QUIN’'S SHANGHAI
CIRCUS
BY EDWARD WHITTEMORE

Holt, Rinehart and Winston

New Y ork ¢ Chicago ¢ San Francisco

Copyright © 1974 by Edward Whittemore

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce

thisbook or portions thereof in any form.

Published smultaneoudy in Canada by Holt, Rinehart
and Winston of Canada, Limited.

Library of Congress Catdoging in Publication Data

Whittemore, Edward.

Quin’s Shanghai circus.

|. Title
PZ4.W6247Qui [PS3573.H557] 813'.5'4 73-8248
ISBN 0-03-011441-1



Firg Edition

Designer: Batten, Friedman and Krel off

Printed in the United States of America: 074

for Brigid

THE IMPOSTOR 1

BIG GOBI 21

FATHER LAMEREAUX 73



MAMA 103

KIKUCHI-LOTMANN 155

THE POLICEMAN 197

HIMSELF, HERSEL F 233

NICHIREN 265

To remain whole, be twisted.

To become straight, let yourself be bent.

To become full, be hollow.

Be tattered, that you may be renewed.

Thosethat havelittle, may get more,

Those that have much, are but perplexed.

The Sage does not show himsdlf, therefore heis seen
everywhere.

He does not define himsdlf, therefore heis distinct.

He does not boast of what he will do, therefore he



succeeds.
Heisnot proud of hiswork, and therefore it endures.
He does not contend,
And for that very reason no one under heaven can
contend with him.

—Tao Te Ching

For by grace are ye saved through faith, and that not of
yoursalves. It isthe gift of God. Not of works, lest any
man should boast.

—Ephesians 2

THE IMPOSTOR

The suspicious illness and subsequent investigation of a corporal serving in Mukden suggest that
an espionage network with astonishing capabilitiesis operating within the Empire.

The net has access to such important material it must include a member of the General Staff, in
addition to whatever foreigners are involved.



The corporal died while undergoing questioning. Just before death, however, he revealed two
unrelated facts.

1. The code name of the net is Gobi (the barbarian name for the .great desert in western China).

2. The unknown disease from which he was suffering is called, phonetically, Lam-ah-row’'s

Lumbeago.

—From a secret report submitted in the autumn of 1937 to Baron Kikuchi, Japanese Genera in charge
of inteligence activitiesin Manchuria

The report was said to have been seen in the archives of the Imperia Japanese Army immediately after
the surrender in 1945. But it never reached Allied intelligence officers, having been either lost or
destroyed in the first days of the Occupation.

Some twenty years after the end of the war with Japan afreighter arrived in Brooklyn with the largest
collection of Japanese pornography ever assembled in aWestern tongue. The owner of the collection, a
huge, smiling fat man named Geraty, presented a passport to customs that showed he was a native-born
American about as old as the century, an exile who had |eft the United States nearly four decades before.

The collection contained all the pornographic works written in Japan during the last three hundred and
fifty years, or snce the time when Japan first closed itself to the West. More important, it included rare
manuscripts from severd thirteenth-century Buddhist monasteries.

According to Geraty, the very existence of these manuscripts had never been suspected. Thetalesthey
told began harmlesdy, but before the scholar reached the end of the second page he was confronted with
agtonishingly obscure practices, and by the beginning of the third page he was totally immersed in devices
and dreams and masks, dl serving the wildest sort of inversions.

The manuscripts wereillustrated with ink drawings exquisitely detailed to show every hair. Even the cat
hairs could be counted, where cats appeared.

For the officials at the Brooklyn customs house the sudden appearance of Geraty’s collection was an
uncommon event. Although they frequently handled questionable materids, never in anyone' s memory
had the pornography to be examined been of such vast scope.

Thus asecond officia immediately applied himsdlf to the case, and athird soon joined the second. In
fact by the end of Geraty’ sfirst day in New Y ork there were no less than eight customs officias of
differing ranks and seniority, representing ardliable spectrum of American ethnic and racia and cultura
backgrounds, lined up behind arow of desks at one end of the spacious customs warehousein
Brooklyn, solemnly listening to Geraty ddliver alecture on the secret merits of his collection.



He noted at random, for example, in order to emphasize the artistry of the drawings, the patina that had
been worked into the leather phalluses and the grain that showed in the spiraled ivory finger pieces.
Because of these touches, he claimed, aspecidist could easily tell whether the lesther was cow or pig or
whether theivory was from north or south India

The women depicted in theillustrations were as numerous as the men, but they were dways shown with
their own kind. There was no mixing of the sexes.

After pointing out the value of the manuscriptsin thefields of anima husbandry, trade, and sociology,
Geraty went on to discusstheir literary and historical merits.

The manuscripts were invarigbly told in thefirst person. Therefore they were source materia for modern
Japanese fiction, which was dso confessond.

The century under study, the thirteenth, was an era of national upheava in Japan, an age of revolution
led by innumerable orders of fanatical monks. Therefore the manuscripts were arecord of the unknown
thoughts of these warring monks at atime when Zen and the game of Go, the tea ceremony, rock
gardens, and No plays and so many other unique Japanese arts, notorious for their refinement and
audterity, first became revered throughout the idands.

Geraty, in short, was able to trace most of modern Japanese history to the pornographic fantasies found
inhiscollection.

The documents had been trandated and bound under his personal supervision, a project that had taken
forty yearsof hislife. Although reluctant to part with histreasure, he was now returning to the United
Statesto retire. Heintended to sdll the collection to auniversity or some other academic ingtitution so that
it could be available to scholars.

Or so heclaimed.

Findly, with specid pride, Geraty discussed his system of annotations. The system was exclusive and
comprehensive, his own invention, and could only be understood by using the key or code book. It
consisted of numbersin the margins, entered by hand, often as many as sixty-four numbers next to only
oneline of print. The drawings were thus wedged in between swarms of minute jottings.

These masses of numbers, it seemed, identified and cross-referenced every red or imagined act that
took placein dl those tens of thousands of pages.

Because hewas so fat, Geraty sometimes gave the impression of being lessthan agiant. When hewas
sprawled over abench in the customs warehouse waiting for his audience to assemble, doing nothing,
garing blankly at the celling, helooked asif he might be only sx and ahalf feet tal. But the moment he
began to gather up hisarms and legs, atransformation took place.

He seemed to put on weight as he pulled his partstogether. 1t took severa minutesfor himto find his
balance, but when at last he was standing he filled the room he wasin, any room, hisimmense bulk the
equd of three or four large men.

Geraty leaned far back to keep hisbelly from dragging him over. Hisfeet were splayed to support his
body, his chin rested on his chest, his massive arms stood out to the sides. When he moved, his hands
hung behind him, gtiffly jarred by each step. Hiswhite hair was clipped short in outdated military fashion
and his face was scarred by pockmarks, or perhaps a combination of pockmarks and poorly treated
knife wounds.



When he got to hisfeet the blood rushed to his head, causing it to expand, opening the pits and scars.
After awhilethis swelling subsided together with the deep purple coloring that had accompanied it.

Geraty arrived in New Y ork toward the end of winter. The unraveled tops of three or four sweaters
showed at his neck, which was swathed in apiece of red flannd tied with a string. He wore torn military
boots, the type issued to American soldiers during the Second World War, and ablack bowler hat that
might have belonged to a circus performer in the 1920s. Over everything was amilitary greatcoat, ancient
and spotted and patched, of no recognizable eraor campaign. Despite his size the ancient greatcoat
covered him completely to thefloor.

Before much time had passed the eight customs officials were no longer curious or SuUspicious or even
bored, they were smply dazed with disbelief. For severa days Geraty had been lecturing them, and they
could no longer pretend to understand what he was talking about, or why. The senior of the eight
officids, therefore, interrupted Geraty to ask him if he had aletter from a university, or adocument of any
kind from any academic inditution, expressing interest in his collection.

Geraty had to admit he had nothing to show them.

He was then asked to produce academic credentias from the United States or Japan or any country in
the world. Again he had to admit he had nothing to offer but his collection.

Throughout these interviews, or lectures, he continued to address everyone as nephew.

The obscenity lawswere il strict. Even so, Geraty’ s case might not have been dismissed as fraudulent
had it not been for two facts. First, he never turned up at the customs warehouse even partialy sober.
Second, it was apparent from his eyesthat he was suffering from along-term addiction to some drug,
probably of the stimulant class.

Inthe midst of a harangue he would suddenly rush away to the toilet, muttering about an incurable
Oriental disease acquired in hisyouth. But later the same day even this pretense would be dropped.
Instead of leaving the end of the warehouse where he was |ecturing, he would turn around in the middle
of an incomprehensible sentence and bury his head in his greatcoat. There would be the unmistakable
sound of liquid being sucked through a straw, then arapid movement of the hands followed by a sneeze
and aviolent cough.

Geraty turned back to face the eight officids asif nothing had happened, but it wasimpossible not to
amd| the fresh dcohol on hisbreath, or to ignore the unnatural luster of his eyes which were now bulging
from his head more prominently than ever.

After these lapses he never failed to make reference to the charity shown to daves by the founder of the
first monastery for women in Irdland, the gently forgiving lady known to history as S. Brigid.

Y et the collection was till an extraordinary effort by someone, and that was the only reason the eight
officials spent as much time with him asthey did. They took the trouble of sending areport through a
special review process, including asenior board that was then in session. To do more Geraty would have
had to take his case to court.

All thiswas explained to him at length one winter morning in the customs warehouse in Brooklyn when
the time came to confiscate the collection. Geraty listened gloomily to the decision, then began thelong
process of getting to hisfeet. Not until he was standing at full height did he break hissilence.

He roared and upended three of the desks. He bellowed and knocked over the other five desks. He
shouted that he had no money for lawyers, that Americawas alunatic asylum, that the whole country



could drink dragon piss down to the day of judgment. When a platoon of guardsfindly reached the end
of the warehouse that Geraty had demolished, they found him struggling to take off his clothes, trying to
grip himself naked, either to free himsdlf for afight or because he was sweating so heavily.

Geraty landed in the street in an Oriental squatting position, perhaps amodification of the lotus, his
greatcoat soaking up the snow that had turned to dush in the morning sun. During the next few minutes he
wastotaly immobile, either because he was meditating or because he was stunned, then he abruptly
lurched to hisfeet and staggered down the block shouting the names of saints. He entered the first cheap
waterfront bar he came to and was told to shut up or leave. He scratched himsdlf, ordered a double gin,
and collapsed in abooth by the window.

For the next thirteen hours he remained in the booth, not leaving even to go to the toilet. He stared at
the grimy snow in the gutter, drank gin, and sank into a stupor, dl the while carrying on an incoherent
diaogue with himsdlf in avariety of Oriental languages and didects, ajourney that began in Jgpan and
moved west and south through Manchuria, from Mukden down the coast of Chinato Shanghai. From
there he took afreighter to the Philippines, snored in the mountains during the Second World War, took
aUnited States army airplane back to Japan, and began the journey again.

When the sun went down Geraty emptied out the pockets of his gresatcoat. In the manner of a
fortune-teller he spread the objects across the table in front of him. He tapped each one three times and
dudied it.

A freighter ticket for the return trip to Yokohama.

Hisreal passport.

An empty pint of gin with a straw twisted around the neck.
Sxty-odd dollars, a few less than the years he had lived.

A small gold cross, a Nestorian relic of incalculable value.

Several tattered passports from the 1930s, forged, stating that the bearer was a Belgian expert
inanimal husbandry, a Belgian dealer in films, a Canadian dealer in patent drugs. None of these
false papers of any use anywhere in the world.

A worthless green paperweight that might have been meant to resemble jade, stolen from one of
the desks he had overturned that morning.

Along with ascrew-top jar hidden in arecess of his grestcoat, thiswas al he owned in the world.

Late that night Geraty took asubway to the Bowery and knocked on the door of a shelter for homeless
acoholics. Before entering he insisted on presenting his counterfeit Canadian passport with the consular



stamp that wasthirty years out of date. He was fumigated, given ashower, and sent to bed.

Thewholefollowing day he dept. The next day he was able to swallow some soup. On the third day,
feding stronger, he resurrected himsalf and broke the lock on the closet where his clothes were stored.
He made hisway to the city busterminal and found a bus that was journeying north through the
Berkshiresto atown where there happened to be an orphanage run by an order of Catholic fathers.

Forty-eight hourslater he was back in New Y ork without the precious small gold cross or the worthless
glass paperweight, his money down to Sixteen dollars. Asinsurance against arobbery attempt he bought
apint of gin, then took asubway to the Bronx, dozing most of the way, occasionaly ordering around of
drinksin one Orientd language or another. He found a bar with a steam table and bought three large
corned beef sandwiches which he covered with athick layer of green paste from the screw-top jar
hidden in his greatcoat.

He ended the meal with adouble gin and asmall dab of green paste tucked into each side of hisnose.
He sneezed and heaved himsdlf out the door, his money now reduced to eight single dollar bills.

Darkness had fdlen, the dush wasfreezing into ice. Geraty picked hisway carefully dong the sdewalk,
his bulging eyesrolling over the buildings and down the dleys. From time to time he stopped under a
dreetlight to gaze at afire darm box, the number on atenement, the stairsleading down to a basement.
Onceinthe course of every block hishand dipped into the greatcoat and came out with a pinch of green
paste which he pushed into his nose absentmindedly.

At last he cameto the corner he was looking for, abar with an old wooden sign in the window. There
was alarger neon sign with adifferent name, but the old-fashioned | ettering on the wood, in faded green
paint, could till be read benesth the buzzing coils of eectric light.

Geraty’s.

For severd minutes he gazed dully at the sign. He had come to the United States for only two reasons,
and when those tasks were accomplished he had intended to return to Japan immediatdly. In thefirst he
had failed. He had been unable to sell hismagica collection of pornography. And in the second he had
succeeded. He had returned the mysterious small gold crossto its rightful owner.

But now athird possibility crossed hismind. Instead of just making anostalgic visit to hisfamily’ sold
neighborhood in the Bronx, he would honor his mother by invoking her memory on the feast day of the
saint for whom she had been named.

Geraty crossed himsdlf, thefirst time he had done so in thirty years. From St. Edward the Confessor he
begged forgivenessfor what he was about to do, for what it might lead to, for the lost paths that might be
opened and the forgotten lives that might be discovered. Then he crossed himsalf once more and kicked
aside the door of the bar, shuffled to the counter, clamped a paw on the bartender.

Dragon piss, nephew.
How’sthat?
Doublegin.

He rested both arms on the counter listening to the noisy conversations around him. Twenty minutes
later he was on hisway to thetoilet at the back, bumping into drinkers as he passed. When he returned
he bumped into them again, thistime choosing astool toward one end of the counter next to ayounger
man whose name was Quin.



Geraty had heard the name soon after coming into the bar. There were two drinkers there with that
name, one closer to the right age than the other, but before he approached his man he wanted to be sure
the name was spelled correctly. So he had waited until both men were near the counter and picked their
pockets as he went to the toilet, replacing their wallets on the way back.

In the years he had spent wandering around Asia he had known only one other man named Quin, a
lecherous and violent drunkard who had last been seen in Shanghai before the war, supposedly ina
warehouse on the outskirts of the city. There were rumors of aterrible night in that warehouse, but
Geraty never knew whether they weretrue or not. By the time he got to the warehouse the next morning,
it was deserted. The only sign that anyone had been there was a discarded hat on amound of sawdust,
the black bowler he himself was now wearing.

Geraty spread his greatcoat over the stool and lowered himsdlf into place.

Quin was then about thirty. He had grown up in the Bronx, played stickball and fought in the Streetsasa
boy, spent two yearsin the navy and onein prison asaman. A short time ago hisonly relative had died,
the woman who had raised him, hisfather’ s older sster. The aunt had left him asmall amount of money,
and hewastrying to decide what to do with it the night afat staggering giant, old and drunk and ragged,
wheezing and muittering, lurched into his stool and nearly knocked him to thefloor.

A dozen years ago, perhaps even two or three, Quin might have broken a bottle over the old man’s
head. But a the moment he was pardyzed. A hideous stench had enveloped him, amixture of rotting
wool and rotting cheese, sour wax and decaying skin, dl of it overwhelmed and held together by a
pervasve smdl of mustard.

Thefat giant had bresthed on him as he settled down on the next stool.

Blow it the ether way, said Quin.

Double gin, nephew, the fat man caled down the bar. Quin swung his elbow and the fat man hiccuped.
You stink, buffalo.

How’sthat?

Y ou bumped into me just now.

Not me, nephew.



You. Twice,

The fat man rubbed the red flannel around his neck while sneaking ahand under his greatcoat. Quin saw
him unscrew the top of ajar. A finger came out with adab of green paste, the cap was rescrewed, the
finger flickered under hisnose. It was dl donein one quick movement, but Quin recognized the smell.

Hooked on horseradish, buffalo?
A Japanese blend. By far the most effective.
For what?

For the thirty years|’ ve used it which islittle enough in the game the Almighty plays. Helooks for longer
scores and every point is as hard as adragon’s hemorrhoids. | know what I' m talking about, nephew,
I’ ve spent most of my lifethere.

Where?

The other side, the dark side, our own foreign shore. A place so different, saints preserve us, it's
whatever you want it to be. Where are the dice? It stime to drink to what we were and are becoming.

Money?

Thefat man grumbled and put his eight single dollar bills on the bar. Quin nodded. No onein Geraty’s
had ever been able to beat him at liar’ sdice. The fat man rolled and passed the cup. On Quin’s second
roll thefat man caled him.

Y ou win, buffalo. Where did you say that place was?

Where? The old Tokyo and the old Shangha, citiesthat don’t exist anymore. Cities where people went
around in disguises passing themsalves off as emperors and Buddhas and dwarfs and precison
measturbators. So afraid, some of them, they hid in unlocked cages waiting for the hingesto rust. The
Orient, that’ swhere. Thisisthefirst time |’ ve been back herein forty years. I ve been to Massachusetts
and I’ ve seen the Bronx and now |I'm leaving.

| spent ayear in Massachusetts, said Quin.

Doing what?

Time.

Wheat kind of time?

Mailboxes.

An unworthy cause, nephew. Y our mother wouldn’t have liked that.
Never knew her.

Y our father wouldn't have liked it either.

Never knew him.

| know, muttered the fat man.

What do you know?



The fat man’ sface suddenly darkened. The scars and pits opened as he fumbled for hisgin glass. He
emptied the glass and his eyes receded, the hat settled back on his head. He pointed at the cup of dice.

Roll. We need adrink.

Quinlogt. Thefat man massaged his enormous belly and licked the new glass of gin with along yelow
tongue. Quin’s question had turned him into a huge jungle beast crouching beside a path.

What | know isthat over there, before the war, everybody was plotting. One day a hundred
congspiracies, the next day a hundred new ones. Agents everywhere and dl of them changing sdes
yesterday or tomorrow. From what to what? Why? International networks spent millions of dollarswhile
others were s0 clandestine they consisted of only oneindividua, existed in only one man’ s heed. His
private fantasy? No. The Almighty had dumped His creaturesin a secret bag and put the bag on His
back and was dancing over the earth. The thirties, nephew, the Orient. This overcoat I’ m wearing
bel onged to a sergeant who murdered the genera responsible for the rape of Nanking. An overcoat? For
He hath put down the mighty from their seet. Or the beach just south of Tokyo where four people once
sat down to apicnic that only one of them ate. Why? Because the other three were wearing gas masks.
The beach was near the estate owned by Baron Kikuchi, the most feared man in the Japanese secret
police, and at the end of the afternoon those picnickers had arrived at a decision that kept the Germans
from capturing Moscow ten yearslater. A picnic? Impossible? For He that is mighty hath done great
thingsto me. Let’ s have another game.

The fat man scratched his gallbladder with the dice. Once more Quin lost and had to pay for the drinks.
| knew them, the fat man announced abruptly.
Who?

Y our parents. Over there of course, before you were born. Y our father had alimp, shrapnel in hisleg,
some kind of hero in the First World War. Left New Y ork in the early 1920s, worked hisway to Peris,
ended up in Asia. Where? Shanghai? Tokyo? A postcard to your aunt once in awhile, the last newsfrom
south Chinain the late 1920s. Canton? In any case nothing after that for eight years. Eight years? Not
until 1935 when amissionary couple brought a baby to your aunt. War was coming, Chinawas unsafe.
The Quinswereto follow in afew months but of course they never did, of course they were never heard
from again. Eight years without any news? In those days, out there, along time.

Quin'sglasswasintheair. He stared at the fat man.

Or rather | should say | knew of them. About them. We were in the same places but at different times.
A friend mentioned that to me. He knew them.

What else did he mention? said Quin, having just heard repeated everything his aunt had ever been able
to tel him about his father after he disgppeared from New Y ork. About his mother she could tell him
nothing, not even having been aware that her younger brother had married. The missionary couple had
only been ableto add that the woman who cameto their ship in Shanghai asking for help was an
American about thirty years old, that her papers were genuine and proved both her own and the baby’s
identity.

Thefat man scratched hisliver.

What ese. What s2? Nothing else. He s till dive though, that friend, his nameis Father Lamereaux.
Lived in Tokyo before the war and il livesthere dthough he never seesanyone, no one at all except a
dead cat. Rather astrange man. Too bad you can't write to him but he never touches mail, something to



do with avow he made during the war. A vow? Of courseif you wereto talk to him that would be
different.

Tdk tohim?

Not that expensive by freighter, nephew, and once you get there you' |l be able to taste the finest
horseradish in the world. The finest and the best.

The fat man groped behind his back trying to find akidney to scratch. Quin nodded to himsdif.
Buffao. What did you say your name was?

Didn't say. Right? It’ sthe same as that wooden sign in the window.

What? Geraty?

When addressing St. Edward the Confessor | use none other.

All right, Geraty, that’ sjust fine. Now tell me how you knew who | was when you walked in here. And
better than that, tell me why you waked in herein thefirst place.

Geraty’ s head rolled sdeways. He seemed exhausted by the weight he was carrying in flesh and
memories. Helicked his gin and began reciting in amonotonous voice.

He said Father Lamereaux must have also mentioned the neighborhood in the Bronx where the aunt
lived. Tonight he wasin the same neighborhood visiting friends.

Who? said Quin.

Geraty ignored the question. He left hisfriends and passed abar with hisname onit. That intrigued him
30 he stopped in for adrink. Someone used Quin’s name and when he heard it, he didn’t know why,
Father Lamer-eaux’ slong-ago story came back to him. The recollection made him wonder. The
neighborhoods were the same, his own name was on the bar, thirty years had passed.

A coincidence?

Or perhapsthirty years didn’t matter. He was curious and decided to find out. He picked Quin's
pocket to see how he spelled his name, to seeif the two Quins were the same.

Quin nodded. The tale was so outrageous and told so matter-of-factly he might have believed it if
Geraty had left out the pickpocketing episode. But with the exception of opening and closing his
horseradish jar, Geraty seemed too clumsy to do anything covertly.

Quin watched the giant sink closer to the counter.

Cometo think of it, nephew, the old man’ s become such arecluse he might not want to talk to you even
if you did go to see him. He wasn't just another priest, Lamereaux, he was quite arakein histime. He
might not want to recall that eraat dl, | mean not a al. Still there could be away.

Quin waited, expecting there would turn out to be away.

Yes, just possibly. Do you know whose feast day you are honoring this evening with your beer? By
chance, that of . Brigid, known for her miraculous powers and particularly for her charity. Charity |
said, that may be the clue we relooking for. It so happensthat Father Lamereaux wasthe guardian of a
boy, an orphan who was brought to Americanot long after you were. Father Lamereaux loved that boy



dearly but he’ s never been able to see him because the boy can’t make the crossing done, he' salittle
smplein the head, and Lamereaux’ s lumbago is so bad he can’t make the crossing either. Lumbago. As
| remember alot of hisfriends had it before the war. Well it seemsto methat if you took the boy with
you for avist the old hermit would be so ddighted he' d tell you everything.

Geraty ordered another round. They rolled the dice, Quin lost. The giant’ s bleary eyes roamed the bar
completely out of focus.

Boy isn'tright, he' sonly afew years younger than you are. | only cal him that theway I'd call you a
boy. Most of thetime he' sjust like anybody else only more so. More so, anybody. Now and then you
haveto tell him what to do but he' sobliging and friendly and kind, kinder than anyone you' |l ever mest,
saints preserve us. | know because I’ ve just been to see him.

Inthat case, buffao, why aren’t you taking him to Japan?

Because it wouldn't be for avigt, that’ swhy. My bowels haven’'t moved since | |eft the East, haven't
and won't until 1 get back where| belong and stay there. | cameto this country to sell amagnificent set
of documents on the sources of Japanese culture, my life swork, intending to retire on the proceedsin
some pine grove and what happens?

What?

Therich He hath sent empty away.

What happened to the collection?

What do you think happened toitin thishell of stupidity and violence? They confiscated it.
Why?

Pornography, hard-core pornography, no redeeming socia vaue. Vaue? Manuscripts written by the
monks who invented rock gardens and tea ceremony and made Zen famous and made No and Go
famous and everything e se anybody has ever heard of ? No vaue in them? Does that make sense? Does
it? Now doesit?

Geraty wasraving, yelling, waving hisarms. Helost his baance and fell into the counter, hisface coming
torest in apool of spilled gin.

He was muitering to himsalf, Manchurian telephone numbers and Chinese addresses, the name of abar
in Mukden where he had gone to get drunk after buying asupply of films before the war, a description of
Bubbling Well Road early one winter morning when he was on hisway to awarehouse on the outskirts
of Shanghal. He returned to Tokyo, still in the thirties, to make atrain connection to abeach just south of
the city. He changed buses three or four timesin theinternationd quarter of Shanghai before approaching
the locked, shuttered room where he went nightly to set up hismovie projector, to take off his clothes, to
whisper slently to himself the words with which he secretly greeted the wedlthy degenerates and drug
addicts he was there to entertain, magnificat anima mea Dominum, my soul doth magnify the Lord. He
snesked through the black-market district of Mukden late in 1934, and again in 1935, noting
discrepancies.

Smiling affably during the early months of the Occupation in Japan, having just stolen a secret
intelligence report marked with the code name Gobi, he ordered drinksfor everyone at hisfavorite
Tokyo bar and shouted out yet again the versesfrom St. Luke that obsessed him.

He hiccuped. Someone was poking himin theribs.



Wake up, buffalo. What' s the boy’ s name and where do | find him?
Geraty blinked up from the bar. He sneezed, raising aspray.

Y ou were born there and lived here, | was born here and lived there. See the difference? Don’t bother,
thereisnone. Thetruthis| don’'t know who you are or what you' re talking about. Nothing you' vetold
me makes any sense, nothing I’ ve heard in years makes any sense. The truth? The truth is that everything
they said about my leprosy drugs before the war was alie, but then and now and forever He hath
scattered the proud in the conceit of their heart. Are you satisfied now? Is that what you wanted to hear?

The boy’ s address, buffalo. And Lamereaux’ s addressin Tokyo. And yours.

Geraty emptied the gin glassinto his mouth without taking his head off the bar. He scribbled the address
of the orphanage in Massachusetts, an addressin Tokyo, the name of abar in Tokyo.

Everybody knows the place. They can tell you whereto find me.

And the boy’ s name?

An odd one, I’ ve dways thought so. Gobi’ s his name. Gobi. The same asthe desert in western China.
Gobi what?

Nothing. Big Gobi maybe. He seemsto like that.

Geraty was struggling to gather up hisarms and legs. His face was purple again, his head swollen. With
agroan he lurched off the stool and pocketed hiseight single dallar billsthat had been left untouched on
the bar. His hand rummaged inside his greatcoat and made the flickering motion under hisnose. He
sneezed, coughed once. Quin watched him heave himsdlf out the door.

Quin ordered another beer and looked down at the three passports he had stolen from the giant’s
pocket. He had taken them thinking the fat man would have to come back for them, but now he redlized
they were worthless, the props of aclown.

The nationdlities were different, the names were different, the combinations of false eyeglassesand false
beards and fa se moustaches were different in each of them. But there was no mistaking Geraty’ s huge
scarred facein the three disguises.

Three costumes. There might be dozens more. Dozens of hidden pocketsin the greatcoat stuffed with
forged papers. For the bowler and the greatcoat, the army boots from the Second World War, the layers
of swesgters and the red flannd tied with string were the props of an impostor aswell asaclown.

Quin nodded to himself. A giant, an impostor, aclown. Y et he knew things, and in the end Quin
decided afew facts were reasonably certain.

For one, arecluse named Father Lamereaux must have known his father and mother.
For another, the priest wanted him to bring to Japan aretarded boy who was probably his bastard son.

And third and most intriguing of al, the best player of liar’ sdice he had ever met bore the name, redl or
assumed, of the neighborhood bar where he had spent agood part of hislife.



BIG GOBI

Jade, Quin. Geraty brought it all the way from Japan. It comes from palaces where princesses
live. And there are dragons there and people who speak a funny language no one can under stand.

But they’ll probably understand me sometimes because | look a little like them. Geraty said so.

There was only one other passenger on the Japanese freighter sailing from Brooklyn, a solitary young
student who had just completed two years of graduate work in New Y ork. The student was plump and
cardlesdy dressed. His straight black hair, parted in the middle, hung down to his shoulders. He dso
wore fase sdeburns and afase moustache, being unable to grow them himsdlf.

The student’ s name was Hato. Quin and Big Gobi talked with him only once during the Pecific crossng,
on the evening the ship sailed when heinvited them to his cabin to share abottle of beer before dinner.
Thelower berth in Hato' s cabin, the only one made up for use, was strewn with athick layer of
well-handled movie magazines pressed down asif someone had been lying on them. The magazines
dated from the 1930s and were stamped with the name of a student film society from which Hato had
evidently stolen them.

There was also an amazing array of shoeboxesin the room, neetly piled and arranged, some of the
stacks reaching as high as the porthole. The shoeboxes were numbered and marked with Japanese
characters. When Quin asked about them the nervous student broke into ashort but violent diatribe on
the cruelty of Americansto foreigners. He refused to discuss the shoeboxes and afew minuteslater they
|eft the cabin in Sllence, Hato choosing to st with the Japanese officers rather than with hisfellow

passengers.
During the next few days Hato spent dl histimein thelounge coaxing one or another of the off-duty



officersinto agame of checkers. On thethird day he was caught chesting at checkers, and thereafter no
onewould play with him. Hato took to his cabin and locked the door, staying there the rest of the
voyage. He had his medls brought to him and visited the bathroom only after midnight.

A few months after the freighter docked in Japan, Quin was to spend along night in the company of
Hato. And athough Hato subsequently strangled himself while playing adrum in an gpartment rented by
Quin, having first caused amurder that led to the largest funerd celebration in Asiasince the thirteenth
century, an anonymous event in which only Quin and three or four other people knew the true identity of
the deceased, he was never to connect the strangled Tokyo gangster with the retiring student who had
guarded the secret of his shoeboxes across the Pacific. For as soon as Hato set foot in hishomeland he
abandoned his hairpieces and shaved his head, put on an immaculate dark business suit, and stopped

Spesking English.

In addition he quickly lost agrest leal of weight dueto the calisthenics forced on him by nisnew
employer, the cigar-smoking poet who staged the magnificent funeral and saw to it that most of Tokyo's
twelve million inhabitants spent an entire day watching the black procession circle the city.

As soon asthe ship was out of sight of land Big Gobi sat down on the deck beside Quin’schair and
admired the green glass paperweight that had been stolen from the desk of acustoms officia in New
Y ork. Gently he turned the paperweight over and over and held it up to the sky.

Jade, Quin. Geraty brought it al the way from Japan. It comes from palaces where princesseslive. And
there are dragons there and people speak afunny language no one can understand. But they’ [l probably
understand me sometimes because | look alittle like them. Geraty said so.

Big Gobi smiled shyly. He placed the paperweight carefully on the deck and with a deep breath touched
the small gold crossthat was hanging from his neck. Along with the paperweight it was Big Gobi’ s most
treasured possession. Asfar as Quin knew these two objects, given him by Geraty, were the only
belongings Big Gobi had wanted to take with him when he left the orphanage.

The paperweight was apersond gift from Geraty. The smal gold cross was supposedly agift from
Father Lamereaux that Geraty had been asked to deliver. The cross had unusual markingson it. To Big
Gobi it was no more important than the paperweight, but Quin had been curious enough to ask one of the
priests at the orphanage about it.

| suspect it’svery vauable, the priest had said. The markings may be an ancient form of Syrian which
meansit could be aNestorian cross. If it’ sgenuineit could go back very far indeed, athousand years or
more, perhaps as much asfifteen hundred years. If you ever have a chance, | suggest you ask the former
owner.

| intend to, said Quin. By theway, Father, what can you tell me about Father Lamereaux?

Nothing, answered the priest. He was apparently known by one of the fathers here before he went to
Japan, but that was fifty years ago, long before my time. | suppose Father Lamereaux contacted his
former acquaintance here when he was, trying to find aplace for his orphan just before the war.

And by reputation?
Nothing. Nothing whatsoever except that old story they tell in seminaries about him and Aquinas.
What' sthat?

Wl it seemsthat when Father Lamereaux firgt began studying Aquinas, he memorized the entire



Summa theol ogica. They asked him why and his answer was that the thirteenth century seemed crucia
to him in the history of the church. Something of an eccentric, I'd say.

The priest smiled. Quin thanked him and said good-bye.

He had learned alittle about Father Lamereaux, less about the small gold crossthat in fact was not a gift
from Father Lamereaux, who had never seen it dthough he knew every step of the strange journey that
had brought it across centrd Asia. Y et the smdl gold cross would turn out to be vital nonetheless, for as
Quin eventualy discovered, it had belonged at one time or another not only to his mother and Big Gobi’s
mother but to the two men who had played the most significant rolesin hisfather’ slife, the one his chief
collaborator, the other the Russian linguist who had assembled the vast collection of pornography that
Geraty tried unsuccessfully to pass off as hisown in the customs housein New Y ork. The ancient
Nestorian relic, then, had along history prior to itsarriva in Shanghai during the 1927 Communist
uprisng, thereto entwine the lives of many people before Geraty finally intervened one night, ten years
later, to stedl it from adrugged woman who came to him with a confession.

Quin was leaning back in his chair, his eyes closed, when Big Gobi suddenly exploded beside him. A
lump of seagull droppings had landed in hislap. He was shrieking and besting the deck.

Fuck suck kill, he screamed. Shit cunt triple sea cocksucker .
Quin grabbed him by thearm.

Easy, Gobes, remember the cross. It was a present to you. Remember the cross and think about that
and forget the other things.

Big Gobi moaned. He lowered his eyes and wiped his hand with the seagull droppings on the back of
his shirt. He was glad Quin was holding him by the shoulder because that meant that Quin liked him. Quin
liked him and he wanted to do what Quin said, so he kept his head down and he stared at the cross, he
didn’t look at the sea. But hisanger was sill so greeat that one of his hands, the one soiled by the seagulll
droppings, crept across the deck and took hold of alarge metd fixture protruding from the bulkhead.

The hand squeezed, the flesh went white. The metal snapped, the fixture struck the deck. With one twist
Big Gobi had ripped apart the thick metd fitting.

Quin watched the hand clutch the jagged edge where the fixture had been. He saw the fingerstighten
once more, heard the flesh tear and the bones crack, watched the blood trickle down onto the deck.

He clamped histeeth together and pressed Big Gobi’ s shoulder as hard as he could, pressed and
waited, knowing nothing could be done because Big Gobi’ s agel ess childish brain wastrying to save him
from an even moreimpaossible pain, trying to protect him from the overwheming insults he had knownin
life by making him fed instead the shattering bones and muscles of his hand.

When they arrived in Tokyo Quin wrote to Father Lamereaux explaining who he was, who waswith
him, and why he had come to Japan. Then he went to the bar where Geraty had said he could be found.



Most of the men in the bar were foreigners, several of them long-term residents of the country. Geraty
had not been seen therein over six months, not since before histrip to New Y ork, but it seemed this sort
of absence was not unusua for him. No one was aware that he had been out of the country. Over drinks
Quin learned agood ded about both Geraty and Father Lamereaux.

At the beginning of the war, he wastold, Father Lamereaux had been interned in aspecid prison camp,
aformer mountain resort where afew Western scholars and missionaries were sent, friends of Japan who
were now enemies because of the color of their skin. It was there that the renegade priest had become a
drunkard, aminor scanda compared to others he had known.

Beforethewar, in particular, he had been notorious for the ever-changing procession of young acolytes
who followed him through the streets on Friday at sunset on the way to his Victorian house, there to be
entertained by him far into the night.

The priest was either a Canadian or aBelgian. He had arrived in Tokyo so long ago no one was quite
sure of hisorigins. When hefirst came to Japan he studied No plays and Buddhism, in the Jesuitical
tradition, in order to be able to wrestle with histheologica opponents. He took instruction for ten yearsin
the Buddhist temples of Kama-kura, coming to accept the fact that Gothic steepleswere unsuitablein a
land of earthquakes, learning to bend his beliefs as bamboo bends, again perhapsin the Jesuitical
tradition.

Soon after he went to Kamakura there were rumors that hislove for nature and his appreciation of No
hed lured him into becoming apracticing Shintoist.

Later there were more serious rumors that he had deserted his church atogether and taken Buddhist
ordersof initiaion.

Lastly therewas hisaleged crime of having collaborated with the enemy by informing on hisfellow
Westerners.

Throughout the period prior to the war, supposedly, he had submitted regular reports on foreignersin
Tokyo to the Kempeital or secret military police, Japan’s principa intelligence and counterespionage
agency. The evidence againgt him, considered conclusive, had been gathered over the years by anumber
of Westerners familiar with the operating techniques of the Kempeitai.

The story began when Father Lamereaux was called in for an interview with the Kempeital.

Thisinitsalf was not exceptiona. At thetime, most Westernersliving in Japan were periodicaly
questioned or put under surveillance by the Kempeitai. But when they were questioned it was generdly
under some other guise, the Kempeital officer posing asacivilian in agovernment office where the
foreigner went on routine business. Only in the case of aman who had many government contacts and
traveled frequently in and out of the country, such asajournalist, might the interview be conducted by an
officer in uniform for purposes of intimidation.

