ: Yes. It's tinme for us to take control of our
country again. It's
time for us to start paying our own way.

| NT: Have you had a response fromthe Chief SUBJ: Not yet.
['"'mstil
wai ti ng.

If you don't want Japan to buy it, don't sell it.

-AKI O MO RI TA

m
Afterword "People deny reality. They fight against real
feelings

caused by real circunstances. They build nental worlds of
shoul ds,



oughts, and m ght - have-be ens Real changes begin with real
appr ai sal

and acceptance of what is. Then realistic action is
possi bl e. "

These are the words of David Reynol ds, an Anerican
exponent of Japanese

Morita psychot herapy. He is speaking of personal
behavi or, but his

comrents are applicable to the econom c behavi or of
nations, as well.

Sooner or later, the United States nust cone to grips with
t he fact

t hat Japan has becone the |l eading industrial nation in the
worl d. The

Japanese have the |ongest |ifespan. They have the hi ghest
enpl oynent,

the highest literacy, the snmallest gap between rich and
poor. Their

manuf act ured products have the highest quality. They have
t he best

food. The fact is that a country the size of Montana,

with half our

popul ation, will soon have an econony equal to ours.

But they haven't succeeded by doing things our way.

Japan is not a Western industrial state; it is organized
quite

differently. And the Japanese have invented a new ki nd of
trade-adversarial trade, trade like war, trade intended to
W pe out the

conpetition-which Anerica has failed to understand for
several decades.

The United States keeps insisting the Japanese do things
our way. But

I ncreasingly, their response is to ask, why should we
change? W're

doing better than you are. And indeed they are.

What should the American response be? It is absurd to
bl ame Japan for
successful behavior, or to suggest that they slow down.



The Japanese

consi der such Anerican reactions

childish whining, and they are right. It is nore
appropriate for the

United States to wake up, to see Japan clearly, and to act
realistically.

In the end, that will nmean maj or changes in the United
States, but it

Is inevitably the task of the weaker partner to adjust to
t he demands

of a relationship. And the United States is now w t hout
question the

weaker partner in any econom ¢ di scussion wth Japan.

A century ago, when Admiral Perry's Anerican fleet opened
t he nati on,

Japan was a feudal society. The Japanese realized they
had to change,

and they did. Starting in the 1860s, they brought in

t housands of

Western specialists to advise themon how to change their
gover nment

and their industries. The entire society underwent a
revol ution. There

was a second convul sion, equally dramatic, after World War
1.

But in both cases, the Japanese faced the chall enge
squarely, and net

it. They didn't say, let the Anericans buy our |and and
our

i nstitutions and hope they will teach us to do things
better. Not at
all. The Japanese invited thousands of experts to

visit-and then sent

t hem hone again. W would do well to take the sane
approach. The

Japanese are not our saviors. They are our conpetitors.
W shoul d not

forget it.
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The subj ect of Japanese-Anerican relations is highly
controversial. |

wish to state clearly that the views expressed in this
novel are ny

own, and are not to be attributed to any of the

I ndi vidual s |isted

above.

Bi bl i ography Thi s novel questions the conventi onal
prem se that

direct foreign investnment in Anmerican high technology is
by definition

good, and therefore should be allowed to continue w thout
restraint or

limtation. | suggest things are not so sinple.

Al though this book is fiction, ny approach to Japan's
economi ¢

behavi or, and Anerica's inadequate response to it, follows
a



wel | -establ i shed body of expert opinion, nuch of it listed
In the

bi bl i ography. Indeed, in preparing this novel, | have
drawn heavily

froma nunber of the sources bel ow

| hope readers will be provoked to read further fromnore
know edgeabl e

authors. | have listed the principal texts in rough order
of

readability and pertinence to the issues raised in this
novel .
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