Father Lamereaux never left the country. He traveled no farther than Kamakura and had no government
contacts whatsoever. Y et when he was called in by the Kempeital the interview was conducted not only
by an officer in uniform but by agenera in uniform, and by no less agenerd than Baron Kikuchi, the hero
of the 1905 Russo-Japanese War who was thought by many to be the most powerful man in the secret

police.
Agtonished by this, severd journdists later asked Father Lamereaux in privateto tell them what had

happened. The Jesuit spoke directly and succinctly aswas his manner, quoting the entire conversation
verbatim.



Baron Kikuchi was atiny man. Father Lamereaux wastal, and his gaunt figure gave him an gppearance
of even greater height. The Generd had therefore not gotten to his feet when Father Lamereaux entered
the room. He stayed behind his massive desk and pointed to a chair. The chair was small and low so that
it would be impossible for aguest to arrange himsalf comfortably. Father Lamereaux had not missed the
fact that the desk was bare, the Generd’ sway of saying he knew everything he wanted to know about
the priest without consulting his dosser.

The Generd spoke curtly, using the verbs and pronouns that were only appropriate when aman was
gpesking to hiswife, to achild or servant or animal. Father Lamereaux had three choices. He could
accept the grossinsult and answer as an inferior speaking to a superior. He could use the same forms of
speech and return the insult. Or he could ignore the insult and speak as an equal to an equd.

He chose the last to show that he had nothing to hide and to prove that he wasin complete command of
his emotions no matter what the Situation, an approach the Genera might find dightly humiliating after
having adopted a superior pose. The strategem worked, for the Genera subsequently switched to
Lamereaux’ sidiom.

Sit down.

Thank you.

How long have you been in this country?

Over ten years.

What have you been doing?

Pursuing my Buddhist studies.

Where?

Kamakura.

Why?

In order to gather the skills necessary for my missionary task.
What makes you think you have amissonary task here?
God' stask is here and everywhere.

Doesit include what happened at your house last Friday night?
Therewas ameeting for reigious ingtruction.

And the Friday night before that?

Yes.



The Friday night Sx months ago?

Yes.

How doesit include dl those Friday nights?

Because the meetings for religiousinstruction are aways held on Friday evenings.

Night | said, not evening. What do you do with these young boys after you have finished your religious
indructionsearly in the evening?

Sometimes we have a discussion on sometopic.
What?

Generdly some aspect of No drama.

Does one or the other of you act out a part?
We may.

Why?

To illugtrate a point we are trying to make.

Do you dress up?

We may.

Why?

Because No cannot be performed without the proper costumes.
Do you wear masks?

They are part of the costumes.

Do you dance?

In some No plays there are dances.

Do you wear the dragon costume?

If that isascenewe areillustrating.

Not we, you. Do you wear the dragon costume?
If that isascene |l amilludtrating.

And who wears the princess costume?
Whoever isillugtrating that part.

Always one of the boys?

Not necessarily.



All right, you and the princess are doing your dance. What are the other boys doing at that moment?
They play the part of the chorus and the musicians.

Y ou mean they St around the room and watch? They make comments? They hum and make some
private music of their own?

They sing the verses of the chorus and play the instruments that accompany the drama.
Paying their insruments, arethey?

The drum and the flute.

What happens after you finish dancing?
We have refreshments and they go home.
Always?

Yes.

But sometimesit isvery late?

It may be.

Dawn?

If the No play isalong one.

A long one, hissed the Generd, leaning forward over the desk. He rested his chinin his hands and
Stared at Father Lamereaux.

You are an expert on No?

| have studied it.

Y ou are one of the leading Western expertson No?
| may be.

Then you understand Japanese tradition and you know a Japanese warrior will not alow corruptionin
his country.

Rdigiousinstruction does not corrupt.

And what do you do with one boy while other boyswatch?

No drama does not corrupt.

But you corrupt.

If thereis anything corrupting Japan today it isthe army. It isyou and men like you.

Be careful, you know nothing about palitics. Y ou are not in this country to advise us on palitics. If you
were you would be expdlled.

I know | lovethis country, and what you're doing to it is detestable.



We are on good terms with the West. Of course we wish that to continue.
Yes.

So there is no question of amissionary being expdled.

No.

Y ou may remain here aslong as you have the sanction of your church.
Yes.

Y ou are naturally free to carry on your religious work.

Yes.

Including religious ingruction to young boys.

Yes.

Naturaly in the privacy of your home aswell.

Yes.

But | am concerned about the fathers of the boys who attend your Friday night meetings. Their sons
may be enjoying themselves but their fathers may not be. Isit possible they’rein jobsthat don't suit
them? Perhaps we should rel ease them from their jobs so they can be free to pursue their interests, just
asyou are freeto pursue yours. Of courseit isdifficult to find work today because of what Western
capitalism has done to my country. The fathers might not be able to find other jobs, but then, they could
dwaysgo into thearmy.

And be sent to China?

Wewill not allow the West to do to us what they have done to China. We will achieve the kind of
strength the West appreciates, and a the same time we will save Chinawith our strength. We are of the
same race as the Chinese. We understand them whereas Westerners don't.

How could they when they’ re foreign devils?

Y ou are knowledgeable in No, that means you know that devilsexist. Evil exigts. Do you know it?
| do.

| am sure you do. And would you deny that evil existsin the West? In Westerners? In yoursalf?

| would agree it movesin the wind athough itsdomainisaminor one.

Good, you agree. Now what | would like you to consider iswhat Western avarice has done to China,
which it will not be alowed to do to Japan. Or consder amore immediate problem, consder the
difficulty of finding jobsin Japan because of the collapse of Western capitalism. Consider the fathers of
the boys who attend your Friday night dances. Y ou must care agreat deal for those boys and you love
our country, we know that. It would be unfortunate if these men could not find work and their families
had to suffer as aresult. Reflect upon this Situation for amoment.

The General stared at Father Lamereaux and a completely unexpected interchange began.



The priest was gtill dumped uncomfortably in the smdl, low chair. The Generd was il seated behind
his massive desk with his chin resting in his hands. Now the Generd leaned forward and closed hisleft
eyeasif to multiply the acuity of hisother eye, to increase hisvision by narrowing it. The one open eye,
round and unfathomable, stared a Father Lamereaux without blinking.

A minute went by. Father Lamereaux didn’'t move. He was staring back aso without blinking.
Two minuteswent by.
A full five minutes according to the ticks of the clock onthewall.

Father Lamereaux kept alarge collection of catsin his house. Sometimes to amuse himsdlf he practiced
outstar-ing the cats. Early in life he had discovered he had an unusua talent for concentration, so acute he
could perform extraordinary feats of memorization. He could shuffle rapidly through a pack of cards
once, and repeet the exact location of every card in the deck. He could memorize alist of random
three-digit numbers, up to one hundred of them, in thetime it took someone to read them off. He could
enter areading room in apublic library, walk once around the room at anorma pace, and immediately
upon exit give thetitle and author of every volumein the room.

Later, when hefound his vocation, thistaent was made impregnable by the rigors of Jesuitical training.
Nothing he had seen or heard was ever lost to him. A cat could stare at him for fifteen minutes or more
but eventualy it had to turn away, its dumb mind no match for the severity of hisintellectua discipline.

Y et he met hismatch that morning in General Kikuchi’s office. He met his match and lost a contest of
intellect and will for thefirg timein hislife,

The bresk came dfter fifty-nine minutes of slent staring, fifty-nine minutes during which time neither man
moved, neither man blinked. At the end of that agonizing period Father Lamereaux could no longer bear
it. He knew he was beaten. Asthe clock struck the hour he blinked. He sighed and |ooked out the
window.

All right, hesaid.

The Generd stirred. He opened his other eye.

What did you say?

| sad dl right. I'll stop holding my Friday night meetings.

It seemsthe wisething to do, said the General. One might call it the safer course of action considering
who you redly are and what you are really doing.

Isthat dl then?
Yes.
Father Lamereaux climbed out of the smdl, low chair.

Somehow he managed to do it gracefully, not giving the Genera the pleasure of seeing how giff hewas.
Heroseto hisfull height and glared down at the tiny man behind the desk.

Y ou are inhuman, aworm, not a man but adevil. | answer to God for my actions, but you answer to the
wind of evil that has captured your soul. | pity the despicable companions of your spirit. May this country
be delivered someday from its demons.



Y ou may go.

Thus ended Father Lamereaux’ s account of the interview. The journalists who heard it knew he was not
amanwho would lie. They dso knew Generd Kikuchi’ s reputation for fierce, unwavering atention, but
they till could not accept the story the way Father Lamereaux told it. Obvioudy a part had been left out.

After discussing it among themselves they concluded the General had probably threatened to send
Father Lamereaux tojail for corrupting minors unless he agreed to serve the Kempeital as an informer.
That had been the cause of the contest of willsthat resulted in afull hour of unblinking silence, the
suggestion of a safer course, acontest Father Lamereaux had lost.

Further evidence of the priest’ straitorous role turned up almost at once. Instead of leading agay
procession of young boys through the streets on Friday evenings, he was now seen in obscure quarters of
the city late at night, hovering in doorways. Once he was reported to have been observed sneaking over
acemetery wall a midnight. Another time he was observed sneaking out the back gete of acemetery at
three 0’ clock in the morning. On both occasions, as the automobile of the observer drew near, he
disappeared so0 quickly it was asif he had evaporated in the night.

Such clandestine behavior was readily explainable. The priest was mesting his contact from the
Kempeita.

Early in the 1930s the Western community in Tokyo succeeded in isolating Father Lamereauix. No one
would speak to him. If he appeared on the Street or at a public gathering, all backs turned on him. New
residents were warned to have nothing to do with him. Thetal, gaunt Jesuit who had once been known
for his gentle wit, his perceptions, his prodigious memory, his articulate and sympathetic discourses on the
subtleties of Japanese culture, became atotaly solitary figure, shunned, abandoned, despised.

When Japan went to war with the West he was interned with other scholars and missionariesin aprison
camp in the mountains. But even then hisformer servicesto the Kempeitai were not forgotten, for a a
time when the other prisonerswere finding it difficult to eat, Father Lamereaux was getting drunk day
after day, done asaways, on genuine Irish whiskey captured by the Japanese army at the British
officers messin Singapore.

No one who talked to Quin had anything good to say for Father Lamereaux. Those who had known
him hated him, everyone dsereviled him.

I’'m only sorry, said one man, that he wasn't around to face a court after the war. Or at least to face us.
After thewar? said Quin.

Yes, hedied afew days after Japan surrendered, I'm not sure how. One story hasit that he came back
to Tokyo and finally succumbed to acute acoholism. Another was that he returned to Kamakuraand
went insane, committed suicide by throwing himsdf under a collgpsing wall during atyphoon.

Inany case he' sgone. A lost curiosity and an ugly one.



Geraty’ s history, by contrast, seemed to begin where the Jesuit’ s had ended.

Little was known of hislife before the war other than that he lived in Tokyo claiming to be the
representative of a Canadian firm that manufactured quack leprosy drugs. He was a gloomy man who
kept to himsdlf, he was uncommunicative and seldom spoke to Westerners. On the rare occasions when
anyone saw him he was dways aone. He never tried to peddle his drugs and had no apparent source of
income. In fact, he never seemed to do much of anything.

One suggestion was that he had been a criminal wanted in the United States. Another possibility was
that he had been smuggling contrabband from Mukden to Shanghai, for that was the route he took when
he left Tokyo in the 1930s. He gppeared to have remained in Shanghai until the coming of the war, when
he escaped from Chinato the Philippines. Trapped there by the Japanese invasion, hewent into hiding in
the mountains.

As so0n as the Japanese surrendered he presented himsdlf to the American forces as alegendary
guerrillafigure who had been fighting alone in the mountainsfor years, an elaborate tale he told with such
conviction he was awarded a decoration for vaor and recommended for acolonel’s commissionin the
army reserve.

Whilewaiting for his commission to be approved, Geraty talked himsdlf into aflight to Japan on the
basis of his knowledge of the language and hislong experience both there and in China. He arrived back
in Tokyo during thefirgt days of the Occupation and was given a sendtive position doing preliminary
research in the archives of the Imperid Army, more specifically the captured Kempeitai files on China

Geraty wasin the job only amonth or two when amysterious fire burned down an entirewing of the
warehouse where the Kempeital files were stored. The American authorities were immediately suspicious
because of the absence of paper ashesin the ruins. Furthermore, ablind Japanese beggar who had been
deeping in agutter near the warehouse reported that he had been awakened by a convoy of passing
trucks on the night of thefire.

A few telephone calls reveded that dthough a number of military trucks were out on various errands at
the time of the fire, no one had authorized a convoy anywherein the Tokyo area.

Thisinformation coincided with areport on Geraty’ s pending commission. A routine investigation in the
Philippines had showed that the giant American was remembered in many mountain villages, but only for
his outrageous indolence. Hundreds of peasants were ready to testify that he had done nothing during the
war but steal their homemade beer and deep. It wastrue he had taught their children to sing Onward
Christian Soldiers and had urged them to march off and fight the Japanese, but he himsdlf had never |eft
the safety of the remote mountaintop church where hishammock was strung in adark corner behind the
dtar.

Geraty was cdled in and shown the report, which he read without comment. The beggar was brought in
to repest histestimony. Geraty’ s observation then was that the blind man was starving and therefore
probably subject to halucinations. To prove his point he gave the ravenous beggar aturnip and asked
him how it tasted. The shaking old man replied that it had the bouquet of green teg, the flavor of new rice,
and the delicate consstency of the finest raw tuna. Geraty patted the old man on the head, offered to buy
him asackful of turnips, and turned back to his accusers grinning broadly.

He was fired on the spot and told he would never be able to work for the American government again,
an announcement he accepted with aguffaw and a gesture so insulting he was thrown out the door.

Theresfter he supported himsdf by conducting lurid after-hour entertainments for American officers and
their wives. While stationed in the bar of one of the better Tokyo hotels he would dlude to what he called



the frightening sexud habits of the everyday man in kimono. Most of the Americansin the Occupation
knew nothing about Japan and Geraty obvioudy knew agreat deal. In the course of an evening, besides
having his drinks paid for, he generadly managed to talk himsdlf into at least one private showing.

Beginning a midnight, he would say, because that' s when these demons come dive. These vices sorang
up during the era of warring states when the capital was in Kyoto, saints preserve us, before the devils
moved their foul activitiesto Kamakura Y ou’ ve seen Kyoto? Then you know the dark aleys|’m talking
about, the hidden passageways and trapdoors, the monasteries tucked away up in the hillswhere even
the most hideous screams would go unheard. The boating parties were aways set for midnight, and long
before dawn, you can be sure, the tortured victims were bound and gagged and weighted and flung into
the water so there would be no evidence of the fiendish pleasures witnessed only by the moon. Read the
old chronicles, it'sdl there and has been for athousand years. There' s an avesomelegacy, | tell you,
behind the blank face and ingratiating manners of the everyday man in kimono. But possibly for acertain
sum, if we went about it in the right way, aman and his drinking companion or even aman and hiswife
might be able to catch a glimpse of these lost lustful aberrations, these age-old snewy dithering
depravities of the Eastern mind. Why come to the Orient and not see the truth? How can we overcome
evil unlesswe seeitindl its perverse variations?

Geraty would grow more florid as the evening wore on, his huge head hovering above the bar, hiseyes
bulging as heintoned the names of hisfavorite saints.

Atrocities, hewould hiss, atrocities athousand years old, Satanic atrocities sipped and soaked and
sating. Cormorants were sent to fish in the Uji just before dawn, and not just for fish. Nobles unmasked
their falcons, warrior monks unsheathed their swords, warrior abbots unleashed their spiders and bats,
whole battdions of endaved children screamed from the shadows. What' sthat you say? A private
showing?

Geraty licking his chin and whirling down drinks, staggering off through back streets at midnight with his
customerstrotting in his steps, sumbling down the sairway to some dingy cellar where he would empty
half abottle and chant versesfrom thefirst chapter of St. Luke, the prayer whedl turning in hismind,
while bringing on acrowd of hungry, tired performers and lining them up againgt thewadl, while turning
the spotlight on himsdf and undressing as he muttered memories from his childhood, from Mukden and
Shangha and the old Tokyo, ajourney that led west and south through Manchuriaand Chinato along
deep in the mountains of the Philippines before returning to Japan, where he now took off hisclothesin
order to display hisfat massive body to afew dazed, deepy spectators.

Over the years Geraty’ s acts deteriorated. After thefirst postwar monthsit was difficult for him to find
the starving youths who would degrade themselves for o little money. His girls deserted him for cleverer
operators, his boys grew older and older. What had begun as a giggling dance by corrupt children ended
asadiff parade of derdictswith nothing to show the audience or each other but collgpsed veinsand
ulcerous sores.

Geraty himsdf found it increasingly impossible to break out of hisacoholic stupors. There were
evenings when hisexhibition of the history of Oriental lust consgsted entirely of him taking off his clothes.
He would stand in the spotlight mumbling the line he aways repeated when naked, magnificat anima
mea Dominum, at the same time as he fought off swarms of imaginary falcons and shouted orders at
hordes of invisble children. After atime the whirlpool closed around him and he sank to the floor,
collgpsed on theimmense black barge that was carrying Kyoto and al its ancient monasteries down
through the night to the seg, there to begin for the ten thousandth time hisincomprehensible recitation of
dates and addresses, the journey across Asiathat Quin remembered from the bar in the Bronx.

S0 ended Geraty’ sfirst decade after the war. Business dropped off, tourists avoided him. He was



thrown out of hotel bars and told not to return. Whenever he got any money he spent it on adrinking
bout that lasted until the money was gone. More often he could be seen behind a noodle stand in one of
the dums of the city, washing afew dishesin exchange for apinch of horseradish.

Quin asked about the rare Buddhist manuscripts owned by Geraty, the extensive collection of
pornography he had supposedly annotated.

He found that not only had no one ever heard of the collection, no one believed such manuscripts could
redly exist. And in any case, it was inconceivable that they had been trandated by the old giant with the
horseradish habit.

A scholarly exercise so vast it would take aconvoy of trucksto transport it?

They shook their headsin the bar and laughed. Obvioudy Quin had his man confused with someone
dse

When Quin returned from hiswanderingsin Tokyo, when he came back to the apartment where Big
Gobi waswaiting patiently for him, watching television, he dways put hisarms around Big Gobi and
hugged him. That was the way they greeted each other. Quin smiling, Big Gobi grinning with teersin his
eyes because he was so happy.

Wéll, Gobes, | hope | wasn't gone too long.

It was nothing, Quin, nothing at al. Y ou know you never have to worry about leaving me done. |
aways know you' re coming back.

They hugged again, Big Gobi laughed. Ever since he was a child he had aways wanted to touch people
and have them touch him. It was the only way he could be sure they werered. But at the orphanage they
had never understood that. When he put his huge hands on the other boys they had always backed away
fromhim.

Stop pawing everyone, said the fathers.
Run away when he does that, they told the other boys.

From the beginning Big Gobi’ s hands had disturbed him, even frightened him. He was never sure what
they might do. For that reason he stopped touching the other boys, so they wouldn’t didike him, and
instead watched them carefully so he could understand how they acted, what they did and how they did
it, so that he could do it the same way. He listened to them and said the same things. He watched their
mouths and laughed the same way. He imitated everything about them and made the same silly faces.

But for some reason the faces weren't silly on Big Gobi. And when he laughed it didn’t seem funny.

On Sunday nightsthey had oyster stew at the orphanage. While still young, Big Gobi discovered he
loved oysters. Heloved the smell of the seathat came from the palejelly. He loved them because they
were shapeless, because they had no hands.



When he was old enough he asked for the job of opening the oysters on Sunday afternoons. They
showed him how to do it, and it was his happiest hour of the week. Alone behind the kitchen facing the
sky and the fields, the receding ridges of the Berkshires, he dit the cartilage of the shells and peeked into
the juicy caves of tides and dgae, acam, quiet place, ahome deep and narrow, light brown, sucking and
0ozing, darker at the edges.

And for Big Gobi there were other sensations hidden in the mysterious oyster, not so much peaceful as
ecgtatic. Once while he was shucking them, once and no more so that he would never be caught, he
snesked an oyster for himsdf and held it above hislips, let it dide down dowly and swell in histhroat until
he grew dizzy and began to shake, felt anumbnessin hisloins and then awarm sticky wetness there.

An exquisite experience certainly, but for Big Gobi, not unexpected. Strangely smilar, in fact, to the
wonders the fathers attributed to the act of communion whereby God momentarily possessed the soul.

About the time Big Gobi should have gone to schoal they discovered his shoulder was malformed. The
shoulder was operated on and alowed to hedl, broken again and alowed to heal. Throughout his
childhood he was operated on every year, and during the recoveries there was nothing to do but watch
televigon.

He didn't care about the programs but he loved the commercials because they told him what to do.
They told him where to go every day. They told him how to get there. They advised him what to buy and
what to eat, what to drink, when to drink it. They told him what to do once he was home again, and after
that and later and the next time, everything he needed to know abot life.

Of course he was an orphan who lived in an orphanage, he had no money, and his shoulder wasin a
plaster cast so there was no question of going anywhere or doing anything or buying anything. He had to
eat and drink what he was given to eat and drink, when hewas giveniit.

But none of that mattered. The commercias were concerned with hiswelfare. They watched over him.
They cared for him the way family and friends might have cared for him had there been family and friends
in hislife. So he returned the love of the commercias. Heloved them asthey loved him.

Thefirg time Big Gobi whispered that secret to Quin, Quin didn’t laugh or even smile. He just put his
arms around Big Gobi and hugged him to show that he understood. Y et even then Big Gobi hadn’t been
ableto bring himsdlf to mention the tuna fish. Instead he had pretended he had gone directly from the
orphanageinto the army.

Hetold them he didn’t want to go, but they said he had to. One afternoon during training he was sitting
outside the barracks not doing anything, staring at the sand and thinking of televison commercids,
humming them, repesating their warnings and ingructions, when dl a once acorpora kicked him and
shouted that he was out of his head, that he' d missed amed dtting there, that he must be crazy if he
didn’t know enough to est.

What'sacrazy bastard like you doing in the army? They don't |et crazy bastards into the army.

That night Big Gobi was so excited he couldn’t deep. The next morning he sat down on the edge of his



cot and refused to go to breskfast. They pushed him and yelled at him and threw him into the shower.
After refusing to eat for three days he was taken to see adoctor.

The doctor asked him questions and sent him to another doctor. The second doctor asked him more
guestions and moved him to a hospital with bars on the windows. Every morning the doctor came to ask
the same questions again.

Do you like the army? Are you afraid of the army? Do you like boys? Do you like animas? Are you
afrad of men?

Big Gobi smiled and answered dl the questions with adifferent answer every day. The only questions
he aways answered the same were those about the army.

| likethe army very much, he said. | want to spend my lifeinthe army.

Why won't you egt then?

Big Gobi smiled. Hewasn't hungry. The doctor pointed at hisarmsand legs.

Hungry? Y ou're starving.

Big Gobi smiled. He didn’t know abouit that. All he knew was that he wasn't particularly hungry.

One day anurse cameto his bed with alarge hypodermic needle. She showed him the thick point of the
needle, how long it was, how much fluid the hypodermic held. She made him hold it so he could see how
heavy it was.

Thisiswater, shesad, and itsonly effectispain. If | inject thiswater into your amyou'll bein pain al
afternoon. Just tell meyou don’t want it and | won't giveit to you.

Big Gobi amiled and put out hisarm.

That night the nurse came back with the hypodermic. She said the pain would certainly keep him awake
al night. But if hedidn’t want it shewouldn’t giveit to him. Big Gobi smiled and was still awake when
she brought the hypodermic again in the morning.

Big Gobi spent hisfoodless, deepless days and nights watching the soldier in the next bed. The soldier
took along time with his meals because he was right-handed and ate with hisleft hand. He kept arazor
in hisright hand and even while eating he continued to shave himsdlf, shaving only theright side of his

body.

He gtarted with hisright foot and shaved hisright leg. He shaved theright half of his pubic hair and belly
and chest, hisright armpit, theright side of hisface, hisright eyebrow, and the right side of his head.
When he had finished he went down to hisright big toe and Sarted over again.

Although he worked without water, soap, or mirror, the soldier never cut himsdlf.

Big Gobi took the water injections for two months. He never ate and he never dept, he smiled and told
everyone heloved the army. At the end of that time, unable to stand or even raise his head, he was given
amedica discharge and taken by ambulance back to the orphanage.

When Big Gobi had regained his strength he was told he would have to leave and support himself. The
fathers gave him a busticket and a sum of money sufficient for three or four months. The busticket was
good for thirty days of unlimited travel anywherein the United States.



Big Gobi was twenty-one years old. He took a bus to Boston and spent dmost al hismoney in three
days eating raw oysters. He asked where less expensive oysters could be found and was told the Maine
coast. At noon the following day he arrived in Eastport on the Canadian border. By mid-afternoon the
last of hismoney was gone.

He took a bus down the coast to Plymouth, Salem, and Lexington, afew of the sites made famous by
the early English colonists. Next he went to Valley Forge, Y ork-town, and Mt. Vernon tracing the steps
of Washington during and after the War for Independence. He traveled to Atlantaand turned east to
Charlestown on the route taken by Sherman during the Civil War. He rode down the section of the
Florida coast where Ponce de L eon had sought the fountain of youth, reached thetip of the Florida
Keys, traversed the Gulf Coadt to the delta of the Mississippi. He bisected the country to the headwaters
of the Mississppi, viewed the Great Lakes, sped across the plains of the former Sioux nation, and rose
through the Rockies on the path favored by the solitary French voyageurs. On the far sde of the old
Northwest Territories he once more found himself standing on the Canadian border, thistime with the
Pecific beside him instead of the Atlantic.

He crossed railroads built by Chinese and dropped down to the tabernacle of the Mormons on the
shores of the shrinking Great Sdlt Lake. He traveled the Spanish trail of the first European explorers
through Santa Fe, surveyed the Rio Grande and the Grand Canyon and Y osemite and Y elowstone and
Old Faithful, sweated in Degth Vdley, reached the Pacific on the Mexican border. In San Francisco,
while watching the sunset from Russian Hill, he decided to return to the orphanage. He boarded a bus but
the driver ripped up histicket.

Hey, yelled Big Gobi. Hey that’ s my ticket.
Thirty days, said thedriver.

Big Gobi was bewildered. He wandered down a street vaguely aware that his hands were creeping
around in the air. Suddenly remembering that he hadn’t esten in weeks, he got into line outside an office
where men were being hired.

In his confusion he didn’t understand what they said to him. He signed a paper and found abustokenin
his hand. The bus took him to the docks, he was directed to a gangplank. The next day, on his knees
chipping paint, Big Gobi sailed under the Golden Gate on afreighter bound for Asa

From east Asathe ship sailed to Indiaand Africaand South America. Although the other sailors
frequently went ashore, Big Gobi missed one port after another. Once he had the watch, another time he
took the watch for a sailor who promised to bring him a present. A third time he took the watch for a
sailor who said he had relatives ashore, afourth timefor asailor who said he had to see adentist.

He had been on the ship about a month when the cook began to dip thingsinto his soup, sometimes
broken egg shells, sometimes pieces of alight bulb. He could fish them out, but when lumps of grayish
foam began to appear in the bowl he didn’t know what to do. The lumps dissolved when he touched
them.

Big Gobi spied on the cook and discovered the lumps were seagull droppings. For over ayear he ate
the contaminated soup without getting angry, reminding himself what had happened With the tunafish.

Three days before Christmas, during a snowstorm, the freighter docked in another port. To hissurprise
Big Gobi learned they werein New Y ork.

That night he went ashore for thefirgt timein ayear and started running. He ran the length of New Y ork
City and reached the suburbs. There he asked directions and set off again cross-country. Heran al day



and al night and dl thefollowing day and night. On Christmas Eve he found he had made severa wrong
turns and was gtill far away from the orphanage. Nevertheless he reached it late on Christmas Day,
having run sx hundred and forty milesin eighty-eight hours, the entire last stretch through the worst
Massachusetts blizzard in severd decades.

Big Gobi collapsed on the steps of the orphanage and was admitted once more to his old home, this
time as alaborer on the farm run by the orphanage. There he remained until awheezing giant who said his
name was Geraty arrived from Japan some years later to present him with two stolen objects, a
worthless green paperweight and asmall gold crossthat had originated in Maabar around the beginning
of theMiddle Ages.

Oydters. Television. The army. Seagull droppings soup.

While crossing the Pecific Big Gobi had told Quin dl his secrets but one. That |ast one he had put off
and put off until al at onceit wastheir last day at seaand he had no choice. The next morning they were
dueto dock in Y okohama, and if he were ever going to confess hisfina secret he had to do it whilethey
were dill out of Sght of land.

Hedidn't know why that was so but al the same he knew it. He knew he was so ashamed of that
secret the truth of it could only be spoken where flux was dl around him, where space turned without
boundaries upon itsdf, where time and reach and movement were endless and indistinguishable. That is,
inadesert or at sea

It was toward the end of the afternoon. Quin sat in hischair, Big Gobi beside him on the deck. Big Gobi
kept his head down so that Quin wouldn’t be able to see hisface. He was pretending to study the small
gold cross.

Hey, Quin, sometimes things happen by accident, don’t they? | mean even bad things can be mistakes,
can't they?

Right, Gobes, that’ stheway it is.

Even the worst things? Between people | mean.

Wl maybe, but maybe not. The worst things may not be accidents.
You redlly think so0?

Yes, | guess| do.

Big Gobi turned away. He had always wanted to think the tuna fish was an accident, amistake. He had
been only eighteen then, it wasthe first time he had |€ft the orphanage. They wanted to seeif he could do
regular work, so they found him ajob in Boston unloading fish. He moved to afoundling home near the
harbor and went to work every morning a six. In the evenings he watched television. On Saturday night
he went to the movies.



One Saturday he stayed late to help the foreman. They worked aone, only the foreman knew he was
there and not at the movies. Big Gobi was moving crates of fish in the freezer locker, stacking the crates
aong onewal. He had to wak around afrozen tunathat waslying in the middle of the floor, afish about
sx feet long. All a once heredlized the eye of the fish was staring at him. He swung hisfoot and the
foreman ydled.

Whet the hell?

For amoment Big Gobi didn’t know where he was. He looked down and saw that he had kicked a
holein thefish. A large chunk of flesh had falen out of itsbelly.

I’m sorry, he said, | must have dipped.

He got down on his knees and stuffed the chunk of flesh back into the hole in the belly, but when he
removed his hand the chunk fell out on thefloor.

What the hell, yelled the foreman, what are you doing now?
Don't worry, whispered Big Gobi, | can fix it.

He ran out the door and came back with abucket of wet fish dops and a piece of rope. The foreman
watched him plaster the hole with fish paste, refit the chunk, and tie the rope around the fish.

You'll see, said Big Gobi, wedid it dl thetime at the farm. Y ou cement around the stone and then the
cement hardens and the wall’ s perfect. Thisdop will freezein notime, you'll see.

Freak, shouted the foreman.

Like new, whispered Big Gobi. | promise.

Promise your fucking ass off. That' s fish, not stone.
| tripped, whispered Big Gobi.

Tripped my ass. Y ou kicked that fish and you' re going to pay for it. Don’t you know you can’t go
around destroying things?

The bucket of fish dopswas gtill in Big Gobi’ s hand. He groaned and his hands came together. The
meta snapped, crumpled, fel inaball at hisfeet.

A migtake, he whispered.
You idiot fresk, yelled the foreman.

Big Gobi remembered telling himsalf he didn’t destroy things. He whispered it and shouted it asloud as
he could, shouted so loud his ears were still ringing when he opened his eyes and saw the foreman’ s head
in his hands, blood on the man’s mouth, the broken neck twisted away from the body.

Big Gobi dropped the body and ran out of the freezer, ran until he was exhausted, hid in hisbed in the
foundling home.

The foreman was found in the locker on Monday morning. His neck was broken and the upper part of
his body was crushed. Apparently he had returned to the freezer sometime during the weekend and
dipped and struck his head, losing consciousness. He had |eft the door open, which caused the
temperature to rise indgde the freezer. During the thaw a stack of heavy crates had become didodged and



come crashing down on him.

Shortly after that it was decided at the foundling home that the experiment with Big Gobi had failed.
Working with other men seemed to depress him, the traffic in the city frightened him, the noise kept him
awake at night. He was better suited to the solitude of the farm where he had grown up. The fathers at
the orphanage agreed with the fathers in Boston, and he was sent back to the Berkshires.

The deck beneath his eyes had blurred. Big Gobi had kept his head down so that Quin couldn’t see his
tears.

You redly think so, Quin?
Yes, | guessl do. It just seemsthat’ sthe way it hasto be.
Sure, Big Gobi had whispered. Sure, of courseit does. It just hasto be, that’ sall.

He had squeezed his eyes closed then, fdlt the tears burn, been furious with himself for being too afraid
to tel Quin hislast secret before they landed in Japan, amythical land of princesses and palaces and
dragonsthat had been tenderly described to him one winter afternoon and evening by ahulking giant, the
ragged clown and impostor who had been hisfather’ s closest childhood friend.

Angry with himsdf and yet sad aswell. For if he couldn’t tell Quin it meant he could never tell anyone.

No one. Ever. He would have to bear one secret on hisown, carry done and forever oneterrible
inexplicable mysery.

Big Gobi had said nothing about the Japanese crew during the Pacific crossing because he knew al
freighter crewmen were ugly regardless of nationdity. But the morning the ship docked in Y okohama he
clutched Quin by the hand.

What isit, Gobes?

Big Gobi pointed at the officia who was stamping his passport, a short, stunted man with narrow, puffy
eyes and skin that was sickly and discolored. The officid had looked with apparent interest at the glass
paperweight Big Gobi claimed was jade, and he had even listened politely while Big Gobi described
Geraty’ sfamous emerald palace beneath the sea and asked where it might be found. But when the
officid opened his mouth he didn’t say anything. He only made odd squeaking noises.

What' sthe matter? said Quin.

Big Gobi gripped his hand and peeked at the other people who were standing around on the pier. They
were al making the same queer sounds and they all had the same disesse, the same sickly skin, the same
half-closed puffy eyes.

Big Gobi wasterrified.

Hey, Quin, don't you see what Geraty did? Helied to us. Thisisn't the emerad kingdom, it'saleper



colony.

Quin didn’t know why Geraty had sought him out that |ate winter night in the Bronx. Hedidn't
understand how the old buffalo had known which bar to go to, only one of many in the neighborhood but
the one where Quin and his friends dways happened to do their drinking. Nor even how he had known it
was Quin’s neighborhood in the first place. And above dl, why the fat, muttering giant had lied so
outrageoudy about Father Lamereaux, himself, Quin’s parents, everyone and everything.

Quin completely distrusted the old buffoon, but there was nothing to be done now but to find him and to
try to get him to reved some smal part of the truth, or some clue that would lead to the truth.

Geraty hadn’t been seen in the Tokyo bar he normaly frequented for six months, but Quin wastold
there was one place he might look, an abandoned empty warehouse in adum on the outskirts of the city.
In the past Geraty had been known to disappear in the vicinity of the warehouse for certain periods of
time, afew days or weeks, perhaps even amonth, never longer than that. He claimed these
disappearances had to do with religious meditation, but of course no one believed that. Obvioudy
Geraty’ s retreats from society were caused by his basic condition, that is, advancing age, advanced
acoholism, generd disability, and tota poverty.

Exactly why Geraty had afondness, or compulsion, for lurking near awarehouse no one knew. There
was nothing whatsoever distinctive about the warehouse in question. It was merdly an abandoned, empty
place, roofless, in asdum on the outskirts of the city. But since he did spend periods of timethere, it was
probable he had built some sort of shelter for himself next to the warehouse. Quin would haveto look for
that. A taxi driver was cdled into the bar and given directions.

They found the small warehouse after nearly an hour of driving back and forth through the tiny aleys of
the dum. But as soon asthey pulled up beforeit Quin saw what he was looking for on one side of the
warehouse, a shack made out of flattened gasoline cans that had been left behind by the American army
after thewar.

The shack was about as high as his shoulders. A burlap sack hung across the opening. Quin went up to
it and rapped sharply on the roof.

For aminute or two he heard nothing. Then there was a heavy groan, a sneeze, asingle violent cough.
He pulled aside the burlap and saw the huge fat man sitting on the ground. He was squatting with hislegs
beneath him in the manner of agiant immobile Buddha, his greatcoat wrapped around him as ablanket.
The space was s0 narrow Geraty could neither lie down nor stretch hislegs, yet evenin that cramped
position his enormous body completely filled the shack.

Quin turned his head away from the stench of sweat and horseradish. Geraty cursed in severd
languages, findly in English.

Isthis America? Havel died and goneto hdl? Why are you disturbing the anchoritein his cave?

Up, buffalo. Outside. WEe' ve got some thingsto talk about.



Geraty scratched hisbelly. He moaned.

If that’ sredlly you, nephew, you might aswell know | can’t move. | came hereto dieand I'm staying
here. He that is mighty hath done greet thingsto me.

What?

Combined al the maadies known to man and visited them upon me. Laid melow at the end of lifewith
acondition that amountsto generd and extreme fatigue of the spirit. In other words I’ ve given up. I’'m
never going to leave this cave again. So drop the curtain and leave me done with the saintswho have
succored mein my years of torment, drop it and good-bye.

A drink, buffalo?

Geraty’ sarms and legs began to move. A moment later the giant was outside gathering himsdlf together,
swatting at the clumps of mud that covered him. Despite the warm wegther he still wore the thick layers
of clothes Quin had seenin New Y ork. His eyesrolled as he retied the piece of red flannd around his
neck.

My condition is ddlicate, nephew. | haveto be careful when exposing mysdlf to the night air, eventheair
of summer. Did you come here looking for agame of liar’ sdice?

But Geraty didn’t smile, nor did Quin. Quin rocked back on his hedls and poked the fat man sharply in
theribs. Geraty hiccuped.

What' sthis about the priest, buffalo? They tell me he’ s dead.

No hope of that.

Widll, isBig Gobi his son or not?

Him? A son? Areyou mad?1 don’t know who could have given you that idea.

Quin nodded. He rocked on his hedls. It had been his own idea, and he was beginning to redlize that
with Geraty it was better never to have any ideas of your own.

Thetruth, buffalo. That’swhat | want thistime.
He hath filled the hungry with good things. Where are my documents?

Quin held them out, the forged Canadian passport and the two forged Belgian passports. As Geraty
secreted them in his greatcoat the black bowler hat crept back on his head, his mouth opened, a
wheezing cough struck Quin in the face. Thefat man was laughing.

That? Just that? But you should have said so before, nephew. Right thisway for the illusive dream often
sought and seldom found, or to be exact, often found but seldom recognized.

Abruptly Geraty turned away and lurched into an dley, hisimmense shadow moving surprisngly fast
down the narrow passage. As much asit bothered him, Quin had no choice but to trot along behind
recalling ascene only recently described to him, Geraty leading one of his customers off a midnight to
some interminable obscene performance that existed only in hisown mind, if it existed at all.



They sat on stools at a pushcart beside a vacant |ot where afew vagrants were already adeep on the
sand. The pushcart served boiled vegetables and cheap liquor. Geraty ignored the owner and fished in
the pan of steaming water with his hands. He threw abamboo shoot over his shoulder, grunted afew
words, wiped his hands on his swesaters.

A bow! of horseradish appeared followed by two glasses of raw sake and aplate of turnips. Geraty
dipped adice of turnip into the horseradish and chewed.

The priest, buffao.
Geraty swallowed and threw off one of the glasses. His eyes bulged.

Could it be that we are both referring to the hero who shortened the Second World War and thereby
saved millions of lives? A man whose vocation isthe dleviation of suffering? An elderly drunkard and
pederast, now reformed and retired, who once sent reams and reams of valuable secret information to
the West? Isthis the heroic figure before us at tonight’ sturnip bar of history? Look now behind you at
those wandering Japanese poets curled up on the sand in the spacious urind they have found for
themsalvesin adum of theworld slargest city. Note that they deep soundly because of what afrail,
gentle man once did for them three decades ago. The sacrificeswere his. The courage was his. Savefor
him they might never have returned from China. Their bones might be bleaching at thisvery moment ona
Peacific atoll. But do they know it? Have they heard his name even once in the waves and the desert and
thewind?

The priest, buffao.
Geraty stuffed horseradish into his nose. He sneezed, coughed once.

An anonymous Jesuit once known for his Friday night performances? Precisdly thet frail, gentle man
who wears the buttons on his coat in atotaly persona configuration? Yes, | thought so, | was surethat’s
who we were talking about. A genuine article and rare. Rare? Rare by God, you never met suchamanin
the Bronx. When you see him you' |l find out for yoursdlf, but | suggest you not expect too much at first.
His memory was phenomena once but now, as| say, he' sreformed and retired. To have some idea of
what he' sdone for peoplein the past, savor the name of St. Brigid. Recall her sanctity and her
miraculous powers, above al her hospitality to the poor and the suffering, her charity to daves. Most of
usare daves of onekind or another, to one thing or another, and the dleviation of suffering, nephew, is
the path this Jesuit has followed. But aso remember that path has been in Japan for fifty years, fifty years
of spesking nothing but Japanese. Y ou' |l have to adopt their manner of circumlocution with this rare man,
you' |l haveto talk about nothing at first and sniff the air for clues. Clues? Sniff the air and chat about this
and that, whatever comes up, dip from one unrel ated and unresolved topic to another, and al thewhile
circleyour man the way apuppy circlesawise old hound, waiting for awhiff of his hindquarters, waiting
to find out who heisin fact. Backward it may seem to you, coming up from behind it might appear to be,
but that’ sthe way it' s done over here. Why? For He hath exalted the humble and put down the mighty
from their seat. The sergeant who wore this overcoat the day they took Nanking could tell you what that
means, could tell you just as he told me years later on a beach south of Tokyo, abeach in Kamakura, the
same beach where they put on gas masks and had the picnic that saved M oscow from the Germans.

Lamereaux, buffao.

That' sright, that’s our man and none other. Why else would | be talking about the picnic? They were



there to recruit Lamereaux of course. That was the whole point.
Who was there?

Adzhar for one. Adzhar the incredible linguist. How did he ever survive the roads where life took him?
No matter, he did, and someday | thought those roads would lead me to the pine grove I’ ve dways
wanted to find, aquiet grove on ahill above the sea, no more than asoul deserves after lurking forty
yearsin the locked, shuttered rooms of Asia. But no. Adzhar in his smplicity was too complex for them,
hissmplefaith in love was beyond their comprehension. The fools were ddlirious on dragon pissand
confiscated everything.

Who was Adzhar?

Y ou're right there, who was Adzhar and who was Lamereaux? And who was Baron Kikuchi for that
matter? The picnic was held near his etate after al, saints preserve us. They say he was the most feared
man in the Kempeitai and I” ve no reason not to believe them, but who was 1? Who was | then and who
am | now? And who was Edward the Confessor? Go ahead, tell me that.

Adzhar, buffalo. Who was he?

A reindeer from Lapland, adragon from every country in theworld. | didn’t know him, | only knew him
through hiswork, hislegacy to me. Other people knew him that way too. He and Lamereaux were good
friends then. Why?Who can say. Who can fathom why people watched those worthlessfilms | bought in
Mukden?Who can say why those filmsled to a cemetery in Tokyo, why the cemetery led to two bottles
of Irish whiskey in Lamereaux’ s Victorian parlor, why two bottles of Irish whiskey led to apicnicona
beach south of Tokyo. A beach? Kamakura of course.

Y ou said there were four people at the picnic.

Exactly four, definitely four. Thetrinity plus one? Three men and awoman? The trinity in gas masks so
the secret conversation could not be overheard? The fourth presence not bothering with a gas mask,
instead concerning hersalf with the blanket and the food and the comfort of the other three? Yes, that's
what Lamereaux told me the night we made our suffering journey through two bottles of Irish whiskey.

Adzhar and Lamereaux. Who were the other two?

Ask your man, he would know because he was there. Fools say he became a drunkard when he was
interned in the mountains, but that’ s because they can't sniff achangeinthewind, they can't fed it
coming, they liketo think it happens quickly. An hour ago? Y esterday at the latest? Eight yearsago is
more like it and fifty years ago iseven morelikeit. And asfor those little boys he knew, heloved them
like afather. Why not? He was and is so ordained by the Almighty.

Buffalo, when wasthe picnic?

At the onset of an eragiven to murders and assassnations, atime when ahunger for human flesh
rumbled in men’ s bowels. Look what happened in Nanking where a sergeant strangled hisown
commanding general. When he told me that on the beach, | knew | was hearing avoice direct from the
rectum of lunacy. No one but me would probably ever believe such avoice, but that doesn’t matter now.
A long time ago | destroyed the evidence, destroyed the only report the Kempeitai had onit.

Onwhat?

The spy ring. The report was short, no more than a paragraph or two. That sergeant had gone mucking
around in the rectum of his lunacy and killed the courier they caught, beat him to death, murdered the



only source of information they had before there was time to get anything worthwhile out of him.

Spy ring. What spy ring?

My God, nephew, isn't that what we' re talking about? The spy ring run by Lamereaux? The man who
saved Moscow from the Germans? The hero who shortened the war in Chinaand saved millions of lives?
Worthlessfilms, acemetery, two bottles of Irish whiskey, apicnic for thetrinity plus one? That’ sthe path
Lamereaux and | were on thirty years ago. What path? The path at our feet, nephew, the path that runs
from awhiskey bar in the Bronx to aturnip bar in Tokyo, that begins right here beside a vacant lot where
dreaming poets pass themsalves off as deeping scavengers. My doctors have warned me to be careful of
the night air, my condition is delicate at best. Another glass of dragon pissiswhat we need now, then
perhapswe' |l be ableto find abarge and float our souls down the river to the sea, through the mist and
vapors we see rising from our vessel, not redly a pushcart. Steam, you cal it? The breath of boiled
turnips? Saints preserve us, nephew, you better examine more closdaly the shores where we pass.

Geraty emptied one glass after another. Quin forced him to eat, forced him to answer questions, forced
him to St up when his head sank toward the counter. The fat man muttered and swore, laughed, lied
when there seemed no reason to lie, and then corrected himsalf before wandering off on some byway of
his four decades of travel through Asa.

He recited Manchurian telephone numbers and Chinese addresses, changed costumes, sang circus
songs, beat adrum and played aflute, consumed bowls of horseradish and mounds of turnips, snesked
through the black-market district of Mukden late in 1934 and again in 1935, noting discrepancies,
brought out dl the pedling props and threadbare disguises of an aging clown working hisway around the
ring. Grinning, weeping, he eventually revealed how he had discovered thirty years ago that Lamereaix
was the head of an espionage network in Japan, anetwork with such an ingenious communication system
it was the most successful spy ring in Asiain the yearsleading up to the Second World War.

The information had come to Geraty by chance because he happened to fall adeepin aTokyo
cemetery.

At the time he was planning atrip to the mainland, ostensibly to sdll patent drugs. Hisred interest,
however, was in acquiring pornographic movies that could be sold at alarge profit in Shanghal. Sincethe
military had come to power in Japan these movies could be found nowhere in the country, but there were
rumors that when the Japanese army had seized Manchuriaafew years before, they had confiscated a
large supply of them, probably from a White Russian entreprener.

Geraty made inquiries and wasfindly introduced to ayoung Japanese army corpord, on leavein
Tokyo, who worked as afilm projectionist in aunit stationed near Mukden. The corpordl, little more than
aboy, said the films could be provided for the right sum of money. The amount named was far more than
Geraty had.

At this point Geraty’ s story became confused. Although he would not admit it outright, it gppeared he
had stolen the money.



Worse, he was particularly ashamed of the source of the stolen money. He cried uncontrollably in front
of Quin and ingsted on whispering in avoice so low Quin couldn’t hear him. Hewastaking to hissaints,
he said. At least half an hour went by before Quin could get him to resume his account.

A mesting between the corpora and Geraty had been arranged for a Tokyo cemetery, one of the few
places where a Japanese and aforeigner could gtill safely transact illegal business. Geraty wasto bring
the money, and the corpord in turn would tell him where the filmswould be cached for him in Mukden.

Geraty took a circuitous route through the cemetery and met the corpora behind amausoleum. The
deal was settled and the corpord |eft. Geraty had gotten very drunk before coming to the cemetery,
obvioudy because of the stolen money he had just given away. It was awarm evening. After the corpora
left, Geraty leaned againgt the mausoleum and wept. A minute later he was adeep on hisfeet.

Some time passed. He awoke in a heavy sweat, unable to remember where he was or how he had
gotten there. He stumbled between the gravestones until he heard a man’ s voice, whereupon he dropped
behind a stone to hide. He was lying on his ssomach and it was impaossible to make out anything in the
darkness.

The clouds suddenly parted. Geraty was astonished to see the young boy he had just met, the corporal
from the unit near Mukden. In the corpord’s hand was the packet of money Geraty had paid over for the
films. The boy was holding out the packet asif to give it to someone. The packet disappeared, the
corporal turned and dropped his trousers. He bent over atombstone, baring asender bottom to the
moon and whoever else wasthere.

A tall, gaunt figure stepped forward from the shadows, his eyesraised to heaven. He had the features of
aWesterner and the clothes of acleric. A specific deed was about to be performed.

Geraty stared. Only one man in Asiaanswered to that description.

Lamereaux pioudy crossed himsdlf, but his next action wasn't at al what Geraty had expected. The
priest’ s hand shot out and made aflickering motion, adeft and practiced movement much like Geraty's
own when hewasinserting aball of horseradish in his nose. The hand withdrew, the corpord retrieved
histrousers and fled.

Geraty watched Lamereaux drop to hisknees. The Jesuit took hold of hisrosary and recited the
fifty-three Hail Marys, curioudy omitting both the Credo and the Our Fathers. The clouds closed as
suddenly asthey had opened. In the darkness Geraty heard the priest begin to sing the Litany of the
Sants.

Once more Geraty’ s narrative broke down. He became incoherent, he sobbed, he hid hisface and
whispered. He admitted the scene infuriated him, but he wouldn’t say why.

Quin had no way of knowing what it meant. Was it because the money Geraty had stolen was now
being given to someone e se? To someone he knew? Because that person was Father Lamereaux?

Who or what enraged him? The corporal ? Lamereaux? A gesture by the priest that mimicked his own?
Or smply himsdif.

Geraty whispered over hisbowl of turnips. He cried. He buried his scarred face in the folds of his
greatcoat. Again it took some time before Quin could coax him back to the story.

Fury, hissed Geraty. Overweening wrath was upon me.



Hisfirst impulse had been to rush over and give Lamereaux abesating, beat him mercilesdy over the
head and shoulders as he knelt there in the darkness. But fortunately it had been many yearssincehe'd
heard the Litany from beginning to end. The sound of Latin was anostalgic memory to him, a
monotonous chant from his childhood. He knew the chant would last agood thirty minutes, so there
seemed no reason to hurry the begting.

Hewaslying on his ssomach. The buzz of Latin was comforting. Long before the Litany ended he had
fallen adeep for the second time that night.

The next day he went to see Father Lamereaux, who it turned out had a hangover every bit asbad as
his own. The two men drank green tea and swallowed fistfuls of aspirins, but that was no help to either of
them. Before long Lamereaux suggested something stronger and broke out a bottle of Irish whiskey.

An hour later they were both fedling better. They got into a discussion on No plays and proceeded to
lecture each other. Finding wordsinadequate, Lamereaux got to hisfeet to illustrate a point by acting out
ascene. Geraty watched him, then in answer acted out a scene of his own. They tried a second sequence
and discovered they both knew al the movements, al the poses.

When they were drunk Geraty mentioned what he had seen in the cemetery and how Lamereaux’s
choice of the Litany had probably saved him from a beating. The two exileslaughed so hard they werein
tears. Lamereaux broke out a second bottle of Irish whiskey and they began drinking in earnest.

The afternoon turned into the evening. Much of the truth Geraty had already guessed. Father
Lamereaux told him the rest.

The Jesuit had alway's been opposed to Japanese militarism, he wanted to help Chinaand the West if he
could. After hisfriend Adzhar had arranged the meeting on the beach, he had known what to do. The
Japanese acolytes who had served him over the yearswere il loya to him. By then many of them had
good positionsin the army, the ministries, the occupied areas of China. Some traveled back and forth
throughout the Empire on one mission or another. Their bits and pieces of information could be compiled
to form acomplete intelligence picture.

The problem was getting the information out of Japan. Some of the ex-acolytes traveled to areas where
contact could be made with Allied agents, but how were they to smuggle the reports out of Tokyo? The
information was too bulky to be memorized. Everyone was searched both going and coming by the
secret police. Father Lamereaux analyzed the problem and found a solution.

The Kempeitai considered itself the defender of the samurai tradition. Its officers and agents prided
themsdlves on ther fierceness, their warlike masculinity. Therefore when they searched ayoung man they
only went so far. Their searches were thorough with one exception. Asaresult, Lamereaux’ s couriers
could aways get through with the microfilm they carried in hissmal bamboo device.

Device? Nothing more than ahollow piece of bamboo sedled a both ends. Among the couriersit was
cdled Lamereaux’ s Lumbago because of the severe backachesit caused when the courier runwasa
long one, deep into China, say.

Thus had Lamereaux been responsgible for the most successful invention in the history of espionage, the
living dead drop, revolutionary because it moved where the master spy wanted it to go, because it
recognized for the first time the very smple concept that espionage, the collection and storage of
information, was based on the principle of man’sanus.

Lamereaux asked Geraty to keep the story of hisincredible intelligence pipdine asecret, and of course
Geraty agreed. He even went so far asto destroy the one vague report on the ring that appeared in the



files of the Kempeita after thewar.

And the fire he had garted, claimed Geraty, thefire that had burned down an entire wing of the
Kempeitai warehouse and lost him hisjob in the Occupation, the beginning of his downfdl and
degradation, that fire had been set for no other reason than to concedl the destruction of that one vague

report.

True, shouted Geraty. All true. That's how it ended and that’ s how it began. Awake setting afire one
night after the war, adeep in a cemetery one night a decade earlier. Ended and began it did, and not even
Edward the Confessor can tell you more.

Geraty hung his head. He peeked over his shoulder at the bodies lying in the vacant lot. With a shudder
he lowered hisface into the steam rising from the vegetabl es boiling on the pushcart. He teetered on his
stool. He was whispering.

Adeep and awake, you say? Awake? The time came that night when Lamereaux and | had finished that
second bottle of Irish whiskey. Done we were, saints preserve us, and we knew it. The old days were
gone and we knew it. We were two drunk butterflies circling a candle, two motionless No actors stuck in
apose, two exilesin the secret bag the Almighty was carrying across Asa. War. The Orient thirty years

ago.

Geraty' s head hung over abow! of turnips. He stared at the turnips, the steam creeping up along the
layers of swesters, the red flannel tied with string, the black bowler hat pulled down to his bulging eyes.
Hisdark, gloomy face was cut with scars, running with tears.

Quinwalited. After five or ten minutes of silence he tapped Geraty on the shoulder.
My father. What about him?
Y our father, hissed Geraty, who's your father? Who are you?

Hisfist struck the counter. Hewaved hisarmsin the air, fighting off imaginary bats and spiders and
facons. All at once he was on hisfeet moving away from the pushcart, roaring and shouting curses,
shaking hisfigsat the ky.

Slander, do you hear? They call him adrunkard and a pederast and that' s how they’ ve always treated
him, with liesand ridicule. Do they know aman of God when they see one? Do they? Just point him out
to them, point him out now, point him out where he stands. Point out that Emperor so they can dander
him and malign him and drive him where? Where?

Geraty crashed into the vacant lot and fell on his back, his greatcoat settling around him. Quin propped
the black bowler hat under hishead. He fdlt his pulse and listened to the painful rasp of hissnoring. There
was no way to move him. Hewould haveto lie there until he avoke.

Quin picked up ahandful of sand and nodded to himsdlf. He thought of leaving some money in Geraty’'s
pocket, but then he realized there were aready too many scavengers there waiting like Geraty for the
night to grow old, some not yet too drunk to go through his pockets before they fell adeep, beforethey in
turn were robbed of al they had.

Another time, thought Quin, not knowing he would meet Geraty only once again in hislife, three months
from then when he was about to |eave Japan on a clear autumn day that happened to be the feast day of
the saint Geraty revered above al others, Edward the Confessor, three months that he would spend
tracking down the lives of the men and women whose secrets lay encrypted in the code name Gobi,



perhaps because not until then would Quin be ready to witnessthe final performance of thisraving giant
who had spent alifetime posing asaclown.

Theyear Big Gobi went to sea he heard innumerable accounts of the nights the sailors spent on the
beach. There were stories about tattoo parlors and whores, cops and whores, pawnshops and whores,
camera stores and whores, whores and bars and whores and specia shows and whoresjiggling their
thingsin front of jukeboxesthat had colored lights. Big Gobi had never Ieft the ship asit went around the
world, and that was the reason he was excited the day Quin took him to the beach.

Onthetrain Big Gobi took out hissmall gold cross and rubbed it against the side of hisnose. Polishing
the cross helped him when hefdt dizzy, he had discovered that as soon asthey arrived in Japan. It kept
him from being confused, it kept his hands from wandering. Big Gobi continued polishing the crossal the
way to Kamakura

They left the gtation and began to walk. Quin said they should have looked for abus but Big Gobi
didn’'t hear him, he was dreaming. After an hour or thirty years, amile or two or ten thousand miles, they
reached the end of the continent, the eastern shore of Asia. Quin was walking across the sand but Big
Gobi didn’'t move. He was staring into the distance.

Hey, he whispered. Hey where are we?

The sand was hot on hisfeet, hismind was ajumble. Below him there was a nearly deserted cove,
ahead only the endless stretch of the sea.

Hey, he whispered. Where is everybody?

Big Gobi sifted sand through hisfingers. He turned away so that Quin couldn’t see hisface.
Where are the parlors? he whispered softly.

Quin rubbed himsdf with atowd.

Which ones, Gobes?

The onesfor tattooing, the onesthey have on the beach. They were always talking about them when |
worked on the freighter.

Liberty port. Y okohama.



I don’'t know the name of the place, but it'swhere they have the jukeboxes. Y ou know, the jukeboxes
with colored lights where the girls stand around and jiggle their things.

Y okohama.

Wel whereisthis?

Kamakura

Well what'sit for?

How do you mean?

| mean isthis abeach or isthe other one abeach?

Both of them. One' sfor swimming and on€' s for whores and tattoos. Aren’t you going to take aswim?

Big Gobi shuffled down to the edge of the water and put hisbig toe in. Cold water made him fed londly.
He dragged himsdlf along the shore kicking sand, wondering why things never happened the way he
wanted them to, never, no matter how long he waited and waited.

Hisfoot touched an oyster. He pried it open, gazed at the pale, swelling mest.

There was areason why those things never happened, and he knew exactly what it was. He was afraid.
That waswhy he hadn’t gone ashore with the other sailors from the freighter, and it would have been the
sametoday if they had goneto the other beach, the one not for swimming. He would have been afraid,
too afraid to do anything.

Y okohama. Quin had been there in the navy. Probably he' d been there ahundred times and knew dll
about it.

Big Gobi sipped the juice from the oyster, poked the soft meat with his nose, sucked, swalowed it. All
a once hejumped intheair.

Hewas running back up the beach, running asfast as he could, running so hard hislegs ached. Heféll
down on his knees near Quin and scooped up afistful of sand, threw it down, scooped up another. He
pawed with both hands, pushing the sand behind him through hislegs. He knew Quin was watching him
but he was going to say it anyway.

Hey, he shouted. Hey thisisanice place for svimming.

He stopped digging. Why was he yelling like that when Quin was only afew feet away? Quin would
think something was wrong. He leaned forward and rested his elbows at the bottom of the hole he had
dug. Hetried to grin.

I likeit, Quin. | likeit alot.
He was whispering now, but Quin smiled and nodded, awarm smile that made him fedl better.
Glad you do, Gobes. | was wondering what you were thinking while you were walking down there.

Wereyou, Quin? That's funny, because | had an ideajust then, just now | mean. | waswalking aong
thinking how much | like this beach and that got me thinking about the other beach you were talking
about, and then | remembered you' d been there and knew al about it, | mean you know, you're afriend
sowhy shouldn’t | ask you?



Big Gobi hung his head.
That was my idea, he whispered.
Right, Gobes. Sure. Let’s hear about it.

Wil you have to understand it’ s not much of anything, | mean | even fed kind of slly bringing it up but
it'sjust that I ve never doneit before, | mean goneright up and said it, said what you haveto say, and if
there were any misunderstanding I’ d fed terrible.

About what?

Me, Quin. Me. | mean just suppose shedidn’t know what | was talking about, suppose she got
frightened or something and started backing away.

Who dtarted backing away?

Thegirl jiggling her thingsin the colored lights. | mean what do you say to agirl a atimelikethat?Let's
fuck? Something like that?

Just aminute, Gobes, let me get it sraight. Where are we, Y okohama?
That’ sthe place.

All right. We'rein Y okohama and we pass a tattoo parlor and come to abar where there are alot of
whores standing around. Onein particular is over by the jukebox keeping timeto themusic. | mean she's
bouncing and they’ re big ones and you know she' sready the second you walk in. Isthat it? Something
likethat?

Big Gobi whistled.
That'sit. That’ sthe place dl right, and she' sthe one I’ m talking abott.

Quin nodded. Hisface was serious. Big Gobi leaned on his elbows, his chin on the sand, and waited.
When Quin didn’t say anything he was afraid he had upset him.

Thinking about Y okohama, Quin? Thinking about the other times you went there?
No, Gobes, but listen. Have you ever had agirl before?

No.

Never?

Wil | mean | never left the ship the year | worked onit, you know that. And where elsewould | have
found agirl?

| don’t know. On the bustrip maybe.

Well maybe, | mean | suppose| could haveif I'd ever left thebusbut | didn’t. | mean | got off lots of
buseslots of times, but | always got right back on another one again. And before that | wasin bed with
my shoulder and after that | worked on the farm at the orphanage. The only girl I’ ve ever redly talked to,
| mean the only girl who's ever talked to me, was the nurse who gave me the water injectionsin the

amy.



All right, Gobes, that' s settled. Done. Finished. Tonight we re going to Y okohama and have a session.
What?

It's on the way home, more or less. We might aswell drop in and see what’ s doing.
Tonight?

Sure.

One of those places?

Sure.

The onejiggling in the colored lights?

Sure.

And maybe you'll help me speak to her?

Sure.

Just like that?

Just like that.

Big Gobi jumped into the air. He yelled, he danced, he spun up and down the beach collecting
driftwood from Chinese rivers and Manchurian forests, dancing down abeach on the edge of Asa
finding wood for abonfirein the sun.

Hey, he shouted. Hey hey hey.

Women hey.

Oysters hey.
Hey hey hey.

Late that night, hislipstorn and his neck scratched, hisback bearing scars, Big Gobi staggered into a
train bound for Tokyo, a veteran of the campaigns on the Y okohama waterfront, that narrow strip of land
where hordes of invading sailors streamed ashore every night to do battle with a handful of brave whores.

The ferocious adventurers came from every corner of the world. There were Burmans and Chadians
and Quechuas and L apps and Georgians swearing in ahundred tongues and brandishing a thousand
varied weapons, every conceivable kind of knife and pick and sword and bludgeon and pike. Between
them they were missing every part of the human body. They had wartsin every combination
supplemented by amultitude of tattoos and moles, birthmarks, miscellaneous discolorings, and wounds
both old and new, generaly treated but often only recently scabbed. They were adesperate army with



only onegod, anight of unlimited plunder after weeks at sea.

Darknessfell, thelate sunset of a summer night. Children waved good-bye to the pretty shipsin the
harbor, crowds moved from the department stores to the movie theaters. Strollers ate cold noodles. It
was a peaceful evening in downtown Y okohamawith a cooling breeze off the bay.

And yet no more than two miles away the battle was ready to begin. Some fifty or sixty Japanese
heroines were preparing to defend the homeland against the combined navies of the world.

The gangplanks came down, the launches sped back and forth. Thefirst wave of barbarians swarmed
into pawnshops snatching up cameras and sk jackets, raced down the streets through the whining music,
climbed over the crashing chairs, and hurtled the bottles shattering in the dleys. The massed squadrons
pushed forward, regrouped, mounted another assault. Heads cracked on the pavement, bellies spilled out
in doorways. The sailors fought on their backs and rolled over to strike again from the side, from above,
from below, in between, in back, kneelevel, nava level, chest leve, eyelevel, from the rooftops and the
tops of chairs and toilet bowls.

But gradudly their ranks thinned, their bodies piled up on the docks and jetties. A few snipers till
carried on in upstairs windows, but long before sunrise the outcome of the battle was decided.

Here and there awhore lay temporarily unconscious, but most were waking home on their own sturdy
legs, limping perhaps, certainly exhausted, but with their sea chests bulging with money from around the
world. Behind them they left carnage and ruin, snoring carcasses from ahundred distant ports, the
broken lust of foreigners. Once again ahandful of heroines had won tota victory in the nightly Y okohama
battle, and al over Japan innocent women and children were able to deep safely because of it.

Big Gobi sat in thetrain with hiseyes closed. When he had first left the princessin the palace, he had
fet asif he had no bones, then for awhile he had logt hislegs and been an amputee. Now the numbness
was gone and he was suffering the torture of athousand cuts. Orientd torture. Time.

He smiled.

Did you see how she walked right up to me, Quin? She never backed away at al. On the freighter they
used to say | smdlled of seagull droppings, but she didn’t say anything like that. She just took me by the
hand and then when we were in the room she let me turn on the television set so we could watch it from
the bed. Imagine just doing it and watching television at the sametime. Y ou know tomorrow | think Il
just stay home and relax and watch televison. She said shewatches dl thetime, so | think I’ll just St
around tomorrow and think about it. She must have been about sixteen and that wasthefirst night she'd
worked there and | wasthefirst one, you know, she’ d ever done anything with. Her parents are poor
and she doesn’t want her little brother to go to an orphanage and that’ swhy she sthere. She said |
understood alot about people considering | don't even speak Japanese, the people we were watching |
mean, the people on television. She said | could come again and watch television, or watch her while she
was watching televison, or watch them while they were watching us. Just us, the two of us| mean, and
all the others. | mean I’ ve never been with aperson like that where there were just the two of us, two of
us aone but me not alone at al because she was there. Never. Not since | was born.

Big Gobi smiled ashefdl adeep.

Quin looked out the window at the lights flashing by. He was thinking of Geraty then, wondering as
aways how much of the giant’ stale he could believe, not redlizing thet at that very moment hewas
returning from the site of the famous picnic on the beach south of Tokyo where Maeve Quin had long
ago laid out ablanket for three men in gas masks, her husband and Father Lamereaux and the elderly
Adzhar, the wandering Russian linguist whose cross Big Gobi now wore, thereby setting in motion an



espionage game that wasto last eight years, culminating in Big Gobi’ s conception in awarehouse on the
outskirts of Shanghai on the eve of adoomed circus performance.

FATHER
LAMEREAUX
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| had to sneak back and forth through the city, evaporate and materialize, die in doorways and
resurrect myself in the moonlight of the cemetery.

There seemed to be only one thing to do, so | did it. | became a ghost.

Father Lamereaux peered down the corridor. The kitchen door was closed, amop dapped the floor.
He tiptoed out of his study. Just before he reached the garden door the mop stopped.

Master?
He held his breath. The voice spoke again from the blank wood of the kitchen door.
It sraining, master. Use the toilet.

Father Lamereauix sighed. A little summer drizzle never hurt anyone. Besides, he had intended to go
only asfar as hisfavorite patch of moss beside the garden wall.

Heleft thetoilet and sank into the chair behind his desk. Japanese urinds were the worst-smelling in the



world, everyone knew that. They were so bad Japanese men never used them, which was asound
custom, practical aswell aswise. It kept little boys from associating their tasselswith dark, smelly places.
In the West aboy had to hidein acloset, lock himsdf in. No wonder he grew up thinking his body and
the demands of his body wereimpure.

Y et & the sametimethelittle Western boy was enjoying himsalf, he had no choice. Eliminating waste
was dways enjoyable.

Guilt.

Whilein Japan, on the other hand, aboy was encouraged from the beginning to do his business
out-of-doors. In public. His mother spread him over the gutter when he was ababy. Later, onthetrain,
his older sster urged him to use an empty bottle rather than bother people by pushing up theaide. Or if
there wasn’t an empty bottle, she showed him how to stand on the seat and direct hisaim downwind.

Women admired him. A natural act naturally performed. A world of sun and rain and men and flowers
living together in harmony.

After fifty yearsin Japan aman couldn’t pissin hisown garden?

Fifty years, haf acentury. A life that spanned three-quarters of a century. Nearly one-quarter of a
century without adrink.

Father Lamereaux liked to think in terms of centuries, epochs, dynasties. When hefirst cameto Japan it
had hel ped him understand these people. Now it helped him understand himsaif.

He gtirred. Someone was watching him.

He saw his housekeeper standing beside his desk, atiny woman with aflat face, tangled hair, legs
thinner than aman’ swrist. She wore yellow cotton trousers rolled up to her knees, afaded yellow blouse
that hung open. But there was no sign of awoman there, only apole of ancient polished wood. The
womanly parts had dried up long ago.

Go away, he said. Don't you know | lived half a century without you?

She stood with her arms hanging down to her sides, her eyesfixed on the middle of hisforehead. Did
she see anything when she stared at him like that? Or had she died at the end of the war as he often
suspected, died in afire bomb raid. So many had died then, amost everyone he knew. When the
Americans arrived, there were only two million people living in the charcod, two million from acity of
fivemillion.

He fumbled with the book in hislap, dropped it. A page ripped.
Now look what you' ve done, Miya. Go away and leave me aone.
Y ou were going to the garden without your hat, she whispered. Without your rubbers.

Father Lamereaux crossed himself. How could he argue with a dead woman? She saw through doors,
she saw in the dark. She heard the smalest sound no matter where he wasin the house. She had the eyes
and ears of acat and she was always watching him. Listening. Watching. A dead cat.

Miya, leave me at once.

There arevidtors.



What? Where?

Here. In the parlor.

Who are they?

Two men. Foreigners.

What do they look like?

Who knows? They dl look dike.

But what do they want? Why are they here?

The housekeeper held out aletter. It was written by himself, sgned with hisname. The letter was
addressed to someone named Quin and suggested an hour and aday when this Quin could cometo call.
The date, in hisown hand, showed that he had written the | etter severa weeks ago.

Father Lamereaux frowned. He had not had avisitor since the war. Who was this man? Why had he
cometo call? Why had he agreed to et him cometo cdl in thefirst place?

Father Lamereaux reached out for the sheaf of papers he always kept beside him no matter where he
was in the house, whether in his study or his bedroom or the dining room. He never carried them into the
parlor, but that was only because he never went into the parlor, because he never had any visitors
anymore,

The sheaf of paperswas the index to his memoirs, amanuscript on which he had been working for
nearly aquarter of acentury. The memoirs were not yet finished but the index was complete and up to
date. He thumbed through it and found no one by the name of Quin listed there.

I'll tell them you’ re resting, whispered the housekeeper.

No, don’t do that, of coursel’ll seethem. It'sjust that | can’t recall the man’s name at the moment.

Welcome. It' sraining. This house has not seen acaler sncethe war.

Quin found himsdlf facing atall, cadaverous priest in hismiddle seventies. The old man smiled gently. He
sat down in achair with horsehair arms and poured tea from atray brought by the dwarf who had met
them at the door. Quin introduced himsdlf and Big Gobi.

It sraining, repeated Father Lamereaux. Exactly half a century ago | came to Japan on aday much like
this. At onetime the Emperors of Japan were men of great stature, but al that changed when military
dictators seized power and moved the capital to Kamakura. The young Emperor wasleft behind in
Kyoto to barter his autograph for pickles and rice. That wasin the thirteenth century. Thenin the 1920s |
went to Kamakurato study in certain Buddhist temples.

Father Lamereauix unbuttoned his coat. There was something wrong with the movement. Quin looked



more closely and saw that the buttons were reversed, buttoning right side over left aswith awoman. The
priest turned his attention to Big Gobi, who had nervoudy taken out hissmal gold crossto polishit on
the sde of hisnose.

Four decades ago, whispered Father Lamereaui, | heard the tale of a cross very much like that one.
This other crosswas arare Nestorian Chrigtian relic that had been in the hands of aMaabar trading
family for hundreds of years, during which time the family made afortunein peppercorns. A man named
Adzhar married into the family and traveled east with hiswife and the cross. Of course Adzhar wasn't his
real name, only the name we knew him by. He was a Russian from Georgiaand | believe he adopted the
name of the province where he had been born. He dso died before the war.

Father Lamereaux paused. He looked thoughtful.
| hope we' re not disturbing you, said Quin.

Not at dl. | wasjust working on my memoirsas| have been every day for thelast quarter of acentury.
Did you know cannons were placed around the Shinto shrines during the thirties? Decrepit artillery pieces
captured from the Russiansin 1905?

Father Lamereaux rubbed the horsehair arm of hischair.

An ugly mistake. For me the best yearsin Japan were the 1920s. | wasyoung and | had just arrived, so
everything here appealed to me. My studies were in Kamakurabut | came to Tokyo on the weekends,
to this very house, which wasfilled with cats then. In those days Tokyo was constructed entirely of wood
and every night there would be a fire within walking distance, the flowers of Tokyo they were called.
There s nothing more stimulating than watching afire when you' re young. On Friday nights we had our
mestings here, and if we had been to see afire the discussons we had on No dramawere aways more
spirited. Since the war I’ ve been a gtrict vegetarian, honey and eggs excepted. Rice has aparticular effect
on the Japanese an hour or two &fter they’ ve eaten it, which is undoubtedly the principa reason they
prefer the out-of-doors.

Quin nodded. He was looking at the legs of Father Lamereaux’ s chair. They ended in carvings of claws
crushing the heads of rodents.

How isyour work progressing, Father?

Sowly, alittle bit at atime. | want my memoirsto be as nearly perfect as possible. To meit seems
unworthy of ahuman soul to resign itself to imperfection. | think the early fathers made amistake there,
I’'ve dwaysfdt it wasthe Virgin we should be imitating. Christ doubted himsdlf in the end but not the
Virgin. We re not enough like her, yet those yearsin Kamakurawere charming al the same. Thetemples
in the hillswere beautiful and the views of the sea, the pine groves, the gongs and the rituas and the hours
set aside for contemplation. And there was a spring afternoon when | nodded with the flowers while they
played the music that had once tempted the sun goddess from her cave, played and a so sang the epic of
thedragon inatill smdl voice, asong so strange and soaring it surely was descended from the distant
Lapps. A sad tale and yet not so. The shoemaker’s son sang it, sang it from his shoemaker’ s bench.
Incredibly, his code name when he was till in the business himself was The Holy Ghost. Did you know
him? Did you know Elijah or the sun goddess? Did you know Henry Pu Yi?

No, said Quin.

Father Lamereaux leaned forward and rested hislong, thin fingers on the stack of papers he had
brought with him into the room. The papers were wrinkled and soiled asif often consulted. Sowly,
pondering, he ruffled through the stack with his thumb and forefinger. Nothing was written on the papers.



They were empty savefor the prints of hisfingers.

Henry was the last survivor of the Manchu dynasty, whispered the old priest, the last survivor and a
very naughty man. We had a chat once, that was when visitors still cameto call at this house. For atime
he was Emperor of Manchukuo, as the Japanese called the mythica kingdom they pretended they had
set upin Manchuria. It didn't last very long, but dl the same, Henry wasthe last Emperor | talked to.

Father, said Quin, it was Geraty who recommended meto you.
Theold priest smiled gently.

| see. Wl just let methink for amoment, I’ m quite certain | can remember him. Names come back to
me dowly, but they dways come back. Perhaps you could just refresh my memory. What was he doing
before the war?

He sold patent drugs. Eventudly he left Tokyo and went to Mukden and then to Shanghai.

Mukden and Shanghai? A man who carried avaisefor hissamples? Yes, | believe | remember him. He
cameto my Friday night meetings.

Which mesetings were those, Father?

The Legion meetings, the Legion of Mary. After the meetings ended there would be adiscusson on No
drama, and if we had happened to have seen afire earlier in the evening the discussons were
exceptionaly spirited. | can recdl him quite clearly now. Hewas a spare, large-boned man, very tal and
very lanky, quiet, rather pale. Introgpective and solemn, sometimes too solemn, | had to warn him not to
be morose in his attitude toward religion. After dl, it should be ahappy part of our lives. Of course he
wore stylish suits and flamboyant ties to make himself appear vain and worldly, but that was just to hide
the truth about himsalf. How he suffered, that man. Did you know, by the way, that they placed cannons
around the Shinto shrinesin the thirties? Decrepit artillery pieces captured from the Russansin 19057?

When did you last see him, Father?
Henry?
No, Geraty.

Ohyes, | see. Well thelast time would have been the morning he came here with hisvaise and was
afraid to open it. The day he broke down and cried.

And when was that, Father?

Before the war, naturdly. A good thirty years ago. And then before that | had my studiesin Kamakura,
where the templesin the hills were so beautiful, and the pine groves and the views of the seg, and the
gongs and rituals and the hours set asde for contemplation. And then before that in the thirteenth century
military dictators seized power and threw the Emperor out in the streets where he had to bugger his
autograph and barter his picklefor rice. Since then I’ ve been a gtrict vegetarian, honey and eggs
ex-cepted.

Father?

Henry wasthe last Emperor | talked to, although of course Manchukuo was only amythical country.
Henry wouldn't admit that naturdly, Henry was avery naughty man. But admit it or not, the truth was till
the same. There' s no escaping the fact that Henry was out in the streets like the rest of us.



It took Quin many hours and many tripsto the Victorian parlor to gather even afew factsfrom the old
priest, so accustomed had he becometo dwelling in the familiar terrain of some faraway kingdom that
had long ago become a private domain. But even afew facts were enough to make it clear that Geraty
had lied when he claimed he had |earned about the espionage network from Father Lamereaux.

The Jesuit had never described the famous picnic on the beach in Kamakurato Geraty, never
mentioned Adzhar’ s name, never told Geraty about the dead-drop device he had invented, never said
anything to Geraty about any aspect of the clandestine work in which he wasinvolved.

Y et other parts of Geraty’ s account were accurate. In fact, there had been ameeting in a Tokyo
cemetery one night between Father Lamereaux and ayoung Japanese army corpordl, little more than a
boy, who was working for the spy ring asa courier. And the corpora was the same young boy whom
Geraty had met earlier in the cemetery, the boy to whom he had given a packet of stolen money in
exchange for what he thought would be avauable cache of pornographic filmswaiting for himin
Mukden. The boy had passed on the money to Father Lamereaux before dropping histrousers and
bending over atombstone to receive the bamboo microfilm device, subsequently traveling to Manchuria
where he was caught soon after hisarrival in Mukden and beaten to death by the Kempeitai, an incident
that had produced the one vague report on the ring to be found in the files of the Kempeitai after the war.

But Father Lamereaux didn’t know Geraty had witnessed that scene in the cemetery. He didn’t know
the source of the money given to him by the corpora. He didn’t know Geraty had watched him accept
the packet and watched him insert the bamboo device with a deft flickering motion, that he had then
falen adeep ligtening to Father Lamereauix Sng the Litany of the Saintsto himsdf on hiskneesin the
darkness.

On the contrary, it was Geraty who had confessed his secrets over two bottles of Irish whiskey the
following day.

The two men first became acquainted when Geraty began attending the L egion meetingsthe priest held
in hishome on Friday evenings. Geraty affected the manner and clothes of a successful salesman, but
Lamereaux suspected this bluff appearance had nothing to do with his true nature. He soon discovered
Geraty was a sensitive man who tormented himsealf with obscure spiritual concernsthat even to a Jesuit
seemed remote. Obvioudy there was a contradiction in his gloomy approach to life. Geraty would never
admit it, but the priest felt it had to do with religion. For some reason he sensed that Geraty yearned for a
religious vocation yet at the sametime could not bring himsdlf to accept his naturd inclinations.

Geraty had agreat interest in No adthough Lamereaux didn’t discover thisuntil the very last time they
were together. Lamereaux wasthe spiritual director of the Tokyo presidium of the Legion of Mary,
Geraty becameitstreasurer. While Lamereaux delivered an exhortation at the Friday night meetings,
Geraty passed around under the table the secret-bag for the members' contributions. He then Ieft the
house immediately after the meeting, claiming he had work to do. Thus he dways missed the discussons
on No led by Lamereaux.

A regiond senatus of the various Asian presidia of the Legion wasto be held in Shanghai. Geraty, who
said he was due to make abusinesstrip to Shanghai at about that time, was elected to be the Tokyo



Legion' s delegate to the senatus.

The day before he was scheduled to leave for the mainland he turned up at Lamereaux’ shouse early in
the morning. He seemed very agitated. Under hisarm wasthe valise he used to carry his samples.
Lamereaux wasn't fedling at al well that day, but when Geraty begged to be alowed to stay for afew
hours, to be near afriend as he said, the priest put aside his own concerns to make him welcome.

Geraty drank teaand chewed fistfuls of aspirins. The pain in hisface was evident, but it was just as
evident that his suffering was more than physica. He was severely troubled.

Lamereaux invited him into the parlor. The moment Geraty laid eyes on the long table a the end of the
room, the table where it was his duty to pass the secret-bag to the legionaries on Friday evenings, he
buried his head in his hands and began to cry. Lamereaux gently bade him St down and unburden
himsdlf. After sobbing helplesdy for ten or fifteen minutes Geraty finaly began to whisper.

He spokefirst of an inconsequentia matter. For some time he had been in the habit of going directly
from the Friday night meetings of the Legion to Y oshiwara, the licensed quarter, to proselytize the harlots
there. Hewould stand in the middle of the Street facing arow of brothelsand deliver along sermonina
voice loud enough to be heard in every room.

Because he was such alarge man, not only a giant but aforeign giant who spoke fluent Japanese, there
was considerable curiosity over this spectacle. Often there would be hundreds of faces gazing down at
him from the windows. Geraty began his preaching at midnight, when there was more chance the
customers would be deeping and the prostitutes would have timeto listen.

Father Lamereaux knew that this was what Geraty had been doing after he left the Friday night meetings
of the Legion. Such an activity wastoo flagrant not to be noticed at once and brought to his attention by
his Japanese acquaintances. He had heard about it several years before and he didn’t likeit. Hefound it
overzealous and unseemly and not at al consonant with Japanese sengbilities. But because it obvioudy
lifted Geraty’ s irits he allowed it to continue.

Hesitantly Geraty introduced his subject. He talked about girls from poor families who had to progtitute
themselves for money during thefirst haf of the evening and then spend the rest of the night lying besidea
snoring man whom they had never seen before and would probably never see again. They were defiled
and they knew it. They wanted to be cleansed, but they didn’t know how to go about it.

Father Lamereaux listened, fairly certain what would follow. Y et he said nothing. He smiled gently and
made no effort to interrupt.

The confesson was along timein coming out. From midnight until threein the morning Geraty preached
to the progtitutes from the street, but as soon as the hour of three was sounded he sneaked around to the
back entrancesto the brothels, let himself in, and knocked on one door after another, desperately
searching for a progtitute whose affections or sympathies he might have aroused with his oratory.

Hisaimswere limited and abject. He wanted to perform cunnilingus on a progtitute, free of charge, at
the foot of the bed where her paid customer for the night lay adeep. Geraty could probably have
performed this service, without paying, on dmost any prostitute in the brothel who was unengaged.
Conversdly, if he had paid, he could probably have performed it with most of those prostitutes who
where engaged but whose partners were already adeep. But Geraty had to haveit hisown way. The
girl’ simmediate sin had to be evident, and he had to earn her redemption with his eloquence and his
gpparent conviction.

In the dleys behind the brothels Geraty shuffled hisfeet, stated his case, and begged for forgiveness. He



had spoken forcefully during histhree hoursin the street, and more than once he was accepted.

When a progtitute agreed he locked the door behind him, got down on all fours and listened to her
customer snoring only afew feet away, then inssted she stand over him and quietly insult him while he
was at work.

When he had finished he carried her to the large Japanese bath on the premises, locked the door once
more, and eaborately washed the girl, using an excessive amount of soap. He dried her and washed her
again, using an even larger amount of soap, washed her tenderly athird time, and dried her tenderly a
third time. After the third drying he was careful not to touch her with his bare hands. He put on gloves
that he had brought with him in hisvalise and sprayed her with perfume that he had a so brought with him
inhisvdise

Finaly he carried her back to her bed and tucked her in beside her snoring, unsuspecting customer. He
thanked her with tears and smiles and severa quotations from thefirst chapter of St. Luke before
proceeding down the corridor to knock on the next door.

Geraty continued in this manner aslong as no hint of light showed through the rice paper diding doors
that served aswindows. A peculiarity of thisrite carried out under cover of darknesswasthat he
remained fully dressed in his stylish suits and flamboyant neckties, never removing anything even while
gplashing water and soap over himsalf and the progtitutesin the bath. The result was that he was
thoroughly soaked by the time dawn came.

He dways waked home from the brothel s as the sun came up, and this meant a perpetud cold inthe
winter, often amounting to mild pneumonia, and at the very least an annoying catarrha condition
throughout the rest of the year.

Geraty finished the description of his Friday nightsin Y oshiwarawith agrimace. He was even more
agitated than when he had stepped into the Victorian parlor. Father Lamereauix was gently whispering a
few consoling words about favorsfredy given and fredly received when Geraty suddenly legpt to hisfeet.
He snatched up hisvalise, couldn’'t work the fasteners, sobbed compulsively, and ripped apart the sturdy
metal lockswith hishands.

The priest knew they were now getting down to the real purpose of Geraty’ svisit.

The valise contained amap of Mukden, athick wad of colorful neckties, and two unopened bottles of
Irish whiskey. Without aword Geraty swung one of the bottles againgt the table, breaking off its neck.
His hands were shaking so badly there was no other way he could have opened the bottle. He took a
long drink and passed the bottle to Father Lamereaux.

For an hour or two they drank in silence. Geraty was apparently transfixed by what he had to say. He
was pardyzed, an animal facing atorch in the dark.

Asfor Lamereaux, there was nothing he could be told that would surprise him. He had known suffering
himsdlf, but he dso knew it wouldn’t make any difference for him to say this. Hewasthereto listen, to
try to help hisfriend to spesk. Eventualy he thought of away to rdlieve the tension that was growing



more profound between them as time went on.

The priest got to hisfeet and assumed a pose from a No play. He moved from that poseinto another, a
complex trangtion that required complete concentration. Geraty studied the movement, he considered it
as Lamereaux held the pose, tiff and rigid, not one muscle contracting or expanding.

To anyone who understood No such findity and decision could not go unanswered. To hissurprise
Lamereaux saw Geraty getting to hisfeet and working himsdf into a pose from adifferent No play. It
was the first time he had known that Geraty was aso adevotee of No, an expert fully asskilled ashe
was. Thisinformation amazed and delighted him, for he knew there was now away for himto help his
tormented friend. So powerful wasthe discipline of No that it could contain any emotion no matter how
painful, no matter how seemingly unbearable.

Lamereaux watched Geraty shift his pose. The giant sat down and the priest sood. The afternoon wore
on. At some point they drained thefirst bottle of Irish whiskey and started on the second.

Night fell. The slent scenes from hundreds of No plays followed one upon another.

L ate that evening the two actors broke into tears over the unparaleled performance they had staged
together that day. Since early morning neither of them had spoken aword. Instead they had
communicated through the abrupt, austere attitudes of their arms, their hands, their bodies. Even without
masks they had completely understood each other.

Geraty had confessed utterly to steding dl the funds from the secret-bag of the Tokyo presidium of the
Legion of Mary.

Lamereaux had reassured him by noting that &. Brigid in her charity had worked amiraclefor him, had
showed her love for him by aready redressing hiswrong, for just that previous night ayoung legionary,
wishing to make alast significant contribution before going abroad with the army, had unexpectedly
provided alarge donation to the secret-bag that easily made up for the missing sum.

And so they embraced and wept and prepared to part. As drunk, as Geraty murmured, as two
butterflies circling acandle. For they were exilesfar from home and war was coming.

At the end, at the door, they were crying in each other’ sarms. It was then that the Jesuit whispered into
hisfriend' s ear the opening line of the prayer that had sealed the meetings of the Legion and seded as
well Geraty’ s stolen secret-bag.

Magnificat anima mea Dominum.

Remember it, whispered Father Lamereaux, for in those words you will find an end to your suffering. In
them you will find what you seek within yoursdf just asthe Savior was found within the womb of
mankind. Go now and remember.

Geraty lurched away from the door knowing that he would remember, knowing also that he would
never dare face Lamereaux again because the lesson he had learned that day wasto bethetravail of his
life

Thus he remembered the words when he escaped to Mukden to acquire acache of worthless films and
again when he escaped to Shanghai, there to undress nightly in alocked, shuttered room while projecting
hisworthlessfilms on thewall, rendering himsdf naked night after night as he sllently repeated the phrase
he had learned a Lamereaux’ stable, on Lamereaux’ s motionless No stage, the words that were aged in
two bottles of Irish whiskey and spun through the magic lamp of a battered Shanghai movie machine



thirty years before they led him to hisvocation, my soul doth magnify the Lord.

Agan it sraining, whispered Father Lamereaux. Until you came no one had visted this house sincethe
war, and now you' ve come many times. My housekeeper goes out to do the shopping but | never leave,
| stay here and work on my memoirs. Occasiondly | Sit in the garden, but only when it’ swarm and only
whenit'snot raining. Areyou familiar with the Peram?

No, said Quin.

They'reatribein central Borneo that has a necrohym system. When aman’ s grandfather dies, for
example, the man takes the name Grandfather Dead. He keegpsthat name until another maerdative
dies, acousin say, and then he becomes Cousin Dead. This continues until he hasa son, then hisname
changesto Father of So-and-so. But naturdly the son’snamewill be Uncle Dead or some such thing.
Thuswefind that the brother of the dead maniscalled Father of Uncle Dead. It'san odd way for a
man to remember hisbrother. At firgt it seems unduly complicated and roundabout for such smple
tribesmen. It suggests, in fact, that relationshi ps between people are more complex than we often
suspect. It leads one to the conclusion that smple acts may not be smple. That where God' s children are
concerned, that can never be.

Father Lamereaux rubbed the horsehair arm of the chair. Quin nodded to himself and finally asked the
question he had waited so long to ask.

Father, what does the name Quin mean to you?
The old Jesuit sighed.

Yes, | see. I've been thinking about it mysalf and it seems |’ m not quite sure. It seems |’ ve been done
inthis house avery long time. Thismorning, or perhaps it was yesterday or severa weeks ago, | looked
through the index to my memoirsto seeif | could find the name, and it wasn't there. Isthat possible?I’'m
afraiditis, and now | don't know what to tell you.

The priest unbuttoned his coat the wrong way. He stirred. Some image had passed before his eyes.

Thefirg time you came here, he whispered dowly, you had afriend with you who was wearing asmall
gold cross smilar to the one that belonged to Adzhar. He was a most unusud man, Adzhar, hewasa
man of many surprises. What was the name of your friend? Ordos? Tarim?

No. Gobi.

Yes| see, the desert Adzhar crossed on hisway here. Well there’ sno mistaking it then. Forty years
later we have the same three names again, we have Adzhar and we have Gobi and we have Quin. Was
he arelaive of yours, that other Quin?

Hewas my father.

| see. | never knew about you, but then | knew very little about his persond life.



Where did you meet him?
Someplace. | can't redly recall.
Could it have been at apicnic?

It certainly might have been a apicnic. Adzhar and Lotmann and | used to enjoy having picnics at
Kamakura. The pine grovesin the hills above the seaare beautiful there.

Father, could this picnic have been by the sea? On a beach near the estate of Baron Kikuchi?
Baron Kikuchi? Which Baron Kikuchi? Thefirst or the second?

The one who was important in the secret police. The Kempeital, wasit called?

It was, whispered Father Lamereaux. Indeed it was.

And could there have been four of you at the picnic? Y ou and Adzhar and my father and one other?
Three of you wearing gas masks?

Father LamereaLix Sghed.

Gas masks, he repeated gently. The Father and the Son and the Holy Ghost in gas masks. What a
curious scene to remember after al these years.

A clear autumn day. The year was 1929. Father Lamereaux had completed his Buddhist studiesin
Kamakura and was preparing to move back to Tokyo. Adzhar suggested a picnic and they walked
together to the beach. Lamereaux expected to find Lotmann waiting for them there, but instead they were
greeted by a couple, ayoung man and woman, Americans.

Adzhar introduced the couple. The man’s name was Quin. Hiswife was caled Maeve.

Actudly Father Lamereaux had met the woman once before under quite different circumstances. But
either he had forgotten what those circumstances were or € se he chose not to discuss them now, with
her son, after dl these years.

It was apparent to Quin that the priest hadn’t liked Maeve. It seemed their previous encounter had left
him with the impression that she was hard and unsympathetic, excessive in some unexplained way, too

willful perhaps.

In any case, when they were introduced that day on the beach the priest pretended it wasthefirst time
they had met. She did the same. Neither Adzhar nor her husband said anything, so it was unlikely that
ether one of them was aware that they already knew each other.

The gas masks were Adzhar’ sidea. There was no one within athousand yards of them, but Adzhar
said that didn’t matter. The secret police might be using deaf peopleto read lips through binoculars. He
had known that to happen elsewhere, he said, and they couldn’t afford to have anyone overhear the



conversation they were to have that afternoon.

Quin agreed and the three men put on the gas masks Adzhar had seen fit to bring with himin hispicnic
basket. Maeve laid out the food but took no part in the discussion.

Adzhar began by saying he wanted to help but he knew he wastoo old for thiskind of work. He had
come only to make the introductions and offer advice, should any be needed. He then turned to Quin and
asked Quinto explain.

Quin talked about Japan and Japanese palitics, about the way the military was beginning to take over
the country. In avery few yearsthey would be ready to move into Manchuria, and after that they would
attack the rest of China. War wasinevitable, there was no escaping it, but agreat many lives could be
saved if the war were shortened. That could be done by sending information to China. Quin had sources
who could provide the information. What he needed was acourier system that could secretly transport
microfilm to themainland.

Father Lamereaux was known to have many young Japanese friends who trusted him and would do
what he asked. For the good of both the Japanese and the Chinese people would he take on the task of
edtablishing acourier system?

The dleviation of suffering was Lamereaux’ s voceation. He agreed at once to do what he could. Quin
spent the rest of the afternoon explaining the methods they would use.

Theinformation would be turned over to Lamereaux coded, on microfilm, dong with instructions on
whereit wasto be delivered in either Mukden or Shanghai. For safety Lamereaux would dedl only with
Quin, the couriers only with Lamereaux. Quin wouldn’t know who the couriers were, Lamereaux
wouldn’t know the sources from whom Quin obtained hisinformation.

The couriers would ddiver the microfilm to places, not people, dso for safety. At acertain hour ona
certain day the capsule would be wedged behind the mirror in the toilet of arestaurant in Mukden. Or it
would be taped under thelid of the water cabinet in the toilet of abar in Shanghai. There would aso be
capsulesthat had to beretrieved in either Mukden or Shanghai and brought back to Tokyo.

The afternoon cameto an end. The picnic was over. Y oung Quin said the only thing left to do wasto
givetheir network acode name.

Adzhar spoke up with asmile.

I’ve done nothing at al heretoday, he said. At least et me offer asuggestion for that. Don't you think
Gobi would do nicey?

The three men shook hands and took off their gas masks.

Toilets, whispered Father Lamereauix, alwaystoilets. The result of the device | developed for the
couriers. All systems have definitions, even the vegetarian system, honey and eggs excepted.



Quin nodded.

Father, did you know that Geraty claims he found areport on the network in the Kempeitai files after
thewar?

Geraty? Alive after thewar?| thought he died in Shanghai.

No, he escaped to the Philippines and later came back here to take ajob in the Occupation.
And he' sgill dive?

Yes.

It shard to believe. | didn’t think anybody was il dive.

But, Father, | don’t understand. Geraty destroyed the report so the Americanswouldn’t seeit, and the
Americans had just finished fighting Japan. Why keep it from them?

From them or anybody, what does it matter now? The action in a No play occurs when no oneis
moving. The past reduces emperors to pickles who bugger and barter. Once there wasrice beside the
road where now thereis only aforgotten sgnature fading on withered parchment, alost sgnona
wayside of the thirteenth century. The 1920s were the best yearsfor me, before al this happened. They
played the beautiful music for me then, music so rare it tempted the sun goddess from her cave, played
and sang in the still small voice of a shoemaker’s son, sang at the shoemaker’ s bench the epic of a
dragon descended from the Lapps. | had my cats and the flowers of Tokyo, but in the 1930s they placed
cannons around the shrines, they ignored the effect rice has on the bowels and went to war, and soon the
flowers were gone and my cats were gone and the Legion was gone. Did you know Elijah? Did you
know the sun goddess or the shoemaker’ s son? They were gone and there were no more Friday nights.
Everything | had ever known was gone.

The old priest turned. He stared at the rain running down the windows.

| could no longer meet the legionaries here, it wasn't safe for them. | had to meet them one at atime for
aminute or two behind atombstone. | had to sneak back and forth through the city, evaporate and
materidize, diein doorways and resurrect mysdf in the moonlight of acemetery. There seemed to be
only onething to do, so | didit. | became aghost. And Quin became aghost aswell. Theidedist
became violent and unsure of himsdlf, | could seeit in hiseyes. Y ou don’'t understand, you say? No
meatter now. There' s nothing to understand anymore.

Father Lamereaux rose. He gazed at the windows.
How did it end, Father?

End? How can there be an end when Our Lady’ sreign isforever? Asfor Quin, he went to Shanghai
and never came back.

When?

Just before total war began, but in retrospect who can say? Artillery pieces were placed around the
Shinto shrinesin 1905.

I s there someone who might know what happened to him?

There was awoman who once played athousand-year-old koto with indescribable tenderness across



the hours of aspring afternoon in Kamakura. She might have been in Shanghai then, I’'m not sure. I ll give
you her name.

No one e se?

Father Lamereaux moved into the hall. He opened the front door and held out his hand. Hewrote on a
piece of paper, then stared at the drops of rainin his pam. Deep scars formed around his eyes.

In Tsukiji, he whispered. A gangster. Good-bye.

The door closed. Quin moved up the street in the rain reading the piece of paper. On one side Mama,
The Living Room, an address. On the other side no address, a name, Kikuchi-Lotmann.

Kikuchi-Lotmann must be the gangster in Tsukiji, the fish market district of Tokyo. Mamamust be the
woman who had been in Shanghai. Beside the names two arrows were drawn pointing in opposite
directions

The rain came down and Quin watched the Emperor’ s autograph dissolvein hisfingers.

Miyasat in the kitchen dicing turnips. The shopkeegpersin the neighborhood, who knew nothing of her
forebears, assumed that tuberculosis had stunted her growth as a child and made her into adwarf. But
that wasn't true. The men in her family had been tiny for generations, and they had dways been careful to
choose tiny women to bear their sons. They were No actorswho specidized in the difficult role of the
princess.

In thetradition of afamily devoted to No, these severely disciplined men passed their stage name down
from one generation to the next. Miya s father had been the thirteenth actor to use it. Thuswhen shewas
born in 1905 the stern old man barely noted the fact. He had dedicated hislife to No and there were no
roles on the stage for women.

At the age of sixteen Miyaran away from her homein Kyoto to marry apainter, an act of abandon that
gave her the only moments of happiness she was ever to know in life. Romantically she thought she might
become apainter like him in the Western style, using oils rather than charcod, but asit turned out her
young husband never had time to teach her. He was dying and her escape ended within the year. She
returned home with the two giftslove had given her, achild and tuberculoss.

Her father wouldn't forgive her act of disobedience but he embraced his grandson, who he assumed
would someday be the fourteenth actor in the family to bear the traditional name. Her father stopped
speaking to her and never entered her room. A servant brought her meals. From her bed she could hear
the old man and her son playing together.

When the boy was alittle older her father got him admitted to the Peers School in Tokyo. At the same
time hewas enrolled in a No theeter in Tokyo to receive hisinitid training.

Miya objected to him being sent so far away, but her objections meant nothing. As she expected, his
busy schedule kept him away from Kyoto for al but afew days out of every year. And even when he did



come home he spent most of histime away from the house with his grandfather.

Ashegrew older hewasincreasingly ill a easein her presence. Hewas silent and even sullen, asif
embarrassed to be with her. She knew this was because she had aways been sick and had never been
able to be amother to him. She aso knew this couldn’t be helped, but that didn’t lessen the bitterness
she felt toward the course life had taken.

Her father died suddenly one winter, and to her surprise Miyafound hersdlf relieved, perhaps even
secretly pleased. Despite her sickness her son would now haveto turn to her because shewas dl he had.

Shewrote him along letter praising histalents and talking about the future. With the |etter she sent a
small childish self-portrait done by her dead husband, the only memento she had from that short period in
her life when both sickness and her son had cometo her. The painting had hung by her bed since her
husband' s desth, so she was quite sure her son would understand what she meant by sending it to him.

A few dayslater shereceived atelegram from her son’s school saying he had disappeared upon
learning of his grandfather’ s death. He had not received her letter. She sent atelegram to histheater and
learned that he had not been seen there ether.

Miyaleft her bed and took atrain to Tokyo. Her son’'s classmates could tell her nothing, but at the
theater she was given the name of aforeigner, a No scholar who had apparently befriended her son.
Severa hints or suggestions accompanied the information, but Miyawas too agitated to hear them.

She went to the address she had been given and found alarge Victorian house. The sun had aready set.
In her confusion she forgot to knock on the door.

Although ice covered the windows the house was insufferably hot, so hot she amost fainted when she
stepped into the scene being enacted in the oppressive heet of that Victorian parlor, in near darkness, the
outside world invisible beyond the frosted windowpanes.

A tall thin man floated between the pieces of giff furniture, drifted acrossthe floor in the wavering light
of agngle candle. He was toying with the folds of hisforma kimono, acostumeworn by virginsin No
plays, and toying with the plaits of ablack lacquered wig that only partialy covered the wisps of graying
hair flying in front of hisface.

The shadowy figure held awhiskey bottle in one hand, afan in the other. As he danced around the
room he used the fan to reved his genitals, which were fully exposed through the open kimono.

Near him on ahorsehair couch, hismiddleraised by silk pillows, the candle resting on hisbelly, lay her
son, naked and giggling.

Miyareached the door, the cold air, theicy wind. Somehow she made her way out of the neighborhood
before she collapsed. She was found that night in a snowdrift and taken to ahospital. Weeks later she
learned from one of her son’s classmates that he had gone to work briefly in afactory that manufactured
military overcoats. When he wasfired for incompetence he had lied about his age and gone into the army
under afase name.

That wasin 1935. In 1937, while serving as a corporal in afilm unit near Mukden, hewas arrested asa
spy and beaten to death by the Kempeitai.

Miyahad to sdll her father’s house and her father’ s valuable collection of No masksto pay for her long
convalescence. When her disease at last subsided she managed to find ajob with the army. She was
trained as afilm projectionist at a base near Tokyo. The genera at the base was afollower of No who



made her his private projectionist as soon as he discovered the identity of her father. The generd was
transferred to Chinaand killed, Miyawent to work for another general who was transferred to Chinaand
killed, then for athird generad who was transferred to Chinaand killed. At the end of the war she was
working for Genera Tojo, the Prime Minister who was soon to be hanged asawar criminal.

The winter evening the wind drove her away from the Victorian parlor Miyathought she was entering a
Buddhist hdl, an infernd, suffocating vision where angry demons forever tortured their victims. She had
been avictim before, shewasavictim again.

Y et the demons of legend aways wore fierce masks. They grimaced and scowled, whilethe facein the
candldight of the Victorian parlor had been gently amiling, smiling so gently shewas curioudy reminded in
time not of the hate she had felt that night, before she collapsed in the snowdrift, but of the love she had
logtinlife, dl thelove she had never known.

During the war as she moved from onetiny cubicle to another the memory of thefacein the candldight
was dways with her, an expresson beyond her comprehension, the mystery of a No mask that was not a
mask.

And it was gtill with her in the winter of 1945 when she retraced her steps one night through the ruined
city, hungry and cold and adone, making her way back through the snow to the Victorian house eight
years after the death of her son, returning to the man who had destroyed him, the only person who had
exigted for her in theworld.

Shedidn’t knock at the door, perhaps because that was the way it had been the other time. But if she
had knocked no one would have heard her, for Father Lamereauix was not only alone but unconscious.

She found him on the floor of aback room where he had fallen, ddirious and starving. The windows
had been open since the previous autumn. Snow blew across the room and piled up in the corners. The
thin cotton kimono the priest wore was tiff with frozen vomit and excrement.

Miyacovered him with blankets and covered the windows. She hested the room and made a bed for
him on the floor, for even though he was a skeleton she was till too small to move him. She sold apiece
of furniture and bought medicine. She washed him and dressed him and caled in adoctor to give him
injections. The doctor told her what to feed him and she prepared it.

Twenty years went by.

Sometimes she was il frightened by the strange love she fdlt for this aging foreigner who had locked
himsalf behind the darkness and doors of hisyears. But despite the corridors and eras that separated him
from her, he needed her dl the same, she knew that. She had saved him once and now she went on
saving him, telling him what to do and when to do it, not letting him drink whiskey or eat the foods that
upset his stomach, keeping him away from the garden when it wasraining.

Long ago her orders had become a habit to him. In twenty years he had not once ventured beyond the
grounds of the house.

To Miyathiswas proof above al esethat she had at last succeeded in finding someoneto love and
serve. For in the end that was the only meaning she had been able to discover in the mysteriously gentle
smile from the candlelight, that love was so flegting ahope it had to be trapped like the expresson on a
mask and imprisoned.

So she kept watch. She guarded the house and the garden.



A footfal. Thedoor. In the kitchen Miyaabruptly raised her head, amovement so commanding it might
have been perfected by her fathers, those tiny determined men who for thirteen generations had pursued
therole of the princess.

Father Lamereaux stood in the middle of the parlor with his back to the windows. His gaze fdll onthe
long table where the Legion had met, on the formal chairs, on the horsehair couch. Miyawatched him.

Master?

He turned, looking over her head.
Hasheleft?

Who?

Thevigtor.

Yes, he'sleft.

Did he disturb you?

Father Lamereauix didn’t answer.
Would you liketo rest?

No. Asamatter of fact | want you to go shopping. I’ ve decided I’ll have raw tunafor dinner. And rice
and the best pickles and whiskey. Irish whiskey.

Why, master?

Father Lamereaux drew himsdlf up. He clasped his hands behind his back and glared over the head of
the little woman who was not haf his height.

Why?What do you mean why? Those are my ingtructions. | used to enjoy life and now | want to enjoy
itagain. Doasl say.

Tunafishisbad for you, master.

What do | care about that? 1’1l do what | want. Now go and buy the whiskey and bring it to mein the
garden. You'll find me sitting in the rain beside the patch of maoss, but don't interrupt me. Just bring the
bottle and aglass and leave me done.

Thereareturnipsfor dinner, magter. I'll bring teato your study.

He watched her leave. Stiffly, dowly, he crossed the room and went into his study. Books were piled
up al over hisdesk. Books and the thick sheaf of papers he called the index to hismemoirs. A thick
sheaf of blank papers.



Did anyone know that he wasn't redlly writing his memoirs? That he' d never written aword of them?
No. She knew but of course no one else did. No one €l se knew anything about hislife sncethewar.

Once, not long after his release from internment in the mountains, he had thought of leaving Japan,
Tokyo, this house, leaving everything behind and returning to Canada. He had thought of it for an hour or
aday or ayear but then he had decided it was dready too late. Time moved in epochs and there were
no hours or days or yearsin the life he had lived. He had loved his cats and the flowers of Tokyo, he had
loved hislegionaries, and now there was nothing left for him but the solitary empire where they roamed as
ghodts.

Helooked a the windows. Therain was still coming down. He opened the volume that lay in front of
him and saw that a page wastorn. That wouldn’t do.

He turned more pages. They wered| torn. That wouldn't do at all.

After dinner he sat in his study repairing books, patiently holding each pagein place until the glue
cemented itself. He seldom dept anymore. Often he sat up until dawn. So it was late that night, even later
than usua, before hismemoriesfindly collapsed and led him into despair.

Asawayshewasslent and rigid at that moment. So silent and rigid that even the woman who thought
sheloved him, who did love him cruely as best she could, would never have suspected that the cry within
him then was risng to ascream.

MAMA

Lifeis brief and we must listen to every sound.



High above Tokyo, Mamasat in her apartment painting her fingernails. Twenty-four floors below lay the
Imperid paace, the swansin the Imperid moat little white dots, the pines on the Imperid dopesno
bigger than bonsai. Aswith the aristocrats of old, she kept her nailslong to show that manua labor was
beneath her. Mamahad last cut her nailsin 1938 prior to the [abor that brought forth her second son.

It was late morning and Mama had just taken her fifth bath of the day. No matter how late she stayed at
her nightclub, Mamaawaysrose at six o' clock in the morning to take her first bath. Then she
breakfasted on tea and three raw oysters and arranged herself in front of the window, on araised daisin
the shape of alotusthat sat on the back of an ivory eephant.

Her posture was one of contemplation. Her legs were crossed, with the ankles tucked over the knees.
Her hands assumed the attitude of thefist of knowledge.

This mudra was Mama s favorite when facing the rising sun. The right hand was curled, with thumb
touching forefinger, asif ready to gragp acylindricd object. Theleft hand was held directly below, the
thumb clasped by the three lower fingers, theforefinger pointing rigidly in theair. When dl wasin order
the forefinger of the left hand did up into the dot of the right hand.

The cosmic soul enclosed theindividua soul, the sun rosein the sky. Thus did she come to termswith
the dawning day.

Thefist of knowledge also had erotic connotations. The |eft forefinger that rose with the new sun could
be interpreted as a lingam, the receptive palm or sky of the right hand as a yoni. But Mamawas not one
to question an ancient Tantric stylization. If the sexua act occurred during meditation, o much the better.

There was another reason why the fist of knowledge appealed to her. In that mudra the five senses of
the left hand rose and found themselves completed by the sixth sense of the right hand. Physical nature
entered into gnosis.

Or in everyday language, the woman took the position above, the man below. Over aperiod of years
Mama had found that men grow heavy. The woman above, the man bel ow, was a pleasing concept to
her aswell asacomfortable postion.

Or asLao-tzu had said, seize the way that was so you may ride the things that are now.

Or in everyday terms, choose the position of childbirth. The woman straddles the man so the manchild
can be born, which iswhat the saga meant when he advised seizing the way that was. When the woman
rides on top there will be aspurt of new life, for the couple at that moment isfollowing the way of
wisdom.

Complex metaphysical subjects. Mamawould not have bothered with them had she consdered herself
an ordinary woman. As shelooked down on the Imperia palace she recalled the words of the ancient
Chinese chroniclers, the graybeards of the Han dynasty.

East and south of Korea there lies a kingdom known as Wa. The people are much given to
strong drink, respect is shown by sgquatting. The men tattoo their faces and adorn their bodies
with designs, the size and pattern indicating their rank in society.

And asthe later graybeards of the Wei dynasty had remarked, the curious kingdom of Wa is a queen
country, curiously ruled by a queen.



Now Mama was tattooed from neck to ankle and had been since she was a child, so who wasto say?
It might be that the curious kingdom of Wa had been ruled by one hundred and twenty-four successive
generations of male emperors, but the curious question remained, who had ruled curioudy inthe

beginning?
In any casetempora history interested Mamaless than spiritud, and the religious Situation was much

clearer. After years of meditation she could not deny that she and the Kannon Buddha had certain
characteristicsin common.

Firgt, the Kannon was the only woman in the crowded pantheon of male Buddhism, just asMamawas
the only woman who had ever worked in abrothe in Kobe without subsequently getting married.
Second, like that goddess, she dways followed the path of compassion and mercy.

Among the many males there were chanting and silent Buddhas, laughing and crying Buddhas, Buddhas
for every purpose and occasion. But among dl the confusing statues to be found in the temples of Japan
there was only one woman, and she alone seemed to have adistinct persondity.

Of course Mamahad never actually seen a statue of the Kannon using thefist of knowledge. But as
everyone knew, the statues had al been carved by men. What would have happened if women had been
alowed to join the carvers guild? Would the Kannon adways be shown with open hands, passive and

accepting?
In addition to thefist of knowledge Mama used twelve other mudras.

Sincerity.

The empty heart.

The unopened lotus.

The newly opened lotus.

I ntentions clearly made known.

Holding one' swater.

Seeking refuge.

The backhand or hindside.

Thedifficult back to back.

The equdly difficult position of middlestouching
whilethe rest isheld apart and erect.

The variation where middles touch with both hands
on their backs.

Thefind position where both rest in the clasp of

covering hands.



One mudra, in short, for each stage of the sexud act.

Mamasat on her ivory eephant contemplating the sky until eight o’ clock. By then the sun had risen high
enough to establish the pattern of the day. She then took a bath every hour on the hour until noon, when
she lunched on teaand six raw oysters. Prior to her afternoon meditation she took another bath. At six in
the evening shetook her eighth and fina bath before changing into an evening kimono and going to her
nightclub.

One measure of her influence in Japan was her apartment, the only onein the skyscraper where she
lived. The Imperia chamberlains had objected strenuoudly to a skyscraper beside the Imperid moat, and
the only way it got built was through a promise that the building would be used gtrictly for offices, that it
would aways be empty at night.

The chamberlains felt that the Emperor, athough not agod since the end of the war, still deserved some
privecy a night. At the beginning of the century, after al, there had been one hundred and thirty-four
living gods registered with the relevant ministry in Peking, and of these only the Japanese Emperor il
survived asan inditution,

Mama had used her business connections to make an exception of herself. Because there could be no
lightsin the skyscraper after dark, her gpartment was furnished with infrared lighting invisible to the naked
eye. From below, the immense tower looked deserted but high on the twenty-fourth floor, unknown to
the twelve million inhabitants of Tokyo, asmal ederly woman in infrared goggles watched over them.
Every night she smiled benignly down on the world' s largest city as she ate her last medl of the day, tea
and twelveraw oydters.

Although she was today the most powerful woman in Japan, life had not begun easily for her. She had
been born to a peasant couple in the Tohoku, the poor northern district of Japan. Each year thereafter
her parents had another child whom they suffocated a birth, the regular practice among farmersliving in
poverty. Mamawas eight years old when the silk market in America collapsed for aseason, leaving her
parents no choice but to sall her to abrothel.

A houseinthe licensed quarter of Kobe offered the highest sum, and that was where she went. Her
father blamed her mother for the stk disaster in America, since her mother was an Ainu and therefore of
Caucasian origin. Before he went off to drink at night he beat her as hard as he could.

The year Mamal left home a son was born to the couple. They kept him because their daughter was
gone. After the war this man, who had the body hair of his mother, confessed along list of crimesto
Geraty, aheinous record of torture and arson, killing and sexua perversion that stretched from Siberiato
Mukden to Shangha and up the valley of the Y angtze, that included among many atrocities the murder of
Miya s son and the murder of the Japanese Generd responsiblefor the rape of Nanking. It was from him
that Geraty stole the military greatcoat he was wearing the night he first met Quin, not by accident, inthe
bar in the Bronx once owned by Geraty’ sfather.



Asfor Mama, she never knew she had a brother, neither then nor years later when the night came for
him to murder both her surviving son and Hato, the freighter passenger on the Pacific crossing who had
worn afase moustache and fal se Sdeburns and so angrily kept the secret of his shoeboxes from Quin
and Big Gobi.

Although she was only eight years old when she went to the house in Kobe, Mama soon came to know
the customs of the world from the sailors who passed through that busy port. Throughout her childhood
shewastattooed a part a atime, aswas customary at the beginning of the century for Japanese children
entering aserious life of progtitution or crime.

When puberty came her body was entirely covered with tattoos with the exception of her face and her
hands and feet. The tattoos recounted the epic story of adragon. The dragon’stail curled around her
walg, itsfiery breath licked her somach, itstongue forked into her crotch, its eyes peered from her

nipples.
On her backside, in even more terrifying guises, the theme was repested with variations.

Thuswhen avisting knight sagged in bed, thinking he had met the challenge and triumphed, dain the
dragon and earned a night’ s deep, Mama had but to whisper to him in the candlelight to prove that facts
were awaysillusonary when compared to myths.

Turn me over, she suggested.

And sure enough, as soon asthetired warrior turned her over the dangers of the night returned and he
was faced with awhole new saga of battles and miracles.

The dragon tattoo was a masterpiece, the most intricate anybody had ever seen. Her epic became
legendary in the ports of Asiaand soon shewasin great demand.

In particular she gppedled to opium addicts, who were convinced they would never be able to make
love to awoman again. But Mama showed them there could be more to puffing the magic dragon than
they had ever suspected.

Mamaworked first in the Chinese wing of the brothel, since the Chinese were not only the principal
opium addicts but also the principa seducers of virgins. The older Chinese men, bent on deflowering the
world now that they had reached an advanced age, would pay amost any priceif they thought they were
getting avirgin. Being smdl, Mamawas able to serve thislust in the Chinese wing for severd years.

From there, for seasoning, she was sent to the Korean wing with itsrich smells of garlic and fermenting
cabbage, then back to the sailors' section to relearn any of the internationd traits she might have
forgotten from her childhood.

Lagtly, sixteen yearsold and fully experienced in dl carnd matters, she was certified an gpprentice
Japanese woman and allowed to enter the Japanese wing ontrial.

Mamastudied fortune-telling, music, conversation, and especidly the match-gtick games with which
Japanese men were sexudly aroused. She learned to arrange stones, to pour water over tea, to fold a
piece of paper into the shape of acrane. In return she was given diamonds and emeralds and cameras,
which were just then being developed.

When she was twenty she bought her way out of the brothel and established hersdf asan official
second wife available by the year, month, week, or half-hour. Over the following four yearsan
astonishing number of Japan’ s future leaders passed her way, including, one weekend, an entire



graduating class from Tokyo University that eventually produced three prime ministers, forty suicides, and
the postwar head of the Communist party.

In 1929, at the age of twenty-four, shefindly decided to stabilize her life by forming a permanent
liaison. Because of the growing influence of the army in the country, she chose an army genera, aman
who happened to be not only wealthy but an aristocrat aswell.

Baron Kikuchi’ sfortune came from hislarge landholdingsin the Tohoku, the same northern district
where Mama had been born in poverty. He was the younger of twin sons, born eight minutes after his
brother, so the barony had not originaly been his. But when his elder brother converted to Judaism after
the First World War, heinherited thetitle.

The twin boys never knew their father, afamous statesman in the middle of the nineteenth century who
was one of the leaders of the Meiji Restoration, the movement that overthrew the military dictatorship
that had governed Japan for two and a half centuries and returned the Emperor to power. The old Baron,
aclosefriend of the Emperor Meiji, was instrumenta in opening the country to Western ways. In fact, he
was S0 involved with modernizing the country he didn’t marry until his eghty-eighth year, whereupon he
fathered twinsand died.

The twinswere raised by their mother, agentle, strong-willed aristocrat sixty-four years younger than
her famous husband. Unlike him, she took no interest in ships or railroads or Western education. She
preferred to occupy herself with the traditiona arts, painting and tea ceremony and the koto or Japanese
harp, and especidly with theintricacies of Go, an unusua avocation for awoman since the ancient game
had military overtones and was aways played by men.

During their early yearsthe twins were educated at home on the estate owned by their ancestors since
the thirteenth century, another famous statesman in the family having goneto the aid of the warriorsin
Kamakura at that time and recelved land in the north as areward. But dthough the estate was large and
the family’ swedth grest, the twins and their mother lived austerely in keeping with the practice of the
northern Japanese.

Their house was smdl. Their two or three servants lived with them more like aunts and uncles than
retainers. The scroll on the wall might be the gift of an emperor, the Go set in the cupboard might be the
work of amaster craftsman who had made no more than eight such setsin his career, the koto inthe
closet might be athousand years old, the bowls used in the tea ceremony might be so exquisitely turned
asto be of inestimable value,

Y et the room where the scroll was hung, where the koto waslaid out in the mornings and the Go set in
the evenings, where the Baroness performed the tea ceremony for her sons every day at sunset, wasa
small room made of wood and straw and rice paper, as severein lineand smplein design asthat of any
peasant living on their lands.

And so with the other roomsin the house, with the bare corridors and the plain entrance and the narrow
garden where one wegthered stone lantern received the blossoms of the fruit treesin spring, the hard sun
in summer, the Sherian galesin autumn, and the heavy snowsin winter.



The effect the Baroness had on her sonswas lasting, particularly the sirength they felt in her presence.

From the Baroness the elder twin acquired his passion for painting, to which he devoted the first haf of
hislife, and hislovefor the koto, which was his principa form of relaxation after he returned from
Jerusalem as arabbi.

From her knowledge of the game of Go the younger twin evolved hisfascination with military
maneuvering, while it was the rigorous discipline of her teaceremony that proved to be his only escape,
later in life, from the massve headaches that tormented him.

So excruciating were those headaches they would have made invalids of most men. And in fact when
the Genera eventually revealed the cause of the headachesto Mama, a secret known only to his brother
and to adoctor long since dead, he confessed that he would probably have committed suicide years
before had it not been for amemory he carried within him, avision of hismother turning ateacup three
times at sunset, gently brushing the green teainto foam, her face utterly calm and at peace.

It was the memory of those momentsthat gave him the will to live through the attacks that were so
blinding they seemed to be the lightning of death itself, an ultimate pain most men might experience only
onceinther lives but which the Genera knew would be back with him the next day and the next, next
week and next month, adaily ritud of torture and execution that humbled him under asword and hewed
hismind.

The twins grew older, the time came for them to receive their forma education. Together they traveled
south, the eder to study fine artsin Kyoto, the younger to enter the military academy. When the younger
brother received his commission in the army, the two returned to the Tohoku to spend the holiday with
their mother. It was toward the end of the holiday that she died, to them, unexpectedly.

It happened at sunset. The Baroness was performing the tea ceremony as dways at that hour, the
diding doors open to the warm summer air. She prepared their bowls and then her own, turned it three
timesin her hand, sipped, stopped moving.

Three or four minutes went by. Simultaneoudy the twins rose and knelt beside her. Her eyeswere
open, her face was cam, the bow! rested in her cupped hands. She was gazing across the garden but she
was dead.

That evening the servants told them the truth. Since before her marriage the Baroness had been suffering
from aninternal disease that kept her in constant pain. She had never told her husband or her sons about
the disease because nothing could be done abouit it. The disease was incurable and in the end would be
fatd.

Asthetwins made arrangements for the funera of the Baroness they pondered this last lesson of hers,
the mystery of pain and peacein life, the manner in which one might overcome the other, amystery the
elder of the two would one day penetrate, the younger never.

After the death of their mother the two young men drifted apart in their separate careers. Although they
seldom saw one another, the bond between them remained strong, as Mama eventually discovered.

The elder twin, now Baron Kikuchi, pursued his study of painting both in the Orient and in Europe. The
younger twin served routingly at various army postsin Japan until the war with Russiabroke out in 1905,
when he was sent to Manchuria to command acompany of infantry. He wasin Manchuriaonly ashort
time before he became anationd hero.

On abarren plain near Mukden his regiment was surrounded by Cossack cavalry. The fierce horsemen



swept repeatedly through the Japanese lines, cutting down the soldierswith their pikes. Kikuchi one
was able to hold his unit intact, atriumph attributed to his decision to use the dead horses of the
Cossacks as a barrier against their attacks. Like most of the Japanese officers, his Buddhist background
had bred in him an abhorrence of meat, but that didn’t stop him from saving his men in the only way open
tohim.

At the end of three days and three nights Japanese reinforcements broke through the Cossack
encirclement to find the lost regiment largely massacred. Only Kikuchi’s company had survived, safe
behind the walls of rotting meat, eight feet high, that he had erected. The young Captain was awarded
Japan’ s highest combat decoration and singled out as an officer likely to become the youngest generd in
modern Japanese history.

In any casethere was little doubt he would someday sit on the Generd Staff.

Intime Kikuchi fulfilled both these expectations, but not in away anyone might have expected. It turned
out that his decision to defy Buddhist custom on the plains of Manchuriahad an immediately harmful
effect on him. A fly feeding on the rotting carcass of ahorse during the Sege had infected hisright eye.
Hewas not back in Jgpan many days before the sight in the eye began to fall.

Kikuchi went to a speciaist who was dso afamily friend. The doctor told him that the infection could
be trested and the eye saved but that nearly total blindnesswasinevitable. He would be |eft with agray
film over the eye, an ability to distinguish light and darkness but not shapes.

Kikuchi asked if the gray film would make the eye recognizably blind and wastold thet it would. He
then questioned the doctor about removing the eye and replacing it with aglass eye. The doctor said that
could be done after they were certain the infection had subsided.

Why not until then? said Kikuchi.

Because if we opened it up before then, answered the doctor, while the infection is till virulent, there
could be further damage.

What kind of damage?
Tothenerves.

But if wewait it will be gpparent to everyone |’ velost an eye, and that means | will haveto leavethe
amy.

Yes.
Y es, so wewon't wait. We will do what we have to do now.

The doctor refused to perform the operation but Kikuchi insisted. Finally the doctor agreed. Kikuchi
went on leave and the operation was secretly performed. Three days later ashattering pain burst in his
head, a shock so severe the doctor gave him amorphine injection. Thereafter, however, Kikuchi refused
theinjections, it being inconsstent with Bushido, the way of the warrior, for aman to refuse or disguise
the pain life brought him.

Kikuchi returned to active duty and continued to rise in rank and power. To avoid suspicion hetrained
himsalf never to move hisgood eye, to stare directly forward and move hiswhole head when he wanted
to shift hisgaze. In thisway no one would be able to detect the immobility of hisfaseeye.

In the end the daring that had first made him a hero, then blinded him in one eye, brought other rewards.



Among regular army officers there was the habit of questioning the patriotism of politiciansand
indugtridigtsin interminabl e diatribes, harangues so repetitious that even the most resol ute careerist was
bound to fall adeep at least once during an evening. When this happened the dozing man propped his
head in his hands for an hour or so with his eyes closed, excusing himsaf when he woke up again.

Not so Kikuchi.

He napped as often as anyone el se, but when he did only his good eye closed. The other stared without
blinking &t the speeker, at apainting on thewall, at the snow or the cherry blossomsfalling outsdein the
garden.

The effect on other officers was uncanny. Hisjuniors wereterrified by him, his seniors both terrified and
humiliated. The wholly unnatural way he moved his head when he was awake only added to the
impression that here was not aman but ademon, unfedling and remorseless, some sort of determined,
bloodless creature the dark powers had placed on earth astheir instrument.

The unclosing, unblinking eye was aso responsible for the speculation that Mgor and Colond and
findly Genera Kikuchi not only never dept but never ate, that he existed on only one cup of water every
three days because suspended before him was the vision of awall of dead Cossack horses eight feet
high, because the stench of rotting meat within him was as strong as it had once been on aManchurian
plan.

The Generad could never admit to his glass eye, and thus a sense of total inhumanity surrounded him,

fdseyet inescapable.

He was an older man when Mama met him, a bachelor who had never married, obvioudy ambitious.
Thiswas apparent from the fact that he had chosen to make his career in the Kempeital. Mama assumed
quite naturally that he had selected the Kempeitai because there was more opportunity for plotting there
than in any other branch of thearmy.

The position was sendtive, and there were rumors that Baron Kikuchi made free use of the spiesand
dossiers of the Kempeitai to further his own interests. But the army was notoriousfor its cliques and
jealousies, and any genera would probably have acted in the same manner. At least Baron Kikuchi
favored no specific faction in the army and this, together with hisfamily name, made him more acceptable
to the other members of the General Staff than any of their fellow officers.

Even for a Japanese of his generation the Baron was smdll, standing no more than five feet tall. He had
aways been so devoted to his military life that Mamathought hisinterest in women would probably be
minor. It waslikely that he looked on them as someone to relax and joke with and enjoy the traditional
arts of music and song. She surmised that either sex would be unimportant to him or that he had long ago
sublimated hisdrives, like so many professona army officers, and become impotent.

Accordingly, the ruse she used to beguile him thefirst night was an old one, an artifice that often worked
with aging military men who found themsdlves embarrassed when naked.

After the bath, while giving him amassage, she pretended to find some fluff in the crevice of his bottom,



from thetowd perhgps. Sheralled the fluff into alittle ball and bounced it inthe air.

She giggled and clapped her hands. The General was ddlighted. For an hour they played with thelittle
ball of fluff, batting it back and forth and chasing it around the room. The next night the Genera came
back to suggest another bath and another massage. Again Mama clapped her hands at what she had
found, again the Generd was enchanted, again they played ball for an hour or two.

Mama' s campaign progressed as she expected. At the end of amonth the General asked her to move
into one of hisvillasin the city. Mama acquiesced. Presents followed, diamonds and emeralds and
cameras, which were much more sophisticated than they had been ten years before in Kobe.

Despite the smplicity of ther first days together Mama quickly sensed the Generd was different from
the other high-ranking military officers she had known. He experienced severe headaches, for example,
yet at the same time his bowels moved with vigor.

Thiswas contrary to the usud pattern. AsMamawell knew, most generd officers never had a
headache but they did invariably suffer from constant indigestion, aresult of their inability to expd the
gases that accumulated in them in the course of aday spent agreeing with everything their superiors said.

Before the war more generasin Japan died from the rupture of avital organ due to excessive gasthan
from any other cause. And athough the public was unaware of it, having aways been given more heroic
versons, it was not until the very last stages of the war that the American B-29 bomber replaced
indigestion asthe leading cause of death among generds on the active duty li<t.

Baron Kikuchi proved not to be impotent, only inactive. Thefirg year they were together he made love
to her as much as once aweek, but later this dropped to once amonth or less and eventually to not at all.
Mamawas not bothered by this, however, having had some ten thousand men make loveto her inthe
course of her sixteen years as a progtitute. She had begun early and in that sense she was older than her
years.

Astime went on there were other changes in the Gener-a. He became lessinterested in the fluff ball
games, preferring ingtead to spend his eveningslistening to her . play the koto while he sat beside her in
his black kimono staring into space.

And there were changesin Mamaaswell, wholly unexpected changes that were dl the more powerful
because she had never imagined such athing could happen to her. She was astonished and morethan a
little mydtified, for the truth was that after knowing ten thousand men, after being intimate with every
conceivable male combination of spirit and flesh, she had fdlenin love with thelittle General and his gruff,
gentle ways, falen passonately in lovefor thefirst timein her life at an age when the love of most women
was dready turning to the quiet paths of affection and companionship.

She could not explainit to hersdlf, but it was asif he were the first man who had ever touched her and
held her, asif she had cometo him avirgin at the age of sixteen and al the other years had never existed.
Sheloved him completely, with abandon. More than anything el se she wanted to give him ason.

She confided thisto the Generd one night and he admitted it was his own secret wish. He wept then, his
head on her shoulder, and whispered that for months he had been trying to arouse himsdlf in bed with her
but could not. Hiswork, his age.

Something. He weypt. It wastoo late.

Mama comforted him, less convinced than he that nothing could be done. She knew many wayswith
men and in time, she thought, she could bring him to do theimpossible. In time she might have been able



to, but time turned out to be the only thing they no longer shared.

On Mama sthirtieth birthday, the anniversary of their sixth year together, the General announced that he
was being transferred to the mainland.

In hisnew post he would bein charge of dl intelligence activities for the Kwangtung army in Manchuria
At the time Manchuriawas controlled by the Kwangtung army, the largest and best in the Japanese
Empire. Further, it wasthe center of dl the intrigues againgt China. It was the most powerful politica
force within the Japanese military, therefore within Japan as awhole. Much as he didn’t want to leave
her, the position was too important to be turned down.

Mamaknew he must fed honored by this great responsibility before him, yet she aso sensed something
elsein hismanner, fear perhaps. She knew it couldn’'t be afear of failure. The Genera was too confident
for that, too aware of his own competence and discipline. There was no question of hisfailing.

A fear of successthen?
It seemed strange to Mama. Something was out of place.

Later she never forgave herself for missing that opportunity to help him, to give him loveintheway he
needed it, by sharing with him histerrible secret. If she had pursued her feelings then, the two yearsthat
remained before his death might have been quite different for him, less anguished, at least lesslondly. But
a the moment she could only think of the son he had said he wanted.

She thought giving him a son was the way to make him happy. Not until just before the end did she
learn that he needed only her, no onedse.

When she had arrived at a scheme she called in the Generd’ s chauffeur, a corporal.

The corpora was aman about her own age. Although he came from afamily of respected surgeons, he
had long ago dipped into degradation. Thefirst step was expulsion from a private school for recurrent
masturbation in the classroom. His shame over being expelled from the school was so great that he went
directly to hisfather’ sclinic and stole alarge amount of ether with which to commit suicide,

Being afraid, he took too small adose. The next day he tried once more, and the third day hetried
again. A week or two went by and instead of vindicating hisfamily’ s honor he ended up becoming an
ether addict.

For about ten years following the First World War, aperiod of relative freedom in Japan, he supported
his habit by hiring himsdf out for masturbation scenesin pornographic movies. During the Depression he
blackmailed hisrdaivesinto giving him smal sums of money by stationing himself in front of their homes
and masturbating in full view of the neighbors. More recently he had turned to begging and steding. He
came to the Generd’ s notice when he broke into a Kempeitai dispensary in search of gasto support his
habit.

Baron Kikuchi recognized his name a once, the young man’ s father having been the surgeon who
operated on hiseyein 1905. Out of gratitude to the boy’ s dead father he decided to help the boy if he
could. Hetook him into the army and gave him medicd trestment. He made him swear that he would
never masturbate in public again. The corpora responded gratefully, so the Generd made him his
chauffeur. He often had clandestine meetingsin his car and the corpora’ s loyalty to him was both deep
and personal.

Mamaknew al this. She knew the corpora was an invert incapable of performing the sexud act with a



woman. But she aso knew he was her only hope. There were no male servantsin the house and no other
man ever dept there, except the corpora when the General was with her.

She explained to the corpora that the Genera very much wanted to have a son but that he was unable
to do what was necessary. The corpora understood at once. He hung his head and said he had a
confession to make.

Mamareassured him. She said that she knew about his condition but there was till away he could help
if hewanted to. The corpora replied that he would do anything at dl that was within his power.

She then asked him certain delicate questions. Somehow, despite his embarrassment, he managed to
stammer out the answers.

She thanked him and excused hersdlf, returning with alarge photograph. She gave the corpora
ingructions and told him he had only three daysin which to practice. Three days from then would be the
right time of the month for Mama and she dared not wait another month.

It was asign of the man’s profound love for Baron Kikuchi that he accepted the task of perfecting a
technique, in only three days, that was entirely contrary to the habits of alifetime.

Timewaswhat she and the Genera lacked, timing was the hope of her scheme.

When the corporal masturbated he became ectaticaly dizzy. He sank into arealm of fantasy. But if
anything other than his own hand touched his peniswhile he was masturbating, the dizzinessleft him. The
flight was over, immediately hewilted.

There was one exception to this and that was when his orgasm had aready begun. Then his penis could
be thumped or encased by any sort of foreign object and it would still remain erect for the two or three
seconds the orgasm lasted. The difficulty, of course, wasthat he never knew when the orgasm was
coming. In that other realm hismind was a blur. He was out of control.

These were the facts he had admitted to Mama. Her solution was the large photograph.

It wasaforma portrait, the kind afamily had taken on some very important occasion. Everyone was
dressed in forma kimono, children and grandchildren, aunts and uncles and parents and grandparents,
the one surviving great-grandparent, the nurse who had served the family for half a century. The members
of thefamily stood in straight rows, unsmiling, staring into the camera. In the front row was atiff young
boy wearing the same timid expression the corporal had worn at that age.

The corpord knew the photograph well. Everyone in Japan knew it well. It was natura history, the
world, existence.

Y et there was something more in this photograph. Another photograph had been superimposed upon it,
or perhaps a clever drawing, or perhaps merely the suggestion of an image, vague and undefined. At first
the corpord had difficulty making it out, but the longer he stared at the photograph the clearer the vague
image became.



It was a ghostly naked boy lying on his back in front of the family. His elbow was bent, he was grinning,
hisfingerswereflying.

Maniaca freedom right at the feet of the solemn, unseeing assembly.

The corpord practiced according to Mama sinstructions. He masturbated vigoroudy while
concentrating on the ghost. The dizziness came, the ecstasy, he was out of control.

His prearranged signa was a sound that resembled a clap of the hands, the sharp knock of two blocks
of wood made by the man who passed the house sounding the hour. When the corpora heard the clap
he shifted his eyes from the reclining ghost to the other boy, himsdlf, the one who wore aforma kimono
and stood in the front row of the family, transfixed, timid.

Instantaneoudy he had an orgasm. It happened just as Mamahad said it would. Due to the photograph
he could control hisfantasiesto the second. The corpord practiced at the turn of every hour, day and
night, and on the third day he was ready.

Mama had chosen raw oystersto serve the General that night. The basis of her sauce was ambergris,
the grayish-white wax secreted from behind the ear of the sperm whale, awell-known gphrodisiac. To
this she added musk and rhubarb and cinnamon for flavoring, lastly adose of phosphorite. She hoped the
Genera would benefit from the gphrodisiac, but if he didn’t the phosphorite would congtrict histhroat
muscles, strangling him and thereby producing a sympathetic erection.

For as Lao-tzu had said, man is soft and weak in life but stiff and hard in death.
Timing.

The corpord and hisfamily of respected surgeons.

An oyster and asperm whale.

Poison and its antidote.

The scheme was dangerous because the antidote had to be administered quickly, otherwise the Genera
would not only simulate strangulation but undergo it. And the antidote couldn’t be mixed beforehand. She
had to do that part while the corpora was doing his.

Timing.
Time.
Mama decorated the platter with seaweed and placed it before the man she loved.

The Genera covered an oyster with sauce and swallowed. He gripped histhroat. As he toppled
backward his kimono fell open revealing an erection.

Mamadipped on top of him and moved up and down. The General seemed amazed and happy, but
amost immediately his eyes began to close. Perhaps he had gaculated, perhaps not. She left him
unconscious on the floor and rushed into the pantry.

The corpora was waiting bes de the medicine cabinet, masturbating, staring at the photograph. Mama
raised her kimono and stepped in front of him, sharply clapped her hands, did him into place. A few
minutes later she was running back into the other room with the antidote she had mixed.

There was a smile on the Generd’ sface when he fell adeep that evening. At the end of amonth, just



before he left for Manchuria, she was ableto tell him she was going to have ababy.

The last night they stayed up together until very late. She played the koto as he sat with folded hands
thinking of what wasto come, the life he faced in Mukden. Asthe evening wore on she saw the Sgns
come over him. She was sorry it had to happen then, for she knew he didn’t want her to remember him
that way, the hands gripping each other and turning white, the good eye twitching more violently asit
filled with water, closing findly under the weight of the sword.

The glass eye gazed at her helplesdy, yet even then he il sat erect as she went on playing the quiet
muscfor him.

The headache lasted longer than usua. Somewherein the course of that intolerable pain the General
once thought he heard a sound interrupt the music, a sharp sound, and another, athird, the sound made
by astone being dapped into place on a Go board, that ancient game of strategy and daring he had
learned asachild. In fact he did hear the sound but it wasn't made by black and white stones striking
wood to acquire or loseterritory. It was made by ahand on aface, her hand striking her face, a pathetic
gesture of hopel essness because she could do so little for the man she loved.

The Genera went abroad early in 1935. In the spring of that year she received an invitation to vigt his
twin brother in Kamakura. Although she had never met him, she knew the history of this strange man
who renounced histitle and his wedth in order to become a Jew, whereupon he had a once begun to
suffer uncommonly from hunger and thirgt, to lose weight, and to pass an excessive amount of urine.

The more superdtitious of histeachersin Jerusaem interpreted this as an immediate and sure indication
that his converson wasin some peculiar way anathemato the Lord. They thereforeinveighed against him
to fore-sake what he had so recently achieved, to give up his dream of being a Jew and to reembrace his
own culture where he was unmistakably, by birth and tradition, in the eyes of al who might look upon
him, already both an honored man and an aristocrat.

But Rabbi Lotmann refused. He persisted. He had become a Jew and he would remain one. To dlay
thefears of histeachers he made referenceto Elijah, hisfavorite prophet, and recaled for them that when
the Lord had sdected Elijah as Hisingtrument and had feared for hislife He had told him to turn
eastward, to travel eastward, to hide by abrook before the Jordan where the L ord would then command
ravensto feed him.

Now Rabbi Lotmann said that in his case, since he was Japanese, the Jordan must be the Pacific and
the brook before the Jordan must be the brook that crossed an estate owned by hisfamily in Kamakura.
Thus he decided to turn eastward and travel eastward and go to that estate to await the sustenance God
would send him, as He had once sent the ravensto Elijah.

Asit happened, hisreverencefor Elijah saved hislife. Thelevel of medicd practice avallableto the dite
of Tokyo, many of whom lived in Kamakura, was far beyond anything to be found in Paestine. A routine
medica examination immediately reveded that he was not suffering from some divine curse but from
diabetes melitus. Insulin injections had recently been discovered to be atotaly effective mode of
treatment, so he was on the estate in Kamakura, by the brook before his Jordan, but a short time before



his hunger and thirst subsided and he ceased to pass excessve amounts of urine,

The Genera had spoken often of histwin, hiselder by eight minutes, and Mama had long looked
forward to meeting him. Ogtensibly the occasion for the visit was a koto recital by Rabbi Lotmann.
Mamawent and found two other guests, both apparently good friends of the rabhi.

One of them was apriest, tall and gaunt, whom she would go to three years later with arequest that
was inconceivableto her then. But when the time came for her to go to him for help she knew hewould
do what she asked, for she had only to look once into his eyes on that spring afternoon in Kamakurato
know he was a man who never refused anyone a kindness.

The other guest was also aforeigner, ashort old man with a merry face who said the exotic name he
went by, Adzhar, wasn't hisred name. Like the Rabbi, he was engaged in some massive trandation
project. After traveling haf the world, he said, learning obscure languages and backing obscure causes,
he had more recently turned his attention to women. And athough he was seventy-eight, he had
discovered that he could never be introduced to awoman without loving her completely and at once. So
the moment the company of a priest and arabbi proved tiresome to her he would be overjoyed to take
her to hishome and serve her iced vodka and iced caviar, which by coincidence he had set aside that

very morning.

They dl laughed as they moved into the garden, where abeautiful old koto and a second dightly larger
onelay sdeby sdeon araised platform.

Do you dso play? she said, turning to Father Lamer-eaux.

In music, he answered, God has given me the ears of an angel and the hands of an gpe. Asachild | was
so clumsy on the scales the piano had to be moved out to the barn.

Then you play, she said, turning to Adzhar, who gaily held up his stubby fingersin front of hisface.

With these? There have been too many nailsin my life, too many blows from the hammer. | have asoul
but das, | was born the son of ashoemaker and a shoemaker’ s hands can’t make that kind of music.

And s0? she said, turning to the Generd’ s brother.

When | was young, he answered, my mother and | used to play every day on these two instruments.
You'll forgive me, but I’ ve been told how well you play and | thought that perhaps today, for aminute or
two, you would join me. Will you?

She bowed Hiffly, color in her face, the first time she had known embarrassment with aman since she
wasagirl of eight. Rabbi Lotmann showed her to her place and she sat down beside him. She struck a
chord, he answered her.

Therecital lasted until the shadows of the pine trees beyond the garden reached across the platform.
Nor wasit merely an afternoon of music wherein the former Baron Kikuchi and the mistress of the
present Baron Kikuchi touched the strings of their separate memories, for asthe gaunt face of Father
Lamereauix swayed gravely with the flowers, the fourth member of the musicalerecited atae, sang an
epic poem he had learned somewherein histravels.

The short old man with the exotic name spoke of wonders and miracles and voyages beneath the sea.
Hetold of the adventures of a boy who was carried on adolphin’s back to the emerad kingdom, where
the boy met a princess who described the enchanted life that would be hisif he remained there. But the
boy el ected to return home; he waved to the princess and rose above the waves again, waved to the



dolphin and walked aong the beach to find the trees moved, the houses gone, the familiar paths now
leading €l sewhere because one day on the dolphin’s back in the emerald kingdom was the same as one
hundred years on earth.

Or wasit adolphin? ended Adzhar. Have | been bewitched by my own tale and confused my
creatures? Let me ponder for amoment and make sure | haveit right. Yes, I’ m certain of it now. It
was't adolphin a al. Wait.

They waited, the rabbi and Mama playing their music, the Jesuit nodding amid the flowers. Adzhar was
garing at the small gold crossthat hung from Mama s neck, studying it as he had been dl afternoon while
recounting his verses. Now she looked up from her koto and their eyes met. He smiled and she returned
it, plucked a string, knew exactly what his next wordswould be.

A dragon, announced Adzhar. Dolphins exist and dragons don’t. Of courseit had to be adragon.

They played the last chords. She said good-bye to Adzhar and Father Lamereaux in the garden and
wa ked together with Rabbi Lotmann to her car. By the gate he stopped.

Today, he said, you reminded me of the Baroness. When she married my father she was about the
same age you were when you met my brother. Did you know he came to me three years ago to talk to
me about marrying you? He was very disturbed that day but not about you, it was something else that
bothered him. Shall | tell you about it?

If you wish, shesaid.

Yes, I'd like to. He spent the weekend here. On Sunday afternoon | played the koto for him and then it
wastime for him to return to Tokyo. It was December and we had snow that year, if you remember. It
was snowing that afternoon. Ever since he had returned from his tour of duty in Shanghai | had been
aware that he dwayswore asmall gold cross around his neck. Before he gave it to you, as you know, he
kept it hidden under his uniform, but when he was staying with me and wearing akimono he made no
effort to hideit. | had never asked him about the cross and he never mentioned it, but when | saw it was
gone that weekend | suspected he might have something to tell me. When | finished playing hedidn’t
move, so | sat at the instrument and waited.

| haveto leave, hesaid.
| nodded.

It was alovely weekend, he said in alow voice. | ways enjoy the few hours | can spend here with
you. It' sagood life you' ve made for yoursdf. Does the trandation go well?

Yes.
And your hedth isthe same?
Yes. | takemy injections.

Of course, we do what we have to do. That'swhat she taught us, after dl, by performing the tea
ceremony, turning the bowls at sunset. We do what we have to do.

| waited. He hadn’t had a headache al weekend and | could see he was worried he might have one
now, before he could say what he wanted to say. But some things can’t be hurried. We ve always been
very close, the two of us, even though we seldom discuss persona matters. It'stheway it wasin our
family, | suppose. When | wrote to him from Jerusdem that | was converting to Judaism, he never asked



meto explain mysdf dthough it naturaly meant trouble for himin the army. He would have to work twice
as hard in order to make up for having abrother who had embraced a Western religion, and not only
embraced it but been ordained ateacher. Still he never questioned what | had done. His answer wasto
congratulate me and wish me happiness.

The tea ceremony, he repeated now. She turned the bowl three times because that’ sthe way it’ s done.
Wéll, brother, there are three of us again.

I'mglad, | said. Who isthiswoman you love?

She' sfrom a peasant family in the Tohoku.

They know ahard life.

She' snearly thirty years younger than | am. Shewas a progtitute.
No matter.

From childhood and for many years.

No matter.

She’ sknown ten thousand men.

The number of creatures placed on earth by the Lord. In that case she understands many things and can
loveyou well.

I’ve thought of asking her to marry me.

If you asked her, of course she would because she loves you, but isthat best? She would be doing it
only for your sake. If anything happensto you in the army the lands in the north would become her
respongbility. Isit fair to make her the Baronesswho owns the lands of the tenant farmers from whom
she came?

| think not.
Rabbi Lotmann paused. He looked in silence & Mamafor amoment.

That was asfar aswe got that afternoon. A headache struck him and he could say no more. | helped
him into his car and he left. Do you remember that soon after that, in January 1932, he was away for a
few weeks?

Y es, she answered.
Did hetdl you where he went?
No.

It was Shanghai. A cousin of ourswho lived in Shangha waskilled while he wasthere. It was an
accident that he was killed but not an accident that he was attacked. My brother gave the orders, acting
on higher orders. That was what he meant that day in December when he kept referring to doing what
had to be done. He was thinking about that specia assignment in Shanghai the following month. He
wanted to tell me about it but couldn’t because of the headache.

| don't understand. Surely he could have refused the assignment or even stopped it by saying acousin



of hiswasinvolved.
It seems to me he could and that’ s what worries me.
Did hetell you about thislater?

No. | supposethat after it was over he didn’t want to talk about it. | know about it because of the
nature of hiswork, and because he had gone to Shanghai secretly, and because of the circumstances of
what happened there.

| don’t understand any of it.

Asfar asthat oneincident is concerned, it doesn’t matter. Asfor therest, | don’t understand it mysdif. |
only have afedling he may be something more than just an army officer.

| don't know what that means.

Nor do I. But if thereis anything | can ever do for you, or anything Adzhar or Lamereaux can ever do
for you, you must cometo us. They are close friends and you can rely on them as you would on me.
That'sdl. That’ swhy | wanted you to cometoday. To tell you that.

Thank you, she said. And thank you for what you said when he asked you about marriage.

Heknew it himsdf, said Rabbi Lotmann. It wasjust hisway of telling me the old koto had found a
baronessagain. I'll be sending it to you now. I’ ve had that in mind for along time, but first | wanted to
hear you play it with me. I've dways been sentimentd, I'm afraid.

He laughed as he opened the car door.

We ve heard that tale of Adzhar’s many times, you know, many many times. He dways hasto tdl it
whenever I’'m playing or Lamereaux is doing ascene from a No play. He' san active man and it’ shisway
of taking part. He can’'t abide being just a spectator. Today it wasn't quite the same, though. For some
reason heleft out the last line.

Andwhat isthat?

A littletrick of histhat’s supposed to prove the tal€ s authentic. At the end he waits a minute or two and
then asksinnocently if anyoneisinclined to disbdieve him. When neither Lamereaux nor | say anything,
hegamiles

Just aswell, he saysin the smadl voice of achild. Just aswell, my friends. Just aswell, asit turns out.
For dthough I’'m old now and it happened long ago, the boy on that dragon’ s back was me.

During the next two years she saw the General more than she had expected, for he frequently flew to
Tokyo for ameeting of the Generd Staff. Often he had no more than an hour to be with her but he never
failed to come, encouraging her during her confinement and later admiring their son.



Her lovefor the Genera continued to grow while he was away. Thus her confusion was complete when
she learned that despite the vague suggestion made by his brother in Kamakura, she had never known
anything at dl about hisred life.

The revelation camein the summer of 1937. Although they didn’t know it, it wasthe last time they were
to see each other. Once more the Genera was being transferred, thistime to ahigh command post in
centra China. He wasto lead one of the armies advancing on Nanking.

Hisvist coincided with O-bon, the midsummer Festival of the Deed, the day when dead souls returned
to those who loved them to receive prayers and offer blessingsin return. Having aways been
superdtitious, she felt uneasy when he suddenly appeared that day.

He seemed restless when she played the koto in the evening, so she stopped and encouraged him to
talk. Again she naticed in his manner the inexplicable hint of fear she had seen so briefly the night hetold
her he was going to Manchuria.

He began curioudy. He talked about his childhood in the north, about the suffering he had seen among
the tenant farmers who worked hisfamily’ s estates. He talked about Chinaand the corruption of the
Chinese government, the resistance the Japanese army was encountering in China, the power of
militarism in Japan. He mentioned a Japanese monk who had been murdered in Shanghai in 1932,
immediately reminding her of his brother’ s reference to a cousin who had been killed there asaresult of
an order given by the Generdl.

He grew more agitated. He began to pace the floor. He waved his arms, which was unlike him, and his
voice broke, which was aso unlike him. She wondered what he was trying to say when all a once he
stopped in front of her. He took her hands.

I’ve loved one other woman in my life, he whispered. | loved her very much and we had ason. That
was how it dl began.

Her face showed no expression. She sat absolutdly still. He dropped her hands and resumed his pacing,
spesking in alow voice.

Some ten years before he had been sent to Shanghal asacolond inintelligence. Hismain task wasto
gather information on the various Western espionage agencies operating out of Shanghai. An American
cameto hisnotice, but before he could learn much about his activities the American left for Canton. Still
interested in the case, he arranged an introduction at a reception to the man’ swife, who was apparently
daying onin Shanghai.

Baron Kikuchi was adready middle-aged. The wife turned out to be very young. In those days hetried
to cultivate amore open manner with foreigners, he had to for hiswork, and often he was successful. He
talked with the young woman about literature and painting. They met again. She asked him about Japan,
itstraditions, its art and philosophy.

For his part, what happened was understandable. She was vivacious and beautiful, passionate about
everything. But shewas dso thirty years younger than he was. Why had she become attracted to him?

A few weeks, no more, and they were living together. They had to keep their relationship secret
because it would have damaged his reputation in the army if he were known to be living with aforeign
woman. Perhaps that was what spoiled their life together, or perhaps she had only been infatuated with
him because of what he could teach her.

Inany case, it didn't last long. When sheleft him she was pregnant, but she said she was going to have



the child and she did. It was aboy whom she took to Japan. Later he heard she had joined her husband
in Canton, without the baby.

During that time he discovered he wasn't the first older man to have had an affair with her. Severd
years before, when she had first arrived in Shanghai, before she was married, she had lived with a
Russian named Adzhar, aman close to seventy athough he was said to look and act much younger.

Out of jedlousy, vanity, amixture of pains, Baron Kikuchi had his agents check into the Russian’slife.
He found him to be aman devoted entirely to sensudity. Iced vodka, iced caviar, women. Those were
his pursuits and his only companions. From aformer wife, arich Indian woman, he had inherited a
fortune that dlowed him to indulgein atotaly dissolute life. There were il jokestold about hisinsatiable
appetites and the ease with which he seduced the women he wanted.

Baron Kikuchi learned that she had become the Russian’ s mistress an hour after they met. The
information angered him. He was surprised and hurt.

She was gone from Shanghai alittle over ayear. Baron Kikuchi, newly promoted to Generd, was being
transferred to Kempeitai headquartersin Tokyo. A few days before he wasto sail she telephoned him.
She wanted to see him. They arranged to meet on Bubbling Well Road and walk beside theriver.

The Genera stopped in front of Mama.

Shetaked about our time together, he whispered, about how happy we had been. After awhile we
came to a houseboat tied to the bank and she said that was where she was|living. She asked me on
board. | followed her across the gangplank and suddenly a man was welcoming me, shaking my hand.

It was her husband. Quin was his name.

Maeve apologised for thetrick, | just stood there. She put her hand on my shoulder and thanked me for
coming. She smiled, a me, a her husband. Then shelaughed the way she dways laughed when she had
done something she liked, something she was proud of.

It was an odd sort of laugh, timid in away, appealing, dmost coy, asif she wanted to be praised but
would be embarrassed when the praise came. | don't think I’ m trying to make excuses for mysalf when |
say there was ahardnessin that laugh | hadn’t noticed before.

I mentioned that she was passionate about everything, life, people, ideas. But in the year we' d been
apart I’d come to suspect that most of that passion had nothing to do with life or people or ideas.
Somehow it dways seemed directed toward herself, toward proving that she was whoever she thought
shewas. Shewas fervent, but what did it mean? Did sheredly care about people? How they suffered?
What was right and wrong in the world? How she could help?

Shetaked asif shedid, but later | wasn't so sure. | had afeding she was acting without knowing it. All
those words and opinions were costumes she wore in order to be able to say, thisiswho | am.

The baby, for example. She had it because she wanted to have the experience, but then she gaveit
away for someone elseto raise, to bother with, to love. She knew she couldn’t love the child, yet she
brought it into the world, which was sdlfish and even crud. Another life wasinvolved, after dl, not just
her own.

Love. How could shelove anyoneif she couldn’t love her own child? | suppose she did love her
husband in away, but certainly no one ese, and certainly not al those abstractions she pretended to care
so much about.



And even with him I’'m not sure. Y ou could say the way she helped himin hiswork proved she loved
him, but did she, or wasthat just the ultimate costume, the ultimate role, the one degpest ingde her? A
final way of saying, | love him and therefore thisiswho | am. Who | am. Me.

| don’'t know. I'm not sure. At thetime all | understood was that somehow she wasn't the person I'd
thought she was ayear before. But of course love doesthat to us. We hear with different ears and see
with different eyesand I’'m glad we do. The peace | saw on my mother’ sface has kept me dive for
years. For years, even though I’ ve known for yearsit wasn't peace but amask hiding alifetime of pain.
Hiding it from my brother and me because sheloved us.

Maeve. Shelaughed that laugh of hers, and then she went away and |eft the two of us standing there.

| was bewildered. Quin smiled and asked meto sit down. He poured me adrink and began to talk.
Palitics, China, Japan. He had a gift with words and he was fascinating to listen to. He had enthusiasm, a
well-trained mind, an enormous grasp of history and its movements.

At some point he dismissed my affair with hiswife. He said that kind of thing wasinevitablewhen a
husband and wife were separated for long periods. He told me it meant nothing to him and | believed
him, for he was the kind of man who would have many women himsdf. He lived too much with ideasto
be devoted to her or any woman. Other things were too important to him. She must have been only a
gmd| part of hislife.

Wetalked for along time and | found we agreed on dmost everything, as| suppose he knew we
would. Maeve and | had talked alot when we were together. | suppose she had told him how | felt.

The General stopped in front of Mamaagain. He took her hands.

In other words, | waslying to you aminute ago. I’ ve become so used to lying | do it al thetime.
Obvioudy the reason she was interested in me in the beginning, or pretended she was interested, was
because she thought | would be useful to him. She loved him enough to do something like that for him. Or
loved hersdf that much. | don’t know which it was.

Anyway, none of that matters now. I’ll just tell you what happened.

Quin and | became friends on the houseboat that afternoon. Origindly, | imagine, he' d asked me there
for some minor thing, but the friendship between uswasred, we both felt it, we both felt it strongly even
though | was old enough to be hisfather.

So in the end he told me who he was and what he was doing. He wasworking for Soviet intelligenceto
protect Chinaand the Soviet Union from Japanese militarism. He asked me to work with himand | said |
would. And so | have, giving him all the plans of the Generd Staff, where they have intended to move
and when, months and years before it has happened.

And now more recently the most important information of al, information that may someday save
Moscow from the Germans. For the Germans will surdly attack the Soviet Union before long, and Japan
will go to war before long, which meansfighting the West, and then the Soviet Union will face the near
impossibility of fighting on two fronts.

Or that is, they would have faced that possibility if we hadn’t told them otherwise. If | hadn’t been able
to tell Quin that when the time comes the Japanese army will move south to seize the oil and rubber of
Southeast Asig, not north into Siberia. That when the time comes, therefore, the Soviets can pull back
their Far Eagtern divisionsto use againgt the Germans and not worry about the Kwangtung army in
Manchuria, for dthough it will fill be therein name, its officers and men will be fighting e sawhere and the



Soviet Far East will be safe. That much we were able to tell Moscow, perhaps thereby to saveit.

But athough you don’t understand any of this, you mustn't think I’ m atraitor. What I’ ve done has been
for the good of Japan. | had to make a decision that afternoon and it wasthe right one. | believed what
Quinbdievedin, | believed it then and | do now. | loved Go asachild and that’ s probably how | got into
the army in the first place, but what the army was doing to Japan and beginning to do to Chinawas
wrong. Wrong then, now it's much worse.

So no matter what happens | know | made the right decision. | know it. And asfor Quin, he'sbeena
brother to me. Whenever | had doubts or was exhausted or thought | couldn’t live through another
headache, it was his courage that kept me going, his confidencein me, hiswill, his determination to finish
what we had started, what we were doing together to help people, to help the Japanese and the Chinese
by ending their horrible, futile war.

There have been terrible times, times | can’t forget. And people.

There wasthe morning | had to cal in the gentle Western scholar who has assisted us by handling our
courier system. A kindly man, agood man, aman who has taken many risksfor the same cause | have,
Of course he didn’'t know who | really was and of course | couldn’t tell him, but | had to get him to
change his behavior because it might have endangered our security.

So | insulted him. | blackmailed him. | humiliated him in the most despicable way. Humiliated him, my
compatriot. Insulted the man whom | knew was one of my brother’ s most treasured friends.

A smdl matter. Merdly acase of insulting and humiliating akindly man, a gentle human being. There
were worse cases. There were cases of murder.

Once, about five years ago, | had to get to Shanghai to see Quin, to talk to him about the Genera
Staff’ s plan to invade north China. | absolutely had to get there but there was no way to leave Tokyo.
My office was involved in the planning and my absence from Tokyo then, for any reason, would have
been impossible to explain. | was desperate.

And then away turned up. A disgusting, sickening way. It was ghadtly.

The plan cdled for aman to be nated in Shanghai, some well-known Japanese. The nation
would appear to be the work of Chinese patriots, and naturally the repercussionswould be grest. It was
to bethe first step, the beginning. A year later the Japanese people would be more than ready for the
invason of China

Someone on the Generd Staff suggested a certain Japanese monk who lived in Shanghai, aman who
was loved by the Chinese and respected by the Japanese, an ideal target. What little remained of the
good fedlings between our people was the work of him and afew men like him.

That monk was my cousin, descended from my father’ s younger brother. But no one knew this because
hisfamily had been in China since the beginning of the nineteenth century, and because they had adopted
a Chinese name, and because I’ d destroyed certain parts of the Kempeitai files so that no harm would
cometo him.

Now not only did | have to agree to the plan but suggest it was such addlicate operation it required my
presence in Shanghai. Behind my back | saw them smiling at each other, whispering that thereal reason |
wanted to go was because | was akiller, amurderer, an executioner who liked to sniff and smell and
taste the scene of an execution.



They hated me of course. They’ d dways hated me because | had thefiles of the Kempeaitai behind me
and knew too much about them. They’ d have gotten rid of me long ago if they weren't so jeal ous among
themsalves about trusting anyone el se with my work.

So they smiled at me.

Y es, they said, an excellent idea. Perhaps you should deal with this matter personaly. Nothing must go
wrong, and with you there it won't. It will be an efficient murder, that is quite certain, given your skill.
Quite certain and most reassuring. An excdllent suggestion, Kikuchi.

| had to et them smile at me and get up and walk out the door. | went to Shanghai and met with the
agents, tdling them that the monk wasto be superficialy wounded, one bullet inthearm and therest in
theair, nothing more. But in the end that little effort cameto nothing. They lost their heads and fired
indiscriminately.

Five years ago. There have been other things since then and others before then, things you can't explain
to yourself or anyone ese, thingsthat just Sit there and Sit there and never go away, wounds that won't
heal, wounds open to the wind, wounds that reach to the bone. Once | talked to Quin about it and he
nodded to himself. He nodded to himsdlf and said nothing, for there was nothing to say. Nothing. He
knew what | was taking about.

The Genera released her hands. He had finished. He went over to the cupboard and took down an
unopened bottle of Irish whiskey that had been left untouched for eight years, agift from Quin at theend
of that afternoon and evening on a houseboat in Shanghai. The Generd never drank whiskey, but tonight
he poured himself alarge glassand emptied it.

She watched him refill the glass. He sat down beside her and bowed his head so that she could not see
his eyes, neither the one with vison nor the one withot.

So tdl mewhat you think, he said.

| think you are a brave man, she answered, and | think you' ve done what you believein. And | fed
sorry for that other woman who can't love aman the way she wantsto love him. And | fedl sorry for him,
for someday he may discover why.

But most of al | don't think about them at all. | think of my love for you and that’ sdl | think about,
when you' re with me and when you're not.

Four months passed. Mamawas preparing the specid rice cakes with which to welcome the New
Y ear. Late in the afternoon she was given the name of acaller. She bathed and dressed in her finest
kimono. Lastly she looked in on her degping son.

It was snowing when she walked down the open corridor that crossed the garden, toward the soft light
that lit the rice paper door of the room where she had played the koto for the Genera. She watched the
snow for amoment before diding back the door on itsrunners.



A haggard figure kndt in front of her, hisforehead pressed to the tatami . She begged him to rise, to Sit
by the brazier and warm his hands, surely giff from the harsh wind of many an unfriendly night. She
poured teaand placed the cup before him.

Dead, whispered the corpora.

| know, she said.

But there has been no announcement.

| knew last summer.

The corpora kept his head bowed. He cradled the steaming teacup in his hands.

| fed uncomfortable sitting here, he said. Thiswas his place.

Y ou need not, my friend. Y ou loved him and tried to make him happy. No one can do more.

The corpord shuddered, but not from the cold. The spasm came from the fires that still burned behind
his eyes. He was too frightened to go on. He felt ahand touch his arm and looked up to see avery old
face, atiny woman amiling gently inthe yelow light.

It sal right, shesaid. You cantell me. Lifeisbrief and we must listen to every sound.

December 1937.
Nanking.

The ancient capita of the south was the only stronghold on the Y angtze River still under Chinese
control. The Japanese armies had advanced from victory to victory. Whole Chinese divisions broke
ranks, were daughtered, surrendered. The better regiments had aready been isolated or defeated. Radio
messages told the General that he was ahead of the other columns. That day, he knew, he could reach
Nanking if he pushed his troops hard enough.

The Generd cdledin hissenior officers at five 0’ clock in the morning. Hetold them what he intended to
do. Hisdeputy and severa colonds disagreed. The men were too exhausted, they had seen too much
killing in the last few days. Some had been caught looting, fireswere bresking out. It was dangerous. The
breakdown in discipline could be contagious.

The Generd shook his head. He wastired, he no longer wanted to talk to people. Hewanted it all to
end. In the name of the Emperor he gave them his orders.

The hedls clicked, the troops shouldered their packs and began to march. The pace quickened
throughout the morning, by noon the forward e ements thought they could see the city in the distance. The
infantry units swept through the weak resistance, outdistancing their armor, their supplies, their artillery,
racing acrossthe frozen paddy fields and the few remaining miles.



Latein the afternoon the lead elements of the Genera’ sarmy were fighting in the outskirts of the city.
Their officerstried to dow the advance. Their battle plans caled for regrouping, but the soldiers were no
longer under their control. All day they had been running and shooting, by nightfal they were no longer an
army. They sumbled dong in packs, in gangs, numb and hungry, totally worn out. The city was empty of
enemy forces. Only women and children and old men were left. The unfit, the helpless, the cripples.

The Generd had not dept for many nights. During that whole last day he had spoken only once, to
curse the fires he could see springing up on the horizon.

Theradioin hiscommand car crackled and heignored it. Motorcycle couriers sped beside the car
waving dispatch cases, pointing at theinggniathey wore, theater command. The Generd gazed straight
ahead and told the corpord to drive faster. Headquarters would tell him to stop, to hold up his advance
until the other Japanese armieswerein line. But the Genera wastoo tired to stop. He wanted to reach
the end.

The sun had just set when they passed through the gates of the city. Again the Genera remarked on the
fires, more apparent now because of the darkness. It was severa degrees below zero, the wind was

rsng.
They entered alarge square. The Genera |ooked around him and said something strange was
happening out there. These were Japanese soldiers, the best disciplined in the world. What were they

doing?
The staff car had been tightly sedled against the winter weether. They could neither hear nor see clearly
what was going on outside. They could only make out scattered movementsin the darkness, shadows,

facesflaring in the headlights, torches flickering. The General ordered the corpora to stop. He gripped
his sword and stepped down into the square.

The corpora moaned, he hid hisface in hishands. Mamallistened to the snow faling on Tokyo. She
turned her teacup in her hands, revolved it three times before she drank. Then she rested her hand on the
corpord’sarm again.

Goon, shesaid. Wemust hear it all.

The men, moaned the corporal, they weren’'t even animas. A soldier speared a baby with abayonet
and threw the baby intheair. A soldier stabbed awoman and skinned her legs. A soldier got over the
hind quarters of ahorse and pushed himself in. A soldier had abelt of human hair and was egting
something. A soldier was playing with alittle girl, cutting holesin her, pushing himsdlf in. Therewasa
head in the Street. There was awhole row of heads beside abuilding. They werelining people up and
shooting them, building fires around them, tying grenades to them. They threw them out the windows,
they dropped stones on them. They tied them under trucks. They used machine guns and pistols and
blew up rooms and set fires and pushed people into the fires and cut off parts and roasted the parts and
atethem. A soldier ranin circles shouting army regulations, shooting people, stabbing people, clawing his
own face down to the bone. They raped and raped and then they raped with bayonets, with rifles, firing
therifles. They used grenades that way to blow women up. A soldier sat on apile of bodies screaming.
A soldier held apistol to agirl’ sface and made her drink hisurine. He made her liedown and did
something on her face and crushed her face with hisboot. They cut out eyes and buried people and made
them crawl through glass. They beat them with their rifle butts. They broke teeth with their rifle butts.
They beat them in the face and clubbed them over the head with their rifle butts. They broke fingers and
arms and legs with their rifle butts. A soldier rode on an old man’s back stabbing him with hisknife. The
old man fell and the soldier kicked him and hit him in the head and fired bulletsinto his head and kept on
kicking him. They made them knedl and do thingsto each other. They made them bend over and do



things to each other. They held agirl’s hand and made her castrate her father. They cut off aboy’snose
and made him chew it. They beat him between the legs with their rifle butts and beat his chest with rifle
butts and poured gasoline over him and set him &fire. They went on shooting people and lining them up
and shooting them and there was nothing but screams, shadows and screams and fires and screams, and
machine guns and fires and rifle butts and pistols and bayonets and knives and screams, and shadows
and bodies and faces and screams, and filth and blood and screams and fires and people being shot and
stabbed and clubbed and kicked and beaten and trampled, crawling people, screaming people, old men
and children screaming, women screaming, people burning and running and falling in the fires and the
shadows and the darkness, soldiers shooting and people screaming, screaming.

The corpora moaned. His head wasin hisarms. He was crying.

Mama gazed at the rice paper door and saw the frozen fields in the north where she had been born. She
saw the poor farmhouses, the barren schoolrooms, the little Japanese boys bent over their booksin
winter trying to learn athousand Chinese ideograms so they could read their own history and write their
own names. She saw the schoolrooms burn, and the farmhouses, and the pine groves of the temples. She
saw the little boysrip up the graceful Chinese characters and shoot them and stab them and defile them,
devour them. Shesaw it dl.

He began to shout, whispered the corpord. He was running after them, yelling at them to stop. | tried to
keep up with him but there were too many shadows, too many fires, too many screams. | didn’t find him
until the next morning.

The corpord looked away.

He was naked. Someone had murdered him and pulled off his clothes. His right eye had been ripped
from the socket. There was excrement on his epaulets, which lay besde him. Histesticles weretied
around his neck.

That night, after the corpord |eft, Mama sat up alone meditating. The next day was New Year's, her
birthday asit was the birthday for everyone of her race.

The cough struck her son a short time afterward, struck him quickly and violently asif theworld could
no longer tolerate the passage of time. Its course was brief, nothing could be done. She held him and
watched his spirit go, onetiny sacrifice to an erawhere Nanking was but the first act of the far grander
circusthat wasto follow.

She wanted to leave Tokyo and Japan aswell. Only one enclave remained on the mainland where a



Japanese could ill mix with foreigners, Shanghai, an outlaw city where the chaos and despair might
equa her own.

Shefound it al she had expected and more. Among the foreigners who were till there, who had
nowhere to go, nothing was left untried. Mama began taking laudanum, the solution of opium in acohol
preferred by many because of its combination of effects.

She spent her time with agroup of companions who met nightly to narcotize themselves, to take part in
orgies or watch them. Like them she dept during the day and went out only at night. Her nameless
companions disappeared regularly, victims of suicides or intrigues, to be replaced by other weary faces
who would disappear in turn.

To easether pain they gave up using each other, or having others used in front of them, and took to
watching pornographic movies, alifeless digplay of mutilations and fecal sandwiches and tubercular sdliva
s0 unred they could bury themsdlvesin the long nights and dream nothing around them existed.

Of dl the people who passed through her life during that period of forgetfulness, only oneremainedin
her memory, the projectionist who showed the movies,

He was a huge man, an American, agiant with apockmarked face. His body was bloated and his eyes
bulged from the quantities of acohol he consumed. As soon as he arrived in the locked, shuttered room
and set up his battered projector there was a sense of relief because the lights could be turned off. The
projector whined, the redls rattled, the flickering images crept across the wall as Mama and the others
sank into their couches.

The projectionist had astrange habit of taking off his clothes. Apparently thiswas because the machine
he used was an old one that quickly overheated. Or so Mama assumed as she watched him fumbling with
his garments during the course of the evening, pulling them off one by one until a midnight he was naked
savefor atowe over hisloins.

Like othersin the room, Mama often dipped over to the machine after midnight to whisper to the giant.
When shedid he listened to her impassively, not commenting, occasionaly nodding hishead. Asthe
weekswent by Mamafound hersdf telling him more and more about her life, eventudly confessing

everything.

It was aunique experience for her. At the time she couldn’'t have said why he had this effect on her,
why she fdt the need to dip over to him and whisper in the darkness. Perhaps it was because he
accepted everything she said, perhaps because the huge shadowy profile cast by the dim light of the
projection lamp was totaly anonymous.

Or perhaps smply because he was naked. An immobile naked giant who heard everything and saw
everything, from whom there was nothing to fear.

Nor was the bloated American merely her confessor in that locked, shuttered room. He was al'so an
impostor and aclown.

For along time, it seemed to Mama, theimages on the wall had been becoming dimmer. One night she
asked the huge naked projectionist about this and he waved his arms extravagantly. He said that maybe
he couldn’t get the proper bulbs. Or maybe the eectricd system in the city wasfailing. Or maybethisand
maybe that.

He kept on talking, muttering. He looked down on her with asmile, and al at once she knew the
confessor was confessing, confiding some monstrous private joke to her about Shanghai. About the



hopelesdy despairing men and women who came to whisper to him in the shadows. Abot life.
She went back to her couch and watched the films more closdly. She made a discovery.

There were great numbers of animals and humansin the films, but none of the scenes was remotely
pornographic. She couldn’t be sure, the films were so scratched they were nearly invisible, but as best
she could tell they were documentaries of some kind, crudely done documentaries that seemed to be
explaining the basi ¢ techniques of animal husbandry. The animals were common barnyard varieties,
underfed, the men and women looked like Russian peasants.

Primitive ingtructive movies from the early days of the Russian Revolution. Where had he found them
and why? How was he able to show them and make the depraved people in that room think they were
watching adazzling tableau of debauchery?

A kind and lonely man. Askind and lonely asaclown.

A rumor passed among the companions that one night soon there would be a specia circus, an
entertainment such as no one had ever seen, a performance that in some unknown way would bring
ultimate satisfaction to al those who witnessed it. The companions were excited. They could not disguise
their longing for the mysterious pectacle.

Only Mamawas unsure. The clown’ strick had made her think of oysters.

To her the oyster had away's been atheological symbol because it was encapsuled and complete,
because it resembled the gray jelly of the brain, because Lao-tzu had once spoken of a substanceless
image existing before the Y ellow Ancestor. To Mamaiit seemed likdly the oyster might be that image.
More than once in her despair she had dreamed of becoming an oyster.

But that was before the clown had smiled at her. There was magic in theillusions he worked with his
films, amagic so smpleit had made her smilefor the first time since the death of the Genera, made her
smile and realize she was not yet ready to join these other voyeursin acircus of death. Instead she
decided to visit the circus master alone, before he gave his performance.

She stopped taking laudanum to clear her mind. She meditated, something she hadn’t donein ayear.
The night before the circus she cameto the filming room asusud.

The couches were arranged in rows, the windows shuttered, the door bolted. She waited until after
midnight before she sneaked out of the room. By then the companions were dazed with opium smoke
and the clown was snoring fitfully, hisbulk soread over three or four large chairs besde the sdled
projector. After years of use the ancient documentary had findly snapped. The machine still purred, a
red flapped around and around, but the frame on the wall remained the same, a peasant hove with a
largeindistinct animal pressing at the door. Perhaps two frames had been trapped in the lens when the
mechine daled.

No one saw her leave. She dipped into arickshaw, closed the curtains around her, and began the long
ride down Bubbling Well Road.



Her destination was an abandoned warehouse on the outskirts of the city. The building was square,
window-less, with tall skylights. A muffled shriek, asqued drifted to her on the wind.

She passed down a canvas corridor, the draped cages of the deeping animals. Strange costumes,
gpangled and hairy, hung from the packing boxes. The warehouseitsalf turned out to be avast open
gpace lit by moonlight. The celling vaulted toward the sky, the corners were left in darkness. Here echoes
could have no end, for the great empty areawas no less than a cavern of the mind.

He was standing in the sawdust ring. He wore ablack bowler hat, alavender frock coat. In one hand
he held amegaphone, in the other awhip. He was standing with his head back and his arms spread,
daring at the sky.

She went up to him and bowed. She told him who she was and why she had come. She said that she
was one of the group that had commissioned the circus but that she had decided not to come, despite her
misery. So she was here doneto learn from the master the meaning of hisfina performance.

He broke into agloomy laugh and began striding around the ring cracking hiswhip, hissing orders
through his megaphone. He talked about faith, deception, disguises. He swept his arms through history
gathering up emperors and peasants, barbarians, poets. He sank into a confused monologue on love,
love that was and love that might have been.

The words cracked, the whip flew, the megaphone defied an imaginary audience. Thisman, she
realized, had lost hisway in aland of strange beasts and savage costumes.

She couldn’t understand the nature of his despair, but as she watched him stalk himsdlf inthering a
curiousimage stirred within her. She saw anaked giant dumped beside alamp that dimly projected
meaninglessfigureson thewall.

Theimage was so vivid it startled her. Why had it cometo her then? What connected these two
anonymous men, anameless projectionist and anameless circus master?

She gazed a the skylight, at the invisible corners of the warehouse, a the tiny sawdust ring. Shelistened
to the raving voice of the circus master and heard within it her own voice whispering, whispering night
after night to aslent fat man who sat naked and immobile, impassive, obliviousto every horror she
recounted, untouched by the terrors she wished upon hersalf.

Quickly then she dipped off her clothes and went up to the circus master, stopped his pacing, and took
from him the megaphone, the whip, emptied his hands, and held him in her arms until the sobbing quieted,
until the spasms subsided and hefelt in her ablessing that he had lost long ago, a blessing that she had
lost aswell, forever she thought, not having known until that moment that the gift had been returned to her
by the naked giant who nodded forgiveness.

Thelr act of love lasted until dawn. When she left him she waked for miles, making her plansto return
to Japan.

That night she sat by an open window looking at the stars. Midnight passed, the hours wore on. She
considered her past grief, she reflected on the torment of the circus master who at that very moment was
introducing the ghosts of hisyearsin their terrible costumes, opening the cages of the savage beadts,
celebrating hiscircus of degth. But at that very moment, aswell, new life was moving within her.

In the course of knowing ten thousand men she had conceived only once. Now she knew it had
happened again. Through the intercession of the naked giant she had learned once more to love, she had
loved well, and now she would bear the circus master’ s son.



The boy was born in the Generd’ s old villain Tokyo. Because he was hdf-Caucasian she could not
keep him. War was coming with the West and it would be unfair to have him grow up in Japan. Despite
hersdlf, she had to get him out of the country while there was dlill time.

She went to the one man she fdlt could help her, the missonary who was afriend of the Generd’s
brother. Father Lamereauix listened to her story and agreed to send the baby to America. Sadly she gave
him up.

War with the West came, then defeat. Before the war doors were never locked in Japan, but now
desperate men stole everything they could find. Her house was broken into nightly, anew gang of
starving thieves entering as soon as one had | eft.

The Genera’ s chauffeur, who had come to work for her at the end of the war, suggested hiring one of
these gangs of combat veterans to guard the house and keep the others away. But Mama had a different
idea, one consonant as always with the Tao. She quoted Lao-tzu.

When there is Tao in the empire, the galloping steeds are turned back to fertilize the ground by
their droppings.

But what does it mean? asked the corporal.

It means, she said, that these men who were heroes yesterday, who are thieves today, will one day be
heroes again. They are galloping steeds, and if we trest them with the wisdom of the Tao their droppings
will fertilize the future.

Droppings? said the corpord.

A man has severd, answered Mama. There are still three or four women servantsin thishouse, and |
am sure there are other women near herewho are lonely after so many years when the men were away
fighting. So instead of pogting guards we will invite every passing steed into the house. Y ou will see.

The corporad feared what might happen, but the Tao wasin Mamaand she knew it. Before many years
went by anew Japan began to emerge, an ingenious and industrious Japan, energetic, prosperous.

Many of the old ways had changed, but none more noticeably than the tradition Mama had become
skilled in asachild, perfected in girlhood, and left as a young woman, the ddlicate and profound
knowledge of men that for centuries had made the entrance to a Japanese brothel, no matter how humble
it might appear to the passing stranger, one of the few truly exquisite gatewaysin the world, a portal
unparalded save by the path of mystics seeking comfort not in thisworld but another.

The elaborate brothels of the prewar years gave way to the garish bars of the early postwar years, but
then the American soldiersleft and Japanese men settled down to learning the lessons of thewar and the
Occupation. Having been defeated in their venture at Asian conquest, the Japanese combat veterans
embraced peace and built industries to supply the Americans, who in turn, having been victorious, were
now fighting wars al over the continent, bringing a devastation everywhere that required ever more
Japanese goods and industries to replenish what was destroyed, bringing a prosperity to Japan that no



warlord or ultranationalist could have conceived possible two decades earlier.

But the unexpected turn of history whereby Japan achieved the goas of the war by losing the war, was
not without its victims. Somewhere in the hectic confusion of democratic expanson the traditiona
Japanese brothd disappeared, taking with it the Orient’ s artistic contribution to originality and one of
man’ srarest creations, the Japanese whore.

No longer was anyone willing to pay money for awoman’s educated body, awoman’ s aristocratic
amile, awoman’s subtle remarks and incomparable cleverness at match-stick games. The businessmenin
the new Japan were preoccupied with their wares and the wares that were soon to be theirs, so when the
hour came for relaxation they preferred lying on their backsin amassage parlor saring through the steam
at the calling, caculating profits, considering new markets, dreaming done and grandly asafirm,
anonymous hand reached out from the mists to masturbate them with swift efficiency.

Or they preferred a pornographic film parlor, where such individua democratic acts could be recalled
and anticipated.

Aswas necessary, Mama adapted to the times. She remembered the films shown in Shanghai before
the war by anaked clown and built The Living Room with those filmsin mind. And the combat veterans
she had entertained after the war, before they had |earned the ways of the new democracy and become
successtul, certainly didn't forget the little woman who had provided for them when they were penniless.

They remembered and they returned, gratefully spending large sums of money at Mama s nightclub, the
most famous place of entertainment in ASa, aclub that was dmost as much of alegend asits mysterious
owner, atiny old woman whose compassion and mercy were So greet that many wondered if she might
not be areincarnation of the Kannon Buddha

War, disagter, turmoil. Despiteit all Mama had followed the Tao.

And now more recently in her old age she had acquired the kind of retreat she had dways wanted, a
quiet shrine where she could contempl ate the sunrise high above the Imperia moat and the Imperia
palace. From there she descended to the world below only in passing to accrue some minor transitory
wedlth, some award or honor, before returning to her real home far above the city, aspiritud temple
carried on the back of the mythica dragon that had guided her through the years of lossand love.

KIKUCHI-
LOTMANN



Now we see him stepping into the ring, the master of ceremonies dressed in boots and frock coat,
carrying whip and megaphone, a shaman and arbiter of marvels.

Quin came and went. Big Gobi |eft the gpartment with him once, for the first vist to Father Lamereaux,
but he was s0 confused by the meeting Quin left him behind after that. Quin said something about the
names Father Lamereaux had given him. Big Gobi nodded and kept his eyes on the television screen.

Names are fine, he muttered as Quin closed the door.

The Living Room was an underground bar many levels below the street. Quin knew the Japanese
custom of referring to dl female proprietors of bars as Mama.-san, so as soon as he came upon a
walter, after having walked down severd hundred steps, he asked for Mama-san saying they had a
mutud friend, Father Lamereaux.

The suspicious waiter directed him to a corner where there stood a man of some four hundred pounds,
aformer sumo wrestler with ahuge mallet resting on his shoulder. The former sumo wrestler held the
mallet over Quin’s head until the waiter returned.

The waiter bowed. He gpologized for hisfamily and education, his meanness of spirit, his boorish and
crass behavior, hiswhining voice, his unsavory appearance and tota incompetence. Mamawould see
him presently.

In the meantime Quin was invited to be her guest in the Round Room, reserved for the most honored
guests. They left the wrestler in the shadows and started down an interminable spird staircase.
Occasiondly the waiter stopped to ask Quin if he liked Japan, and when Quin reassured him that he did
the man sucked air noisily through histeeth out of wonder or gratitude, or Smply because nothing el'se
seemed appropriate.

After descending another three or four hundred feet they entered a circular room where adozen men or
more sat at a counter facing thewall, or rather small windows recessed in the wall. Their backswereto
him and no one turned when he camein. The waiter directed him to an empty stool, sucked air, and

disappeared.

A face peered up at him from the bartenders' runway, which was sunken so the heads of the bartenders
would not protrude above the counter. Quin ordered adrink and saw a hand come up over the edge
withaglass.

On the counter in front of him there was aconsole of buttons. Family portrait, said one. Small



projection lamp, said another. Tattoos. Kobe cameras. Quin arbitrarily pressed the button for Nose.

The screen that Quin had mistaken for amirror flickered. The screenswere built in such away that only
the man directly in front of one could see which private movie he had sdlected. To everyone e sethe
screens remained mirrors reflecting adistorted view of the smal round room.

Thefirst nose wasflat and spreading. It grew in Size until the screen could no longer containit. The
pores, rich dark holes, were soon big enough to put afist in, asbig as cratersin adesert. The rims of the
craters were cracked, deep down inside lay heaps of fertile materid. The picture continued to expand
until there was only one enormous pore on the screen, avolcanic crater not unlike the one to be found on
top of Mt. Fuji, the Sdes of the pore cut by ancient landdides, the center black with dormant bacteria
lava

The frame faded and another nose appeared, life-size, narrower than thefirdt, quivering, and undeniably
sengtive. A chrysanthemum or acherry blossom presented itself to the nose. The nose hesitated and then
inhaled deeply, bringing on amultitude of tender sensations.

Thethird nose moved rapidly. The hairsin the nostrils flapped as abowl of custard dipped into view.
The nose dammed itsdlf into the custard, emerged, rammed itself into the waxy cartilage of an ear.

The same nose moved down a neck, across an armpit, through the crevice made by two pendulant
breagts. It nudged awoman’s erect nipples, poked the ridges of her rib cage, shook itsalf vigoroudly in
her navel, pecked a the mound of her smooth belly. It caressed the thighs and burrowed between the
toes, sampling, working swiftly.

Quin’s head jerked back. For an instant atotally different image had appeared on the screen, or so it
seemed. A scenefrom what looked like abarnyard, healthy animals being cared for by hedlthy, smiling
peasants wearing starched mudin and embroidered blouses, East Europeans of somekind, Slavs
perhaps, cheerfully tending their animals under the benign guidance, the gpproving fatherly gaze of a
dashing man with amoustache and aworker’ s cap, dressed in aloosdly fitted black suit and ahigh
cdluloid callar.

Lenin?

Theimage was gone at once and not so much seen asimagined, an effect that made the tale of the nose
curioudy disturbing. Somehow the suggestion of an actud historical event added authenticity to afilm that
might otherwise have been merdly obsessive and unredl.

The noselay on itsback as awoman’slegs opened at the top of the screen. The legs descended,
spread wide, bringing down acurtain of wiry hair that ended thefilm.

Quin'sglasswas empty. Even theice was gone. A legend beside the buttons on the counter noted that
al thefilmswere changed every third day. It dso invited the guest to indulge himself in combinations by
pressing severd or al of the buttons at once, thereby creating unique themes previoudy unwitnessed.
Quin was about to order another drink when the waiter regppeared, apol ogizing as before, and invited
him to pay avist to Madame Mama

Once more they walked down aspird staircase, but this one was narrow and plain and neither carpeted
nor lit by chanddiers. It wound down between weathered boards that formed a square shaft, reinforced
a every level by what appeared to be aroof. In fact, Quin wondered if they were descending through a
pagodathat had been built under the ground instead of above, narrowing into the earth instead of the sky.

She sat at the bottom of the well in abare wooden room, atiny white-haired woman in black kimono,



her only decoration an ova emerald resting on her forehead. Sheinclined her head as she greeted him, a
kindly, aristocratic woman who spoke precise English with adightly archaic accent.

The sages like to remind us, she said, that the only life we know hereis as one underground, that we
must pass through many incarnations before we findly seethe sun. A pagoda can adso havethree or five
gtories, but mine has seven. Is Father Lamereaux il dive?

Yesheis, answered Quin.
How strange. | dways thought he died during the war.
No, but it seems he' s been pretty much of arecluse since then.

| see. Well hewas very kind to me once and we must never forget akindness. What may | do for you,
Mr. Quin?

Father Lamereauix thought you might have known my father in Shanghai. He thought you might have
been there when he died.

And when was that?
About 1937 | think.
Mama s face showed no expression.

| was there about then, she said, and | did know many foreigners, many of whom died, most of themin
the end. But they were dl namdessto me. We didn’t use namesthen. Ever,

And you've never heard of someone called Quin?
Mamafrowned. She unfolded her hands, paused, refolded them in adifferent way.

Yes, | believel have. But it was't in Shanghal, it wasin Tokyo. It wasin connection with something
that had happened in Shanghal eight yearsbefore | lived there.

Mama spoke dowly. Shetaked of Japan before the war, of Shanghai and the desperation she had
known there. She said that to recal the events of that lurid erawould beto play an uneasy, painful game
with the past. She talked for over an hour and asked him to come to see her again. Meanwhile she
offered him the use of an interpreter to help him find the other person Father Lamereaux had mentioned.

Quin left feding oddly close to the ancient little woman even though she had not discussed the
circumstances in which she had heard hisfather’ s name. Instead she had talked at |ength about herself.
Why had she avoided his questions?

Quin thought he knew the answer. Geraty had said the espionage ring operated for eight years. If his
father had died in Shanghai when Mamawas there, then the event she had aluded to, the episode that
occurred eight years before that time, might be connected with the beginning of the ring. Mamahad said
it would be an uneasy, painful game of memory to recd| that eraand Quin believed her, for the uneasy,
painful game could have only one name.

Shanghal.



Theinterpreter, ameek elderly man, suggested they begin their search at once in Tsukiji, the area of
Tokyo where Quin had been told to look for the gangster Kikuchi-Lotmann. Since it was the fish market
digtrict, Tsukiji had the best sushi restaurantsin the city. The interpreter led Quin to one on amain street
and indicated atable by the window.

If we gt there, he said, we should be able to get our bearings. Shall we?

Theinterpreter spoke to the waiter and plates of sushi began to appear, those for Quin heavy on the
cheaper cuts of octopus and squid, those for the interpreter tending toward expensive sea urchin and
expensve salmon roe and an extremely expendve northern whitefish that was so rare it was seldom
available at any price.

Quin drank beer. The interpreter drank apremium iced sake from abrewery in Hiroshimathat bottled
the specid brand only once ayear on the Emperor’ s birthday.

Quin finished his beer waiting to hear the interpreter’ s plan for finding Kikuchi-Lotmann. The man said
nothing, instead he ordered a second plate of sushi and athird. Quin found himsdlf paying the bill, which
was exorbitantly high, while the interpreter exchanged pleasantries with the man at the cash regidter.
Once outside, the interpreter walked afew steps to adoorway and stopped.

Careful, he whispered. We must act naturally.

They stood on the sidewak facing the door. The interpreter rolled his eyesto heaven meaningfully,
hiccuped, unzipped histrousers. Quin went over to wait by the curb as a stream of urine splashed
between the interpreter’ s legs and dithered across the crowded sidewalk. The elderly man wiped his
hands with a newspaper before joining Quin &t the curb.

Firg piece of information, he whispered. There appears to be a houseboat in the neighborhood that
everyoneisafraid to talk about.

How do you know? said Quin.

The man at the cash register. We had ashort discussion about the stores and shops and houses and inns
and shacks and restaurants and hotelsin Tsukiji, about the storerooms and warehouses and garages and
so forth, and he never hesitated. He chatted right along with me. So that leaves only a houseboat, don't
you think? I’ m quite sure that’ swhat we' re looking for. Shall we?

Quin followed the interpreter into a coffee shop, dark and restful after the hot sun in the street. The
interpreter asked for the score to the music, aMozart symphony, and read the score while they were
waliting for their coffee to be brought. The beer and the summer heat had made Quin deepy. Soon he
dozed off. His untouched cup of coffee was sitting in front of him when the interpreter tugged hisdeeve
and woke him up.

The sun’sjust going down, he whispered, dways a good time to gather information. Besides, that’s
Haydn and they don’t have the score. Shall we?

Shdll we what? growled Quin.
Theinterpreter laughed lightly.



Very good, we shdl. Thisisthe moment we ve been waiting for.

Quin expected the taxi to take them along a cana where a houseboat would be moored, but instead
they drove across awide stretch of reclaimed land to a breskwater. The interpreter strolled leisurely out
toward the end of the breakwater while the taxi waited. Quin ran after him. The man stood at the end
gazing across Tokyo Bay.

Whét the hell, said Quin.

I know, mused the interpreter, there’ snothing likeit at sunset. The bay and the outline of the city and
aboveit al in the distance our noble Fuji-san. I" ve ways been able to think more clearly here. Infact, |
have afeding the next piece of information isamost within our grasp.

Theinterpreter rolled his eyestoward Mt. Fuji, toward heaven. The wind was behind him so the stream
of urine arched afull thirty feet out over the bay.

Lovey, mused the elderly man.
What is?

All of it. Just lovely and herewe are.
Where?

Just here, repeated the interpreter, his gaze fixed on ether the sacred mountain or some cloud in the
sky. But we mustn't tarry now, the moment has come. Shall we?

Thetaxi returned them to Tsukiji, to another sushi restaurant, this one large and noisy. Theinterpreter
elbowed hisway through the drunken, shouting men to the counter and used some of Quin’smoney to
bribe awaiter into giving them sedts.

Act naturdly, whispered the interpreter asthey sat down. Thisisthe place, all right. Pretend we just
dropped in to have abite. No one must think we' re redly looking for information.

Mounds of raw fish piled up in front of them, the interpreter eating ravenoudy asif he had not seen food
inweeks. He drank heavily and hummed hisway through the entire Mozart symphony that had been
played in the coffee shop earlier in the afternoon. He laughed, he picked histeeth noisly, he shouted, he
sang war songs, ordered more and more sushi and more and more sake to go withit.

Hourswent by. Quin wasfurious, drunk, dazed from the heat. Some time after midnight he was
presented with an enormous bill. Heintended to pay it and leave and never see the interpreter again, but
as he got up from the counter the elderly man tugged his deeve and whispered urgently.

That' sright, just act naturdly. But give me your money roll to pay the bill with, now is absolutely the
moment.

Beside the cash register was a set of scales used for weighing fish. The interpreter dropped some
money into one sSide of the scales, the bill into the other. He belched loudly.

A feadt, he shouted.
Miserable fare, shouted the ederly man who served as cashier.

The finest restaurant in Japan, shouted the interpreter.



Impossible, shouted the cashier.

| ingst uponit, yelled the interpreter.

The grace of Buddha descends upon me, yelled the cashier.
The houseboat, whispered the interpreter.

Thereisnone, whispered the cashier.

Theinterpreter eased ahandful of coinsinto the scales. He stroked afistful of notes and let them flutter
down one by one on top of the coins.

Snow, he whispered. Gently faling snow that covers the path to the castle.

Much snow must fal, whispered the cashier, to obscure the footprints of the stranger who attemptsto
sneak up on the castle under cover of darkness.

Theinterpreter pulled more notes from Quin’smoney roll and let them fall into the scales.

Might it be, he whispered, that one must be careful because the lord of this castle is so powerful ?
He has power beyond power. No one equals him in power.

No one? That isadifficult claim to make. We have our Emperor, after dl.

The Emperor has been powerless since the thirteenth century.

True enough. He has been only afigurehead, agod. Rea power has long been in the hands of the
warlords. Isit not s0?

The cashier shrugged. Of remote eras, he whispered, | know nothing.

But do you mean to say then, whispered the interpreter, that the power of thislord in the castle
comparesto that of the warlords of more recent eras? That it compares to those warriorswho afew
short decades ago were our leadersin the conquest of Chinaand the Pacific? Could hisempire redlly
compareto their Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere?

Greater Asawhat? whispered the cashier. China, you say? The Peacific? East Asia? Spheres of spheres
and prosperity? No, this empire does not compare to that one because it ismuch larger. And it isred,
unlike that other one that was only a dream, so flimsy it collgpsed in aday or two under the weight of one
bomb. No, thisempire exigts, | tdll you.

Then the man who rulesit must be amighty emperor indeed. When does he hold court in hiscastle, this
emperor of emperors?

The cashier scooped up the money in the scales and rang up asmall sum on the cash register. He
stopped whispering and spoke in anorma voice.

Fifty grams, he said. That would be avery good white-fish, short and round, but also too powerful a
swvimmer for any fisherman to catch. I’ m afraid we don't have what you' relooking for.

Theinterpreter hiccuped. The cashier sucked air through histeeth. They staggered out of the restaurant
and down the street through crowds of men lurching back and forth, spraying each other. At last the
interpreter found an unoccupied telephone pole, where he unzipped histrousersin the glare of a



strestlight.

That’ sit, he whispered, we haveit al now. Firgt, he said fifty grams and that’ s haf ahundred or haf the
night. Midnight. That’s when this emperor among gangsters shows up at his houseboat. Second, he'sa
short rotund man. Third, the rackets he controls make up an empire larger than the Japanese empire
during the Second World War. Fourth, the rackets aren’t confined to the Orient but operate dl over the
world. Fifth, heis more powerful than Generd Tojo was twenty years ago. Sixth, | don’t know what the
cashier meant by calling him white. The Japanese language isvery imprecise. Isit possiblethis gangdter is
aWesterner? Partly Western?

| suppose so, said Quin. But anyway, where isthis houseboat?

Right behind the restaurant we were just in, that’ swhy we went there of course. Most of the canalsin
Tokyo are sewerstoday, one of the few that isn’t is behind that restaurant. Clean water. Just what you’ d
want if you lived on ahouseboat. | thought of sewers while we were in the coffee shop, which iswhy we
went there of course, then | thought of clean water while we were looking at the clean lines of Fuji-san at
sunset, which iswhy we went down to the bay of course. But it has been along day and now | think we
must be going. Shdl we?

Quintook out hismoney.

Impossible, said the interpreter. | wouldn't think of it. After al, I’ ve done practicaly nothing for you.
And let methank you for the sushi and the sake and the Mozart. It was a very relaxing day.

He waved through the back window of the taxi as he drove away, leaving Quin astonished at the ease
with which he had uncovered the information. But of course Quin had no way of knowing that he had just
spent the day with aformer corpora who had once been the chauffeur of aman who was agreat master
spy and double agent at the time of that other empire, who had observed ten thousand clandestine
techniques as he drove the most feared man in the Kempeitai, thelittle Baron with the glass eye that
never closed, through the dangerous streets of Mukden and the intricate alleys of Shanghai, the
bewildering plots and deceptions of a Tokyo that had disappeared with the war.

Generaly Big Gobi moved around and around the apartment while he was watching television. If he
saw aclogged sink on the screen he went out to the kitchen to examine their sink. If he saw aclogged
stomach he went into the bathroom to seeif he could move his bowels.

L ate one afternoon Quin went over to the set and turned it off. A minute or two later Big Gobi moaned.
Hey Quin. Hey what' sthat al about? | wasright in the middle of something.

What?

| don’t know. Something.

Y ou haven't moved in days.



Haven't 1?

Now listen, Gobes, the tube’ s been out of focus since yesterday. Y ou lost the picture and you didn’t
even know it. There' s been nothing but ahum coming out.

Wil hey, maybe | wasinthe middle of that.

No good, Gobes. Tell mewhat’ s bothering you.
Nothing.

Come on.

Dol haveto?

Yes.

Big Gobi twisted his hands. He wrung them, pretended to wash them, pretended to dry them.
It'sjust this. | can't think straight anymore.

What' s the maiter?

Everything' s upside down, that’ swhat’ s the maiter.
Why?

Because everything' s changed. | mean dl my life there salways been onething | could trust. | didn’t
have much else and it was terribly important, but now it'sjust gone, I mean just like that. How can you
lose something that used to be the whole world to you?

Maybe you don't, Gobes, maybe you don't redly loseit. What was it?

Big Gobi went through theritua of washing his hands again. He rubbed the dent in his shoulder.
What do you want to know for?

Because | care about you.

I know, | know you do, | know that’ swhy you want to know, but what difference doesit make when
nothing can be done about it anyway? | mean some things are hard to talk about.

What, Gobes?

Wil you know what | mean, don’t you, | mean you know me, | don’t have to comeright out and say it.
All right. It stelevison, igT't it?

Sure.

It doesn’t mean as much to you asit used to.

Asmuch? Does't mean as much? It means nothing at dl, that' swhat it means. After dl theseyearsit’'s
just gone, just asif it had never been there. And it was my family, Quin, it was my home and my friends
and you know, everything. It wasjust plain me and now it’snothing at all.



Maybe not.

Butitis, | mean| know itis. | look at the set now and | don’t fedl athing. | mean | remember how |
used to fed, but that’ sdl. | used to fed | couldn’t live without it and now | don’t even care. It frightens
me. How can thingsjust be gone? How can you just lose them?

| don’'t know that you can. New things happen though. Something else comes along. What' s the new
thing, Gobes?

Y ou know. Y ou must know.

Tdl me.

All right I'll tell you, I'll tell you tomorrow.
No, now.

Right now?

Yes.

Likethat?

Likethat.

All right, Quin, I will. I’ll tdl you just like that.
wdl?

Jogglies.

What?

Jagglies. | can't think about anything but Jigglies. | look at the set and | see Jigglies. The picture goes off
and | ill see Jgglies. When | try to go to deep I'm thinking of Jgglies and that keeps me awake. | think
about Jigglieswhen I'm trying to eat and the silly food won't go down. | mean | know that night wasn't
anything specia to you, | know that, but it wasto meand | fed just avful now. It' sdriving me crazy.

Big Gobi washed and dried his hands. He buried himsdf in his chair. Quin wasthinking of the bar in
Y okohama, of Big Gobi marching away from the colored lights of the jukebox behind an aging, shapeless
whore, ascarred admiral of awhore who had commanded fleets of Japanese battleships during the war,
who had captained half the freightersin the world since then.

Listen, said Quin. | know aplace that’s supposed to be the best in Asafor girls. How about it?
Where?

Right here.

Tokyo?

Right.

A kind of pdace?

Exactly.



With aprincess?

She'll be aprincess. We Il make sure of it.

When?

Tonight. Right now.

Redly?

Sure. Y ou change and we' Il be on our way.

Change?

Big Gobi looked down a himself. He was wearing bathing trunks.

Why was he wearing bathing trunks? He tried to remember. It was because he had had them on that
night. He had been in ahurry to leave the beach, the dull one for swimming, to get to the other beach
where there were tattoo parlors and jukeboxes and jigglies. He had been in such ahurry he hadn’t
changed, so that was the way he walked into the bar in Y okohama.

Barefeet. No shirt. Bathing trunks.
A life preserver over his shoulder.

But the aging, shapeless admird standing in the colored lights of the jukebox hadn’t laughed a him. In
her long career she had scuttled too many battleships and seen too many shipwrecked sailorsto be
surprised when aman staggered through the door stripped nearly naked, grinning, gripping hislife
preserver.

Big Gobi smiled shyly.

Sorry, Quin, I'll change right now. As| told you, I’ ve had this one thing on my mind.

They passed a sandlot where barefoot boys in white pgjamas were begting their hands againgt trees.
Why, Quin?

Karate. Smash your hand against atreefor three or four years and you have calluses an inch thick.
Smash it into akeg of sand for another three or four yearsand al the fingers are the same length.

Why?
So your hand' s shaped like ahoe.

Big Gobi looked at his hands. He saw awoman carrying pieces of chicken wrapped in broad wood
shavings. Why didn’t they use paper? Girlsin short skirts were going to work, and men with towels
around their necks were coming from work after stopping at the public bath. Why didn’t they bathe at



home? Why didn’t the girlsgo to work in the morning?
It was dlly. The whole country was silly. He didn’'t want his hand to look like a hoe.

Hefdt for the eyein his pocket, the eye he had bought after the accident with the tuna fish in Boston,
the weekend the foreman dipped in the freezer locker and was crushed under aload of thawing fish. The
whole episode had started with an eye, Big Gobi knew that and he didn’t want it to happen again. Soa
few days later when he had chanced to pass a store that sold surgical supplies and had seen aglasseye
inthe window he had gonein and bought it. Now he kept it with him aways, never playing with it or
taking it out except when he had to, saving it for emergencies. Even Quin didn’t know about the glass
eye. No one knew about it because it had to do with the tuna fish and the foreman’ s accident.

They went down along spiral staircase, passed a huge man with amallet, kept on descending.
Hey, said Big Gobi. Hey what’ sthe name of this palace?
TheLiving Room.

It was slly. Nothing made any sense anymore. Palaces didn’t have living rooms. Palaces were
supposed to be up in the sky.

He was even more disappointed when they went into asmall, dark room, smadler than theonein
Y okohama, lacking ajukebox. They sat down in an acove hidden behind palm trees. A bucket of ice
was brought with abottleinit. Big Gobi tasted the bubbly ginger de and found it bitter. Thetal, flat
glasses held only amouthful.

Hewaslondy. An old woman with asilly green jewd in the middle of her forehead came and sat down
beside Quin. Wasthat Quin’sideaof a princess? While they talked he peeked between the palm trees. It
was dark out there. Where was everyone?

The old woman left and Quin went with her, saying he would be back in afew minutes. Big Gobi
shrugged. Hedidn't care.

He finished the bottle of ginger de thinking about the girl in'Y okohamawho had jewels on her dippers,
not on her forehead. He tried washing and drying his hands, but that didn’t help either. Another bottle
came. He drank some more.

All a once abeautiful girl was sitting down beside him, ayoung girl with black hair to her waist, a
princess. She was wearing an evening dress and stroking hisarm. The only girl who had ever done that
before was the nurse in the army when she gave him water injections. Instinctively he jerked hisarm

avay.
Her hand fell on hisknee. She giggled and went on stroking him.
Whatever you want, said her lovely eyes. | love your knee. | lovedl of you.

Big Gobi suddenly laughed. He was happy. This princess was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen
and shewas smiling a him, admiring him, loving him.

He began to talk, he couldn’t help it. He told her about the orphanage and oysters and the army and the
bustrip and the seagull soup on the freighter and running away from the seagulls through ablizzard. He
confessed his secrets, al but one of them, and still she smiled at him, loved him, urged him to go on.

Her hand dipped up to histhigh.



Big Gobi was smiling too, giggling, pouring himsaf more ginger de. The princesswas beawtiful, lifeinthe
pal ace was beautiful. She loved him, why not tell her everything? She would understand about the
accident in the freezer locker.

Sheblew in hisear. Her hand moved over and touched him right there, stroked him right there. Big
Gobi took the eye out of his pocket so that he wouldn't lose contral.

It al happened quickly. She pulled her hand away, her smile was gone, her face amixture of wonder
and doubt. Shewas staring a his hand on the table, at the eye buried in his palm. The eye was staring
back at her, reflecting the dim light in the dcove. Big Gobi didn’t want her to take her hand away and he
didn’t want to stop talking. He wanted to tell her about the tuna fish and the accident with the foreman
before it wastoo late.

He pulled her toward him, she pulled away. She said something he didn’t understand and her dress
ripped. She screamed.

The jukebox in Y okohama, the jewels, the beach, oysters. Colored lights went off in Big Gobi’ s head.
What wasthat eye doing in hishand? Wasit redlly an eye or wasit an oyster?

He pushed it into hismouth. Swalowed it.

The girl shrieked. He pulled her again and her dresstore, the jigglieswereright in front of him. He
sueezed the jigglies, squeezed himself, got histrousers down as the two of them crashed backward
through the pam treesinto the middle of the room. Waiterstried to hold hisarms and legs, the sumo
wrestler’ smallet landed on his head but Big Gobi went on pumping. The mallet rosein theair asecond
time.

Therewas no way of knowing whether the second blow from that heavy weapon, by itsalf, would have
stopped him. In any case his orgasm had aready begun before the mdlet fell. By thetimeit struck him he
was spent, limp, relaxed. The mallet grazed his ear and herolled over on his back, snoring, asmileon his
face, one arm tucked underneath the naked girl.

He awoke on alanding near the street, his ear bandaged, Quin standing over him. He wanted to tell
Quin that it had been nobody’ sfault. Not hers for touching him right there where a princess touches you
when she loves you. Not hisfor taking out the eye because he loved her and didn’t want an accident to
happen at the table. No one was to blame. Everything had happened out of love.

Big Gohbi thought of al the things he wanted to say, but only the same silly words kept coming ot.
I’'m sorry.

I’'m sorry, Quin.

Sorry.

Terribly sorry.

Hetried to say more and couldn’t, ssammered, repeated himsdlf. And then Quin turned on him.
Hold your tongue, he said.

Big Gobi closed hiseyes. He didn't say anything after that because he had heard that voice before. It
wasthe kind of voice acook on afreighter used, or anursein the army, or a bus driver when he took
your ticket and toreit up.



Just destroyed it, just like that, and threw it away not caring that you were al aone and had nowhereto
go without aticket.

It waswrong, Big Gobi knew it was wrong. Quin was like abrother to him, but even Quin got angry
because he could never say what he wanted to say, could never open his heart and love people the way
he wanted to love them, touch them the way he wanted to touch them without some terrible accident
happening. Perhapsif he' d told Quin long ago about the mistake with the foreman and the tunafish, he
might have understood thistime. But he hadn’t told him then and now it wastoo late. It was dl wrong
and no one wasto blame, but it wastoo late.

Hold your tongue.

Big Gobi closed his eyes. Those were the last words that would ever cause him pain for when they sank
into him a gate clanged shut behind them, a pal ace gate that would never open again. Hetried toliveina
world that was strange and frightening, tried to cal it silly, tried to pretend he could live the way other
people lived. But the gestures had aways been clumsy, the acting artless, ajester with aseriousface, a
buffoon without asmile. Although hewas askind and lonely asaclown, in the end no one laughed.

Thereafter he might walk after Quin, the brother, down this street or that from the pagt, through the
mythica lost cities of Shanghal and Tokyo and there find his mother or father without knowingit,
answering questions that went unheard because the dream was gone, because the child within him had
fled to the safety of that changdessinner kingdom where neither pain nor insult could be found, nothingin
fact but the silent palace where the prince who might have been sat lonein his cell, beyond hope or
sadness, patiently waiting for death.

Each morning they had the same conversation when Big Gobi cameinto the living room and sat down
with hishandsin hislap, there to remain for the rest of the day.

How' s the ear, Gobes?
Theear’sfine.
Bandagetoo tight?
The bandage' sfine.

Look, I'm sorry | spoketo you that way, | didn’t meanit. | just got angry that something like that had
to happen in Mama s place.

Anger’ sfine. That Mama sfine. What happened’ sfine.

Quin nodded to himsdf and went into the kitchen, or outside to walk, or back into the bedroom to stare
at the floor. Somehow he knew he had to get through to Big Gobi, he had to break histrance. In the end,
not knowing how it might help, he decided to take him aong to the meeting with the gangster
Kikuchi-Lotmann.



Later that evening on the houseboat with Kikuchi-Lotmann would remind him of another meeting on a
houseboat, the one Mama had failed to mention in her first conversation with him, the episode that had
taken placein Shanghal eight years before she arrived there, the evening when Baron Kikuchi had
embraced his convictions and agreed to supply the plans of the Generd Staff of the Imperia Army tothe
engaging hushband of hisformer mistress, aman named Quin.

Onerecollection, asmall one.

Soon there would be many more since Quin was unknowingly nearing the center of the espionagering
that had received its code name from an event in the life of the mysterious Adzhar, a clandestine network
that had connected his father and the Genera and Father Lamereaux, and Maeve and Miyaand Mama,
and through them others as well, in a performance of love and desperation so powerful it could reach out
thirty yearslater to claim both murders and suicides, create a new Kannon Buddha, and bring on the
most magnificent funerd in Asasince the degth of Kubla Khan.

And all because Quin wanted to help Big Gobi, and in so doing introduced him to his murderer.

Just before midnight they were waking down the cana behind the sushi restaurant when ayoung
Japanese stepped out of the shadows with a submachine gun. He was wearing a dark business suit and
his hair was cut short, but Quin wouldn’t have recognized him anyway without his false moustache and
fase sdeburns. The young Japanese pointed the submachine gun at an dley and moved behind them.
There was nothing to do but march ahead.

They cameto ablank wall a the end of thedley. A buzzer sounded. Thewall rolled away to reved an
enormous hdl, abrightly lit area where hundreds of young women in white overdls and white surgica
masks sat at benches studying banks of miniature television sets. Behind the setswere computers. The
televison screens showed scenes from al over the world, shipyards and ol refineries, camerafactories,
massage parlors, motorcycle assembly lines, bars and restaurants, transistor radio plants, every manner
of enterprise and industry.

The guard waved them through a door into another large hdll, lesswel lit, where young men in white
overals and white surgical masks supervised machines that stacked and packaged currencies,

The next door led into darkness. They were outside again facing the cand. A narrow gangplank ran
down to asmall houseboat.

When they stepped on the gangplank alight went on. A speaker began to play circus music. They
passed through atiny room with a bare canvas cot and one empty coat hanger on the wall beside awhip
and megaphone. They walked through another door onto the deck.

Thewater was black and gill. On the far side of the canal the windowlesswall of awarehouse
stretched for hundreds of yards. A charcoal brazier burned near the edge of the deck, which was
covered with sawdust. Folding canvas chairs were scattered here and there. From one of them rose a
short, rotund man who wore sted-rimmed glasses and alavender frock coat. He smiled as he put out his
hand.

Jugt intime, he said. I'm serving Mongolian mixed grill tonight. Y our name please?
Quin.
The short, rotund man shook his hand warmly.

Kikuchi-Lotmann, Mr. Quin, a pleasure. | was beginning to wonder what had happened to you. |



expected to see you soon after you made your inquiries. Were you delayed?
Quin pointed at the bandage over Big Gobi’ s ear. Kikuchi-Lotmann shook his head with concern.

An accident? How unfortunate. But in any case you' re here and now we can have our chat. Who wasiit
that sent you to me?

Father Lamereaux.
Ah, such agood man, so gentle and so kind. | haven't seen him since | was achild. Excuse me, please.

The young man with the submachine gun clicked his hedls and handed areport to Kikuchi-Lotmann,
who glanced through it with no expression on hisface. The guard stood at order arms. Kikuchi-Lotmann
lit along cigar and puffed briefly.

That settlesit, he said. Sell our Korean textiles, our Kuwait crude, and our Kabul goats. Buy Surabgja
brothels and bring down the government in Syria. I’ ll see the delegation from Bolivianext week. Tell the
familiesin Belgium and Bdi to stop feuding or I'll put out contracts. Corner the unrefined sugar market in
Burma, viaBeirut. Put ahold on South African diamonds until the Venezuelans agree to our pineapple
terms. Bring gin, ice, and bitters.

The guard clicked his hedls and | eft. Kikuchi-L otmann removed a necktie from his pocket and tied it in
the place of the one he waswesaring.

Not since | was achild, he repested, in Kamakura before the war. He often used to visit the man who
took me in when | was a nameless orphan, Rabbi L otmann, the former Baron Kikuchi. Lotmann dways
admired Lamer-eaux’ s knowledge of the No thester. Are you also interested in No?

Quin shook his head.
Nor am |. Performances yes, but of adifferent kind.

He paused, smiling, asif Quin were supposed to understand something by that. But when Quin said
nothing he nodded quickly.

| see, hetold you nothing about me. Well what might the name of your friend be?
Gabi.

Gobi? The desert in China? A curious name. In Chinese he would be called Shamo. That’ stheir word
for it, it means sandy wastes. Men known as dune-dwellerslived there in prehistoric times. Artifacts have
been found aong with dinosaur eggs. Would you like adrink before dinner?

They sat down at afolding camp table and Kikuchi-Lotmann mixed pink gins. A servant, ashort man
with gray hair, appeared with a platter of kidneysand liver, heart, spleen, asection of the large intestine,
tongue and hocks and throat. Something about the man reminded Quin of Mama, perhaps hisheight or
the resignation in his eyes. But the servant was thickset whereas Mamawasfrail, and the compassion in
her face was replaced by hardnessin his.

Kikuchi-L otmann ingpected the platter and gave ingtructions for cooking the mest. At the sametime he
chopped up leeks and watercress and made a salad dressing.

| wonder if | haven't seen him before, said Quin, nodding in the direction of the servant who was now
bent over the charcoa brazier.



Unlikdly, answered Kikuchi-Lotmann. He's one of my two persona bodyguards and is dways with me.
The other isthe young man who escorted you in. The young one cdl the sudent and the old one the
policeman, because that' s what they were when | hired them. The student is good at remembering things
and the policeman isgood at grilling meat. And now, Mr. Quin, let’s have our chat. Why are you here?

Totry to find out about my father, although | don’t see how you could have known him. He died before
thewar.

| was achild before the war, Mr. Quin, and the only foreigners | knew as a child were two friends of
Rabbi Lotmann. One was Father Lamereali, the other was an ederly Russian linguist by the name of
Adzhar who dso lived in Kamakura. Adzhar wasin hislate seventies then, about the time you were being
born. Isit possble you later changed your name to something more American?

Kikuchi-Lotmann grinned. Quin smiled and shook his head.
I’'m afraid not. 1t would make agood story, but Adzhar’ s not the man I’m looking for.
Looking for? Y ou said he was dead. What do you mean?

I mean | know very little about my father or mother, other than that they lived out here. | came to Japan
to find out what | could.

But how am | to help if | never knew a Quin and never heard of one?
| don’'t know. All I know isthat Father Lamereaux told me to come to see you and herel am.
Quin smiled. Kikuchi-Lotmann laughed.

| have afeding, said Kikuchi-Lotmann, that the old Jesuit’ s up to something. Well he' s clever, we know
that. | assume he knew your father?

Not well, only in one specia way. He saw him occasiondly but never for more than aminute or two at
atime. Hecan't tell memuch redly.

But he did know him, just as he knew Rabbi Lotmann. He knew your father and he knew my guardian,
and obvioudy there' s some reason why he wanted us to meet. Do you know what that might be?

No.

Kikuchi-Lotmann removed his glassesto polish them, his eyes shrinking to two solemn dots. The
glasses went on again and Quin was faced with two large smiling eyes.

| think | might, said Kikuchi-Lotmann. | think it might have to do with No plays. They’re stylizations,
aren't they? The actors wear masks so there can be no doubt of that, then too the number of rolesis
quite limited no matter what the play. Only ahandful redly. The witch, the princess, the old man, the
brother, and so forth. Now it happens there’ s only one thing | know about my parents, and Rabbi
Lotmann might have told Father Lamereaux about it just as hetold me.

What isit?

Their last circus performance. How they died. Do you know the story of Emperor Taisho opening
parliament?

No.



I’ tell it to you, but just excuse me aminute, please.

The bodyguard with the submachine gun cameto order arms, clicked his hedls, and handed
Kikuchi-Lotmann a second report. He lit anew long cigar and glanced over the single sheet of paper.

Just as | expected, he said. Say no to the automobile franchise in Thailand, offer Icelandic fishing
groundsinstead. Acquire a controlling interest in Ceylonese teaand let it be known that no shipswill be
unloaded in Maaysiaand no opium alowed out of Turkey unlesswe get dl of Bombay’ s mae brothels.
Send alletter of condolenceto the head of the Burundi family. Also agreeto financethe airport in the
Sulawes but not the sted mill in Sikkim. Fix the horse racesin Buenos Aires and send the proceedsto
our London insurance firm. Switch our arms shipments from the sultansin Sabah to the terrorigts. In
Somalia do the opposite, withdraw support from the terrorists and send tanks to the sheiks. Buy Austrian
skiing, sdll Libyan electronics. Take control of the trans-Siberian pipeline.

Oil or natural gas? asked the bodyguard.

Natura gas, said Kikuchi-Lotmann. Use our Geneva and Zurich banks. Liquidate our off-shorerightsin
Africa, take an option on the Brazilian jungle. Levy an eight percent surcharge on al vesselsanchored in
the Mediterranean. Build atourist industry on the Caspian in Iran, emphasis on speed boats and snack
bars and fast service. Schedule acod miners gstrike in Finland the day after tomorrow. End the
Honduran boycott of Nicaraguan bananas. Put out the order that | want everyone in the organization to
get ahaircut before the weekend. Don'’t bring me any more reports tonight.

The bodyguard backed away. Kikuchi-Lotmann took anew necktie from his pocket.

The Emperor Taisho, he said, was on the throne in the 1920s when Father Lamereauix first cameto
Japan. There was an event then that made a great sensation athough nothing was ever printed about it,
naturally. Being god in those days, the Emperor didn’t have much to do. One of hisfew dutieswasto
open parliament. The chamberlains were aways worried how Taisho would handle himself at the opening
because he had never been quite right in the head. Well thistime he stood at the podium and didn’'t seem
to be doing anything at dl, not even reading his document. He just stood there looking down at the
bowed heads, rather a blank expression on hisface. After about ten minutes of this had gone by, he
smiled suddenly asif anideahad just cometo him. All a once he rolled up the document hewas
supposed to be reading, rolled it up in the shape of aspy glass. He put it to his eye and swept the
chamber with it, peeking at one man after another. The chamberlainswere rushing to get ahold of him
when heyeled out in a high squesky voice: Hello down there. | am the Emperor. Who are you?

Kikuchi-L otmann laughed.

Hewouldn’t give up his spy glass, o they had to lead him away and open parliament without the
document being read. Well the point is, perhaps that’ swhat Father Lamereaux is doing. Perhapshe's
saying, | am the Emperor and it’s up to you to answer for yoursdf. He knew my guardian, he knew your
father, he knew the way my parents died. There's a connection somewhere, and it must have to do with
that last circus. With that vast unrea warehouse on the outskirts of Shangha.

Shanghai?

Of course. Where lsein Asia could such acircus have been performed?



After they finished the meal Kikuchi-Lotmann poured brandy. Big Gobi stared at the fire and dozed. A
full moon had risen abovethe cand. It was well after midnight and the city was quiet. Facing the il
water from the houseboat, they seemed far from Tokyo.

Kikuchi-Lotmann removed his necktie and tied in its place one of deep crimson.

The circus, he announced, taking off his glasses. His eyes shrank to dots as he recited the poem.

To know its sawdust,
Its smells and rings and highbars,
Isto remember.

A haiku, he said. Not avery good one, but at least of my own making. Now let usrecal that other
circus, the circus we knew as children. The sweep of the trapeze acts, the grace of the dangerous cats,
the ridiculous clowns, the lumbering e ephants, the confusing jugglers, the flying bareback riders. A
magica show without end because of the magic in achild's heart.

Y et when we go back years later we see a different performance. The costumes are shoddy, the smells
cheap, the clowns not quite so funny, the aeridists not quite so daring. The dream is gone and what we
Seeiscrude, even grotesque. Sadness? Y es. Because we know the circus hasn't changed.

So much for the wonders of childhood. Now for the setting of this particular circus, Shanghai in those
last days before the war.

Enormous wedlth, enormous poverty. Thousands of entrepreneurs and tens of thousands of daves. The
opium rightsto aprovince lost a agame of cards. WWomen given fortunesin exchange for an evening of
pleasure, or thrown into the baggage train of awarlord as a different kind of payment. Peasant boys
reigning as queens one day and tortured to degth the next. Hundreds of people daughtered because a
Chinese or Japanese genera wakes up in the morning with painful hemorrhoids.

Infood the favored ddlicacy is shrimp fed on human flesh. In acohol and drugs the preferred mixtureis
laudanum, which combinesthe two.

These are the smple facts and figures of Shanghai, acity crowded with White Russians and exiles and
adventurers of every kind, the halfway point on the east coast of Asia, atermind for victimsof al breeds
and races.

Facts and figures. Are they enough, or isit possible that Shangha was more than this? Not just acity
but a state of mind, or to be more precise, an actud part of the mind? A visonwe al carry somewhere
within us?

It isheretha my father finds himsdf with hiscircus one winter late in the 1930s. Heisthe circus master
and my mother, in order to be near him, has taught hersdlf to be an aeridist. A group of wedlthy
degenerates agpproaches him for aspecia performance, aprivate showing, actsto match the times and



mock them. Helistens to them and agrees, implying a performance unlike any ever staged. He moveshis
circusto an abandoned warehouse on the outskirts of the city and goesto work aone rigging the high
wires, preparing the props and costumes himself.

Thenight of the circus comes. It isto begin exactly at midnight. The spectators arrive in evening dress
and take their places while the band plays ruffles and flourishes. It is cold in the gloomy warehouse, but
the excitement istoo gresat for anyone to bother with that.

Trumpets. A drooping clown holdsasign for silence.
Thedrumrolls. A juggler spinsashadowy web of balsintheair.

Now we see him stepping into the ring dressed in boots and frock coat, carrying awhip and
megaphone, the shaman and arbiter of marvels. He rai ses the megaphone and we hear the acts he will
present.

The one-eyed tomb of Semarang.
The sure-footed vine of Mindanao.
The prancing Brunel horse.

The untamed leopard of Irrawaddy.
The Malacca cane.

The one and only Johore jerkin in captivity.

The spectators refuse to acknowledge thislist of preposterous acts. Some are stupefied, othersangry, a
few fearful. They have brought bags of shrimp with them to eat during the performance, and now they
begin noisly cracking thetails of the shrimp, peding them, stuffing the rich meat into their mouths. There
ishissng and shouting, Samping, catcdls.

The snaredrum ralls again, the juggler plays out his shadowy game. My father continues announcing
actsthat have never been acted, animasthat have never lived. It'snonsense, of course, yet dl of itis
serious aswell asmeaningless.

At last helowers the megaphone. He walks across the sawdust to the side of the ring looking up at my
mother who is poised on the highbar, waiting for her trapeze act, a hundred feet above the ground.

Does she understand at the moment what he is doing? What is about to happen?

Perhaps. But it istoo late for her or anyone to stop a performance that began long ago. Long ago, yes,
and now it ishere.

Tuneless, masterless

Come the acts of memory,



A Shanghai circus.

Kikuchi-Lotmann untied his necktie. He took a black one from his pocket and knotted it in place.

Poetry isa sauce, he said, and like al good sauces it should be both sweet and sour. The performance
he had prepared that night, you see, was for avery small audience. The wedlthy patronsin the stands, the
animas and acts and clowns, the band and the jugglerswere dl props for a private performance he was
about to stage for one person and one person aone, the woman on the highbar. To each of usloveisa
different mixture. To him it meant aring and abed.

But before | complicatethetae, let me say that it isreadly very smple. A man is enamored with the dash
and excitement of the circus. He giveshislifeto it and discoverstoo late that the love of onewomanis
more important. Now wasting one slife is commonplace. This man’s madness came because he had
knowingly refused the gift.

Thering? Thecircusring of course, the circle where a confident dissembler strutsin his clever costumes
sowing shouts and laughter, thinking he will trick lifewith his acts and disguises by tricking the foolswho
have come to watch him, which indeed he will one evening after another since spectators are there for
that very purpose. The spectators applaud vigoroudly but after every performance the hal isemptied, and
thus at the end of every clever evening the circus master must remember and remove the disguises he has
squandered before the trumpets. He is naked then, trapped in the tight sllence of the ring that has become
his cage, done with the squeezed tubes of paint and the hollow, worn costumes, standing aone on
sawdust strewn with dead footprints that are mere acts of memory. Others come to see and marvel, they
leave, and when they are gone he no longer exists.

And the bed? The bed of my mother, al her bedsin one. The bed where she was born and dept asa
child, agirl, ayoung woman. Where she took her first lover and her first ten and twenty lovers and many
more even after she married because her husband would not receive her love. Because he thought the
circus was too important to him. Because he gave hislife to become aring master in the clamor and
triumph of asawdugt circle.

Probably he even encouraged her in those trangtory affairsin order to be more at ease with himself, in
order to think shewasn't londly, in order to hide from himsdlf the fact that ultimately he could neither
accept her love nor return it. Surely they both must have been involved in those acts of life that became
decidve through repetition, even though the two of them might never have openly admitted they were
making decisons.

And so it went year after year. An ambitious costumed man cleverly performing inthering. A lonely
woman in abed exchanging love for hope with one passerby after another, exchanging love for flowers,
for dinner, for an evening with someone, anyone, so that at least for an evening time could pass finger by
finger ingtead of minute by minute.

The circus had dways been his passion. When did its magic begin to dip away? When did he begin to
have doubts about the trumpets that sounded when he stepped into the ring night after night? When did
he begin to loathe the costumes and disguises? To detest the audiences who cheered only when he



followed one act quickly with another? Who hissed when he fatered, hissed when he ssumbled,
demanded more and more, and then |eft the moment the performance ended?

Thereisno way to know. It happened. The ring became a cage. He had to reinforce himself with
heavier and heavier doses of acohol before he could bring himsdlf to put on his costumes, to fix asmile
to hisface, to step forward and pretend he was till pleased with himsdlf, fill in command of the animals,
gl trying to amuse the spectators, still striving for the applause that was now utterly meaninglessto him.
Hewas given to darker and darker moods. He became morose, even violent.

Hiswifetried to help him but she couldn’t. Her kindnessinfuriated him because it reminded him of what
he had lost in life, what he had thrown away. Despite her efforts the only time he could be intimate with
her was after he had been drinking for hours. When he thought he could forget.

A woman opens
Her legs with smiles and gestures.

The bed is crowded.

Crowded with the men she had known over the years, the men he had driven her to. Hetried to forget
but he couldn’t. The woman he loved and the circus he hated mixed in hismind, the bed and thering
were entangled. One became a vision of the other and that vision obsessed him. When helooked at her
now he saw asuccession of vulgar defiling acts, the smiles and gestures of other men that were apart of
her, aperforming hell of screeching animals and leering jugglers, clowns pulling water pumps out of their
trousers, pulling live chickens out of their baggy trousers as they smirked and worked their tongues.

A man so haunted by her past that atime came when he could no longer makeloveto her at dl, no
matter how much acohol he had consumed. And that was the end for him. He could bear it no longer.
Exhaugted, totally humiliated, he prepared alast performance and stepped into thering in front of a
howling Shangha mob.

Trumpets. Snare drums. The spotlight risesto the celling where atiny figure is crouching under the
skylight, aworld-famous dwarf whose high dive will be the opening act. All heads go back. Silence. The
dwarf legps into space blindfolded and hurtles down from the black sky.

A thin slk cord, invisible from below, is attached to the dwarf’ sankle. At the last moment the silk cord
will catch him. Hisfal will be broken afew inches above the floor. He will go into along bouncing swing
as heremovesthe blindfold, grins, waves triumphantly from his upside-down position.

Except thistime the cord isafew inchestoo long. The snaresrall, the drums boom, and the dwarf’s
head splatters over the sawdust.

The end of aman who has been my father’ sfriend for years.

At once the spotlight turns to three clowns approaching the stands on gtiltsafull thirteen feet high. The
clowns assume antic poses. Their hands interpret various obscene suggestions. Suddenly thereé sasharp
crack, one of the stilts has been sawed through the middle. The clown comes tumbling down, knocking
over the other two as hefals.

One man rips open hisface, another is pierced through the heart by the broken stilt. Thethird lieson his



back opening and closing his mouth, unable to move or make a sound.

Once more the spotlight shifts, thistimeto abalancing act. A man with huge bicepsis peddling a
unicyclewhilejuggling balswith both hands. On hisforehead he supports atal metd pole, on top of the
poleisacrossbar where a naked woman bends backward. The man seems to be peddliing more rapidly,
the balls drop away. The heavy pad meant to protect his head has been tampered with, the end of the
pole has been sharpened and is dowly boring into his head. As the woman on the crossbar spreads her
crotch wide to the audience, the pole splits her partner’ s skull intwo.

She crashes to the ground. The spotlight shootsinto the air.

An aerid performance. A woman hangs by her knees from atrapeze, amouthpiece clamped between
her teeth. From the mouthpiece dangles another trapeze on which two wiry men, aso hanging by their
knees, masturbate each other while cursing their female relatives. The woman' s neck muscles bulge even
more than expected, for the mouthpiece isn’t the one she generally uses. This mouthpiece has been fitted
with aspring that gradually expandsin her mouth. Of course she can't Spit it out, nor can she scream.
Thefellatio comes to an end when the two gaculating men follow their sperm toward the ring together
with the lower haf of the woman’sface, her hanging tongue showing where she has been severed a the
ears.

These opening acts, meant to set acircus mood, are quickly over. Now the spotlight dips back and
forth, leaving the ring in darkness. The audience responds to the darkness by swinging their little red
lights

The flashlights were my father’ sidea, miniature red lights on astring. He had devised them after long
experience with audiences of children.

A circusring is continualy being darkened to prepare for the next act, and it seemsthat when alarge
number of children are gathered together in darknessthey have airresigtible urge to exert themsdlves.
They shriek, they tear off their clothes, they punch and kick each other and try to urinate on someone's
face.

My father introduced the little red lights so the children could amuse themsalves when the hall was dark.
Then he noticed that the parents of the children aso enjoyed swinging the lights. Subsequently he never
gave a performance without passing around the little red lightsto everyone.

Although sophisticated and wedthy, the Shangha audience was the same as any other when it cameto
darkness. While an act was under way they cracked and pedled their shrimps, giggled, nudged one
another, and congratulated themselves. But the moment the act ended they desperately swung their little
red lights.

A sense of community, perhaps, in that vast and gloomy warehouse?

There was always an undercurrent of fear, you see, in the old Shanghai, fear of aspecid kind. The city
hung by the sea, adot of land under international control. Beyond it stretched dl of Chinaand more, all
of Asa Tensof thousands of miles of interminable mountains and deserts. Tens of millions of nameless
people babbling in unknown tongues. Swarming river valeys and uninhabitable mountain ranges. Caravan
trails spirding back into antiquity.

Who were these bewildering peoples? What esoteric fantasies might be the heritage of tribes that had
wandered for millennia on the byways of unrecorded languages?

A few travelers had aways explored these ancient routes. Learned Arabs, gentle Nestorians,



adventurous Greeks. Some even reached the Pacific and lived to pass on their tales to the curious. But
the stories they told only hinted at the mysteriesto be found out there, the dragon bones of lost and future
worlds, theillusons of mystics and madmen.

Shanghai stood on the edge of this hinterland. There were only afew peoplethere, relatively spesking,
with only afew days or weeksto live. To them this precarious existence on the edge of Chinahad
become man’ s precarious existence on the edge of sanity. That’swhat | meant when | said that Shangha,
then, was not only a state of mind but an actua part of mind. Within the narrow bounds of the city,
people explored depravity, to be sure, but perhaps that was only because the wastes that 1ay beyond
were too vast to contemplate.

These crestures now swung their little red lights in the warehouse of my father’ smind, the circus of his
life. Thering wastiny, the warehouse huge, the walswere logt in darkness. There was nothing for them
to do but huddle together in front of the master of ceremonies past and present, the magician and lord of
the acts.

A Shanghai circus, then, acircus of the mind. My mother gill watches from the highbar a hundred feet in
thear. My father sandsin the middle of the ring with his megaphone and whip, waiting, and at |ast the
audience beginsto see the truth. One by one the skilled performers, his oldest friends, are being maimed
and killed. Now one by one the spectators cease to nibble the fat shrimpsin their laps. Instead they
squirm and whine asthey swing therr little red lights.

My father points his megaphone. The regular performances have ended, he has seen enough of human
acts. Thetime has come for animas. With growing fury he shouts out the names of the beasts he will
present.

The Afghan ibis.

The unicorn and centaur and sphinx.

The Cochin mermaid, the humpbacked zebra, the
two-legged sheep.

The pregnant tapir, the Sunda sable and purple
sail.

The hairlessibex and furry dolphin.

And adozen more, al the monsters his tortured mind can conjure up. The cages are opened under the
spatlight. Savefor the circle of little red lights, the warehouseislost in blackness.

The animals have not been fed in weeks, nor doestheir trainer give them any commands. Hiswhip is
curled around hislegs and he watches them without moving. They paw the ground, staring at thelittlered
lightsthat spin like eyesin ajungle night.

The Sbherian tiger isthefirst to move. Histail swishes, his head goes down.

The legp carries him thirty feet into the stands, little enough for atiger that size. The beast chews hisway



through the undergrowth and legps again, snapping and growling, a head hanging from his maw.

Thetiger’sroar isasignd to dl the animas. The panther moves quickly, then the leopard, the bison, the
herd of baboons, the rhinos and horses and monkeys, the hulking eephants. They crawl and swing
through the stands chopping and clawing jungle eyes. An ederly woman is caught between afemae
elephant and an advancing mae. Her daughters, products of successive unnatura unionswith her twin
brothers many years before, are assaulted in severa positions by a pack of baboons. A man falls under
the thrusts of arhino’s horn, another is straddled by the bison. A horse eatsitsway into aleg thick with
swollen veins and buried abscesses.

The big catsleap from pileto pile, the monkeysroot in the rubbish, stedling shoes and eyeglasses and
fdselimbs, especidly teeth inlaid with gold. The shiny metd attracts them and whenever they seeavictim
captured by alarger beast, nuzzling to find aliver that isn’t scleratic, they pull out the pretty teeth before
the head is swallowed.

The baboons abandon the two hemorrhaging daughters and go in search of scirrhoid lesions. They had
discovered acancer in one of the girlsthat was tastier than the undiseased parts, which in that wealthy
group tended to be too fat and oversalted. In just such a short time the baboons have aso become

pecidids.
Last comesthe jackal, a cautious beast. He circles abody many times before approaching, for he
requires aman or woman who isdive yet pardyzed. When he finds one he settles down on his sticky

haunches and performs the sexua act on the victim’ s mouth. He then licks the mouth clean and moves
on, asilk evening cloak over his shoulders, earrings dangling from histeeth.

The band plays, the tubas thump, the snaresroll. The base drum booms, the horns blare unrelated
chords, and the ring master stands alone in the spotlight. Just beyond the circle ajuggler tosses an array
of torchesinto the sky, toward the highbar where my mother watchesthe little red lights disappear.

By now dl the animals have found a specidty. The monkeys hide sackfuls of gold teeth. The baboons
wear expensve sport clothes and eat only cancerous tissue. The rhinos walow in women’ s underwear,
the elephants trample eyeglassesinto grains of sand. The horses prance in review, the leopard licksits
hind quarters, the panther crunches kneecaps and other heavy bones, the Siberian tiger studies the stains
left on the seats. The dogs, decorated in ribbons and epaulets, dance on two feet while the jackal pursues
his solitary course along thefringe.

My mother saw it dl. She saw him descend into the circus where lust and teeth and thewail of avictim
arejoined together in asingle act, where animals run free and bodies pile up while aband playsand a
juggler liftstorches end over end. She saw the performance rage and die, saw him step out of thering
and move away from the life where once he had ruled.

A monatonousjuggler. A discordant band. A herd of snoring animals.

She shiversfrom the cold. After so much mesat the animaswill deep for days. Even thejackd has
closed hiseyes. The band is degping too, logt in the nirvana of an opium dream. The spotlight till lights
the juggler, but less clearly now. Thetorches give off an oily smoke and burn low asthejuggler fdls
adeep besde them.

The spotlight isgone, the gloom beginsto lift. From the skylight above her head dawn dimly fallson the
interior of the empty warehouse.

After that? After my father stepped out of the ring he was never seen again. Armies were marching, war
was coming. The great circus was beginning in which millionswould have apart to play, an act, a



specidty. The audiencein Shanghai was soon forgotten, as was my father’ snight in a deserted
warehouse.

Those people, you see, would have died soon anyway. They were looking for death, and one way or
another they would have found it. They were on the edge, voyeurs astep away waiting for thefina
spectacle. They must have known they had gone to the warehouse that night to witness their own deaths.
After dl, there was nothing elseleft to see.

So it wouldn't beright to say they were victimsthat night. There were only two victims. Thering and the
bed were thairs, the circus was theirs, the sounds and the smdlls and the horrors were theirs.

Thus when dawn came she gripped the trapeze and took alast breath. She balanced on her toes and
the trapeze sivung wide as it had many times before. And as she had many times before, sheleft it and
turned the graceful, loving figuresin theair.

Turned and turned through three somersaults, hung still where there was no hand to catch her. Still for a
moment, one moment before she spiraed down and down.

Kikuchi-L otmann’ s glasses had fogged. He cleaned them on his necktie, his eyes black dots.

| have never forgotten, he said in alow voice. | have remembered and lived accordingly. How could it
be otherwise?

Heaven and water go their opposite ways,
Thusin all transactions the superior man

Carefully considers the beginning.

Not mine and not ahaiku either. That one' sfrom the old book. To the ancient Chinese the superior man
was the ordinary man, that’swhat it means. So | have remembered the way they lived and the torment it
brought them and done the opposite, doing everyday businessin a businesdike way, putting the war and
the passionsthey knew behind me, satisfying mysdlf with the mundane affairs of ordinary business
because | have consdered my beginning, my father, and whereit led him.

Wheredid it lead him? said Quin.

Totheinterior of Chinal suppose, the coastline was dready at war. But where exactly would be
impossible to say. Wandering the trails of those learned Arabs perhaps, those gentle Nestorians and
adventurous Greeks. Or rather I d like to think that. Aswith the audience in the warehouse that night, it
would be better not to know the end. It would be better to think he' s still wandering.

Kikuchi-Lotmann smiled.



And so | do. | prefer to think that somewhere in the vastness of central Asia, beyond those interminable
arid wastes where the paths are too old and new for the rest of us, thereisahomefor asoul such ashis.
A smdll resting place beside a stream, under atree, where aman who has dreamed and failed can
surrender his ghost without regrets. | prefer to believe that.

Kikuchi-Lotmann creaked out of his chair and stretched his arms. The shadows were gone. One final
time he changed his necktie. When he turned to Quin he was smiling.

Well, have we learned anything tonight? Have we discovered what Father Lamereaux might have had in
mind when he sent you here?

I’'m not really sure, said Quin, but one thing bothers me. If he knows the story, which he must, why
didn't hetdl it to me himself?

Perhaps because he’ s aholy man and aholy man is supposed to guide, not teach. Or it might have been
just awhim of his. In any case we followed the holy man’ s directions and did what was expected of us.

Quin shook Big Gobi by the shoulder and told him it wastimeto leave. As he stood Kikuchi-Lotmann
noticed the cross hanging from his neck.

That'san old piece. Where did it come from?
It was given to him in America, answered Quin.

Onceasaboy | saw acrossmuch likeit. It belonged to Rabbi Lotmann’ stwin brother, who apparently
treasured it greatly. He alwayswore it hidden under his uniform, which was odd for a Japanese who
wasn't aChristian, who was an ultranationdit in fact. 1t wouldn't have gonewdl for himinthearmy if
anyone had known about it.

Who was he? said Quin.

A very powerful General who waskilled in Chinain 1937. Heinherited thetitle of Baron Kikuchi when
L ot-mann became a Jew.

THE POLICEMAN



As for where they go and why, we cannot be sure of such things. There are no tracksin such a
barren waste. The sandstorms blow, the sun sinks, rivers disappear, and their camelsarelost in
darkness. Therefore the truth must be that the routes of such men are untrace-able, their missions
unknowabl e, their ultimate destinations as invisible as the wind.

If the Son of Heaven is to continue to rule with integrity, we must defend our borders at all costs
from such men.

—A Han dynasty account of the caravansin the Gobi Desert

The young bodyguard whom Kikuchi-Lotmann called the student stood in along line of people waiting
for amovie theater to open. It was hisday off and he didn’t have to be back at the dormitory until muster
thefollowing morning.

All of the gangsters who worked for Kikuchi-Lotmann lived together in the company housing project, a
large concrete block of windowless cubicles built around acentra courtyard. Muster came at Six
o' clock, when abugle sounded over the public address system. The gangstersfell in at attention in the
courtyard and the roll wastaken. A physical fithess expert then led them through arigorous series of
push-ups, pull-ups, and rope-skipping. The calisthenics ended at seven o clock with the gangsters
maneuvering around the courtyard in military fashion singing the company marching song,
Kikuchi-Lotmann Enterprises Forever.

The supreme present,
Nothing compares to the present.

Unlessit’ sthe past.

Thelyrics were much too brief for the music, which one of the older employees clamed wassmilar toa
tune he had heard in Singapore before the war, a song known &t that time, there, as Roast Beef of Old
England.

Hato hated calisthenics and he hated the dormitory. He hated the young whore, amenta hedth
gpecidist, who burst into his cubicle three times aweek dressed as an elderly woman, her face lined with
gray make-up to give her the semblance of age, her breasts taped down to appear flat, her belly daubed
with green chak, her legs painted with varicose veins. The young woman yanked him to hisfeet and
pushed him away from the door. He had to spend an hour with her.



Up against the wall, mother-fucker, she shouted as she charged.

Hato didn’t have any specia fedings about his mother, so the therapeutic effect of the sesson waslost
on him. Hewould have preferred agirl who looked likeamovie gar.

Hato' sfather had made hisliving sincethe war salling gloves, hairpieces, and empty lipstick tubes that
had formerly belonged to female movie stars. Most of these items were bought by girlswho worked in
massage parlors. The more select imports he auctioned off to industriaists, veterans of the Pacific war,
who would pay high pricesfor anything that had belonged to an American star because Americahad
won thewar.

He had begun his career dmost by accident when the most famous blond star in America, later a
suicide, visited the Imperia Hotel for afew days. On awhim Hato' sfather bribed the maidsto search the
sheets each morning to see what they could find.

When the movie gtar left he had two genuine pubic hairsin his possession. He framed the hairs under a
magnifying glass together with anude picture of the actress and auctioned off the display, redizing enough
profit to set up abusinessimporting less sensationa items collected or stolen by maids and garbage men
inLosAngdles.

The house where Hato grew up was strewn with movie magazines used by hisfather to check the
authenticity of the gloves, hairpieces, and empty lipstick tubes heimported. Asachild Hato was given to
spells of dizzinessthat caused hiseyesto roll back in his head. While the spells were upon him hewasin
danger of biting histongue.

The best way to dedl with the seizures, he discovered, wasto lie down at once on a couch covered with
movie magazines and stuff whatever was close at hand into his mouth. Generdly the nearest available
object was either aglove or ahairpiece or an empty lipstick tube.

Later he outgrew these attacks, but one or two of their ancillary aspects remained with him. When he
went to the United Statesfor graduate work in mathemeatics he found he was unableto fall adegpina
foreign country unless the bed was covered with the faces of several dozen actresses of that country.
And if someone called him a Jap in the course of the day or made reference to his height, or to hisgrin or
hislack of agrin, it wasfurther necessary for him to fal adeep sucking aglove or ahairpiece or an empty
lipstick tubein order to assure afull night' s deep.

The mae students at the university in New Y ork wore beards and long hair. Hato let hisown hair grow
and bought false sideburns and afase moustache to cover hislack of facid hair.

Thefirst weeksin New Y ork were londly ones. Toward the end of the third month, hishair now
plausibly long, he broke out of hisisolation and took a subway down to Chinatown. A chow mein
restaurant there was said to have whores available. A woman approached him and he followed her to a
hotel.

The whore turned out to be different from Japanese whores. She would neither take off her clothes nor
masturbate him. Calling him Jappy, she hauled up her skirt and told him to get busy.

A few minutes later Hato was having trouble breathing. His swest had loosened his false moustache,
which was dowly dipping down over hismouth and seding itsdlf there.

Hato tried to hurry, his head down so that he wouldn’t have to see the whore' s face or smell her breath.
The added effort loosened hisfa se sdeburns, diding them up and in until they were pasted over hiseyes.
Blind, unable to breathe, he had to leap off the whore just as he was about to have an orgasm.



He staggered into alamp. His sperm hit the lightbulb, he followed the lamp to the floor and cut his hand
on the gticky divers of glass. Somehow he managed to get to the bathroom and free his eyes and mouth
under the hot water tap. WWhen he came back the whore was gone, having taken not only hiswallet but
his shoes and socks as well so that he couldn’t follow her. Hato wrapped his sideburns and moustache
around his bleeding hand and walked up the Bowery back to hisroom, too ashamed to be seen inthe
subway barefoot.

During the next weeks Hato brooded over the loneliness of lifein New Y ork. He realized he needed a
project to sustain him, and at last he found one. He decided to become the world' s leading authority on
arplanedisagters.

Early in the morning he bought newspapers and clipped the articles that had to do with crashes. Inthe
afternoon, after finishing hiswork, he bathed and changed into hiskimono. From that time until midnight,
his door locked, he worked on his shoebox files.

First he typed the articles on filing cards, then retyped them on other cards to show where the various
accounts agreed and disagreed. Lastly he prepared cards under severa hundred categoriesto
cross-reference the accident.

His system was so meticulous that the crash of asmadl private plane could fill half a shoebox, amgor
disaster as many as eight shoeboxes.

It was demanding work but Hato knew that someday experts from many countries would cometo
conault hisfiles. Hisfamewould spread, he would be asked to lecture and give his opinions on televison.

Near the end of his second and last year of study Hato was invited to a dance sponsored by an
evangdica church group. He found himself sitting next to agirl who wasacripple and also couldn’t
dance. Sheinvited him back to the same hal that following night for ardligious discusson. Hato ate
cookies and volunteered to proselytize for the group every day from late afternoon to midnight.

The militant sect, of southern origin, provided him with asign quoting from the Bible and atambourine.
Because hewasin love with the crippled girl he was only too glad to stand on stregtcornersin the
Bowery waving the sgn and shaking the tambourine while she sang psams. He intended to marry her and
take her back to Japan.

A weekend came when the girl invited him to her home outside the city. The girl’ sfather watched him
suspicioudy, Hato grinned. The girl’s mother went into the kitchen and stayed there. The first med a the
house consisted of potato soup, potato pancakes, bread and bread pudding, and peppers stuffed with
potatoes. Being accustomed to yogurt and adlice of raw fish for lunch, Hato was both dazed and
nauseated. Severa times during the med he had to go to the bathroom to vomit noisly.

Afterward the girl’ sfather sat him down in theliving room. He made an alusion to American nursesin
ManilaBay. Hato grinned, till fedling ill. The father mentioned forced marches, desth marches, snesk
attacks, mass attacks, regimented ants, nationd guilt.

Hato fell adeep, awakening afew hourslater to ameal of boiled potatoes, baked potatoes, mashed and
fried and roasted potatoes, potatoes colored to look like vegetables and shaped to look like meats. By
the end of the weekend he knew that he would aways hate all Americans and that marrying the crippled
girl was out of the question.

When he returned to Tokyo Hato decided to make alot of money in order to go to Paris and become a
movie director. The quickest way to make money was as agangster. He was interviewed and eventudly
sat facing asmdll, rotund man who was rumored to be the director of an enormous criminal syndicate. In



exchangefor hisloyalty, free room and board, and one day off amonth, he was offered a substantial sum
of money at the end of eight years of service. Hato accepted the offer, trimmed his hair, and bought a
business auit.

Working for acriminal syndicate in Japan, however, didn’t turn out to be what he had expected.
Instead of kicking whores and pistol-whipping shopkeepers, hisjob consisted of carrying reports from a
computer across the gangplank to Kikuchi-Lotmann’s houseboat. He stood rigidly at attention while his
employer smoked acigar, changed his necktie, mixed asalad dressing, poured himsalf apink gin.

Findly he was given ingtructions. He recrossed the gangplank and repested the ingtructionsto a
programmer who fed them into a computer.

Despite his advanced mathematical training, hisfanatica desire for adventure, and hisfanatica
willingnessto take risks, Hato had been hired for only one reason. He was extraordinarily familiar with
world geography. Few people would have recognized al the namesthat appeared in Kikuchi-Lotmann's
reports, so vast were his enterprises. Hato never confused them, however, due entirely to his experience
with thearplane clippings.

In addition to crossing the gangplank he had only one other task, to accompany his employer
periodicaly to the secret meetings he held with bereaved grandmothers. On these occas ons he guarded
the door while his employer and the grandmother discussed the details of afunerd.

Kikuchi-Lotmann's syndicate was the largest criminad organization in grester east Asa. Interms of
grosscrimina profitsit wasthethird largest in theworld. Y et despite his respongbilities he indulged
himsdlf in avery curious sSdeline known asthe funera racket, whereby hewould provide along
procession of black limousines and thousands of mourners dressed in black for a man who died unloved
and unmissed.

Thefunerd procession might contain two limousines or many hundreds of limousines, depending on the
amount of money paid. In thelast limousine would be found the legitimate family, invariably smdll,
presided over by aweeping, triumphant grandmother. The other family members would be unaware of
the funera’ sfakery. Only the matriarch knew how large apart of her husband’ sfortune she had used for
thisimmensely expendve deception.

Asthey drove through the crowds of mourners the grandmother pointed them out and pointed to the
line of limousines ahead of them.

Never forget, she said, the day your grandfather was cremated. Remember how he wasloved and
revered despite the money he made. Remember the thousands who came to do him homage.

Her children nodded, her grandchildren nodded, the mourners returned to Kikuchi-Lotmann's
henchmen to collect their wages.

Hato admired the cleverness of the racket. A whore had to spend at least afew minuteswith a
customer, everyone couldn’t take drugs al the time. But the funera market had no limit, the number of
ancestorsto be revered wasinfinite. Hato intended to expose the operation in hisfirst gangster movie.
People would come from many countriesto interview him. He would be asked to lecture and give his
opinionsonteevison.

Paris. Eight years away.

Hato stood in line thinking of the calisthenics he would have to do the next morning at Sx o' clock. At
seven he would march around the courtyard singing ahaiku. That night or the next night ayoung girl



disguised in ragswould bresk into hisroom and cal him amother-fucker.

Hato grinned. There could be more to gangsterism than gangplanks and funera's. When the movie was
over hewould go talk to Kikuchi-Lotmann’s other bodyguard, the one who was called the policeman.

Hewasasmall man, assmall asMama, born to her parentsthe year they sold her to the brothel in
Kobe, the year before the First World War broke out in Europe. Hisfather beat him asregularly ashe
best hiswife until he was esten by adog one winter night.

Thefather had collapsed in asnow drift on the way home from adrinking bout. A dog found him and
sniffed his hot breath. Like every other creature in the Tohoku that winter, the dog was starving. Soon he
was not only sniffing the hot breath but chewing it, chewing the lips and tongue that went with it.

All the peasants in the neighborhood had been ordered to line the road the next day at first light, to
show their respect for their landowner who was expected to drive past sometime during the morning. The
policeman’ sfather was found with alarge part of hisface gone. He was carried home and treated, but his
wife and son were told to wait beside the road until the aristocrat drove by. Thereafter the policeman’s
father wore a cotton surgical mask and stopped beating his family.

The dreaded Tohoku district was forever given to gray skies and winds and blizzards from Siberia. Half
of the family’ s crop of mulberry leaves had to be turned over as payment for use of the land. With the
other haf they paid their taxes and tried to subsi <.

Their plot of mulberry trees was an hour’ swalk from the hut where they lived. Centuries ago the hills
had been terraced, which gave the Tohoku the look of aland of giants. But for a peasant family such as
the policeman’ sthe giant steps went nowhere.

When he was eight years old the silk market in America collapsed once again. Asbefore, hisfather
blamed the catastrophe on his wife because she was an Ainu and had Caucasian blood. Unable to bear
the hatred in hiseyes any longer, shefindly broketheicein arice paddy and drowned hersdf in three
inches of water.

The policeman’ sfather died of ssomach cancer, arthritis, and advanced tuberculosisin 1931, the year
the Japanese saized Manchuria after one of their railroads was blown up there, apparently by Chinese
patriots. In retdiation theinternationd city of Shanghai boycotted al goods of Japanese manufacture, an
act that many Japanese army officers found outrageoudy insolent. That same year the policeman enlisted
in the army to escape the misery of the Tohoku.

From the very beginning he liked his new life. The routine was easy enough, he worked hard and did
what hewastold. At the end of training he was rewarded with an assgnment to aKempeitai unitin
Korea.

The country was as poor as the Tohoku, but now the Koreans were the tenant farmers and he was one
of the landlords and tax-collectors. The main work of his unit was the interrogation of peasants suspected
of withholding rice. Whiletrying to bresk the peasants, beating them when necessary, he experienced a
sense of accomplishment that was new to him. For thefirst timein hislife helearned to amile.



An inexplicable event occurred soon after he was promoted to corpora. He and some other corporals
got drunk one night and the talk turned to women. There were no whores in the village where they had
arrived that day, but the policeman boasted he could find one anyway. He went away laughing, leaving
hisfriendslaughing behind him.

The next day an officer caled themin. A village elder had been clubbed while protecting his daughter. It
was not the way for amember of the Imperid Army to act with monkeys of an inferior race. The guilty
onewas ordered to admit his breach of discipline.

The policeman stood stonily at attention, expecting the other corporalsto do the same. But to his
astonishment he saw them stepping forward one by one to denounce him.

It was spring. Tiny green shoots were just reaching above the water in the rice paddies. Thethree
months of latrine duty meant nothing to him but the betraya by hisfellow corporals, the men he had
thought were his comrades, influenced him so profoundly he was never ableto trust anyone again, even
to the point where the only sexua act of which he was capable thereafter was oneinvolving a dead
person, performed with an instrument so that his own body would have no contact with the corpse.

From Korea he was transferred to Manchuria, to the unit of a captain in Mukden who alwayswore
civilian clothes. Although the Captain could read, he was dso a peasant from the Tohoku and didn’t
despise the policeman just because he was illiterate. It was from the Captain he learned that the bombing
of therailroad in Manchuria the year before, the incident that led to the Japanese seizure of Manchuria,
had not been thework of Chinese patriots but of the Kempeitai itsdlf.

The Captain was the protege of a Kempeitai genera then stationed in Tokyo. To provide the Genera
with information he wanted on various factionsin the army, thereby increasing the Generd’ s maneuvering
power over hisfdlow officers, the policeman was asked to sted documents from certain units near
Mukden. The policeman was so successful in his assignments the Captain took him with him when he
flew to Shanghai on a secret mission in January 1932.

For aweek the policeman was locked in an gpartment memorizing various Chinese patriotic dogans.
The Captain came and went and at the end of the week gave him hisingtructions.

Thetwo of them, dressed as Chinese students, were driven in aclosed van to an aley behind Bubbling
Wl Road. They entered a hdlway guarded by Kempeitai agents disguised as shoemakers and took up
their placesin an abandoned storefront that faced the thoroughfare. Some twenty minutes later when the
crowds were thickest, an elderly Japanese monk cameinto view.

The monk belonged to one of the most famous Japanese families living in China. His great-grandfather
had emigrated to Canton at the beginning of the nineteenth century, studied acupuncture, and founded a

hospitdl.

In 1840 the acupuncturist’ s son joined the Chinese forces that were fighting the British to try to end the
opium tradein that city. Two yearslater hewaskilled, one of thelast patriotsto fal before Britain
annexed Hong Kong as abase for expanding its opium interests.

The patriot’ s son became a Buddhist scholar in Nanking. The scholar’ s son became amonk in
Shanghai. On that winter afternoon in 1932 he was walking from histempleto his residence, following
the route he had taken every day for fifty years.

When the ederly monk was abreast of them they burst out of the storefront shouting their dogansand
firing their revolvers. A few minuteslater they had raced back down the dley and were speeding away in
their ven.



The next day, in retdiation for the murder, a Japanese squadron bombed the Chinese dumsin the city,
thefirst timein history that bombing planes had been used againgt civilians. A Japanese nava garrison
clashed with the Nineteenth Chinese Route Army and thus began what became known in Japan asthe
Shanghai Incident, one more reason for the Japanese invasion of north Chinaayear later.

Just before they |eft Shangha an older man in civilian clothes visited them in their gpartment. Hewas
furious with the Captain because the monk had been killed rather than wounded in the arm, which was
what he had ordered them to do. Theterrified Captain replied that it had been impossibleto aim
carefully. They had been running across the sdewak and had only afew secondsin which to act.

The claim was true on the Captain’ s part. Only one of his bullets had struck the monk, and that onein
the arm. Asfor the policeman, he said nothing. He had purposdaly emptied his revolver into the monk’s
chest, partly thinking the Captain would be blamed for it, his revenge for the time his comrades had
betrayed him in Korea, partly because he was so excited to be on a crowded street with aloaded
revolver he had to empty it into someone.

The policeman had expected the captain to be sentenced to three months of latrine duty, but the old
man in civilian clothes Smply turned away, tearsin hiseyes, and I ft.

The episodein the Shanghai apartment was one of three times the policeman was to see the older man
over the next five years. The older man was unaware of the second encounter, for despite the
precautions he took it was perhaps inevitable that at least once during his eight years of clandestine work
he would be observed servicing adead drop.

Thethird time, however, they came face to face and that was when the policeman killed him.

After the adventure in Shanghai the policeman’ s dutiesin Mukden seemed routine and uninteresting. He
gtill stole filesfor the Captain and occasionaly served as an undercover agent in one of the restaurants
where Japanese officers gathered, but most of the time he worked in theicy cellars beneath Kempeitai
headquarters.

The Chinese and Japanese and K orean prisoners were aways stripped naked before being sent to the
cdlars. The Manchurian winters were harsh, and often there was no need to beat a man for more than a
day or two before he confessed to anything. Those aready condemned to die wore the traditiond straw
hat covering the eyes that was a so worn by mendicant Buddhist monks.

The suspects were chained to the wall with their ams and legs spread, hung high enough so that their
toes just touched the floor. The policeman’ s job was to keep the prisoner awake when the interrogating
officer grew tired and went upstairs to perform the tea ceremony or practice flower arranging for an hour
or two. Because the policeman had aways been humiliated by the body hair inherited from his Ainu
mother, he particularly enjoyed the nakedness of the prisoners.

Hetried daps, kicks, punches. He squeezed the eyeballs and stuffed oily ragsinto the mouth, pinching
first one nostril and then the other. He used his blackjack to rap the kneecaps, the ebows, the teeth.

Many methods worked but by far the best was holding the prisoner’ stesticlesin his hand and tapping
them with his blackjack. The dull soundsthat came out of the man then were unlike any he had ever
heard. Only once did he imagine he heard them e sewhere, during an unbearably hot Manchurian summer
when hewas itting done on the plains, bareheaded, dizzily pulling a cricket apart.

The second time he saw the older man from Shanghai wasin the autumn of 1937, afew days before he
wastransferred to an infantry unit in central China. He was on duty in civilian clothesin arestaurant
listening to conversations when the older man camein and sat down aonein acorner. Something in the



way he moved his head confused the policeman. Curious, he got to hisfeet and went off to thetoilet.

Ever snce the monthsin the Korean latrines the policeman had been able to think more clearly when
immersed in an amosphere of dung and urine. They were not only the smellsthat reminded him to
beware of betrayal, they also brought back an older memory, one of his earliest, the times as aboy when
he had carried heavy buckets of nightsoil up the giant steps of the Tohoku toward the mulberry trees.

There were only two gtalls, the policeman sat down in one. Hewas just beginning to fed comfortable
with himsalf when someone entered the other stall and locked the door.

The policeman aways had to have privacy in the toilet, otherwise he couldn’t concentrate and make the
smellsthat pleased him. He climbed up on the seat to peek over the partition, thinking he might use his
blackjack on the intruder, when he saw ahand go up under thelid of the water tank and place something
there. The hand withdrew, the door was unlocked, the older man from the Shanghal apartment Ieft the
room. What did it mean?

He went into the other stall and found asmall length of bamboo, sealed a both ends, wedged into a
niche under thelid of the water tank. He opened the bamboo tube and took out atiny film. What wasiit?

He replaced the device and wandered over beside the urinas. He knew he had discovered something
but he didn’t know what it was. He bent to tie his shoelace. His hand strayed into the urina and picked
up the hard cake of deodorant lying there. The cake was green and looked like candy. Absentmindedly
he bit into the crunchy nugget and chewed.

What had he witnessed just now?

Angered that he could not understand what had happened, angered aswell by the indigtinct passions
aroused in him by the older man from Shanghai, the policeman took along walk that night to the outskirts
of the city. The next day an ederly woman was found besten to death with a blunt instrument, probably
made of |eather, and sexudly violated with an inhuman object, either the same instrument that had caused
the desth or onesimilar to it.

Rape with the instrument had occurred after death. The body had then been stripped and the head
scaped. Small patches of hair from the head had been crudely attached to the chest and forearms and
thighs, alarger amount to the nearly hairless pubic region.

This necrophiliac crime was Smilar in every respect to others that had gone unsolved in remote areas
near Mukden over thelast five years, or since the policeman had completed histour of duty inthe
Korean latrines. The victims, aways of advanced age, included both men and women. Sexud assault
waslimited to the anus.

Normally the policeman or one of the other corporasin his unit would have been sent to investigate the
murder of the elderly woman, but thistime everyone on duty at Kempeitai headquarters had been placed
on specia dert. A Japanese soldier was being held on suspicion of espionage. A crippling backache had
led to adoctor’ s examination, in the course of which the doctor had discovered a microfilm bearing
highly sengitive military and political informetion.

The soldier, so acorpordl, tried to commit suicide by jumping out of awindow, but atree broke his
fal and he only suffered abroken arm. Now he was being held in aground-floor room empty save for
the cushion on which the interrogating officer sat. Even the glass from the barred window had been
removed.

The policeman’ s Captain questioned the prisoner afull day and night. At the end of that time heretired



for afew hours of deep after learning only two minor facts, the code name for the espionage network
and the unknown disease that had caused the corporal’ s backache. The policeman wastold to stay in the
room and not take his eyes off the corporal.

The corpord, little more than aboy, had the delicate festures and delicate body of ayoung girl. Dead
leaves blew in through the window aong with the cool autumn air. The boy asked if he could usethe
policeman’ s overcoat, and the policeman gave it to him after first emptying out the pockets.

There was a secret in that overcoat that had tormented the policeman ever sinceit wasissued to himin
the winter of 1935, a secret that had to do with size. In the supply shipment received by his unit that year
there had been included a monstrous mistake by the manufacturer, an overcoat so largeit could have
gone around three or four large men.

The policeman, who was small, was given the coat as ajoke and told not to cut it but to takeit in, a
project that had lasted just over aweek. During that time he went about in the cold weather unprotected
whilethe other men ridiculed him.

Theyoung corpora now turned the overcoat over before putting it on. He saw whereit had been
roughly stitched. Suddenly he hed it up and laughed.

What' s so funny? said the policeman.
Thisis, said the boy.
Why?

Because | madeit. That coat got me fired from the factory. | was thinking about my mother and the
coat came out al wrong, so they fired me. | had to do something, so | went into the army. If it weren't
for that coat | wouldn’'t be here today.

The boy stopped laughing. He moaned the name Miya and began to cry.

The policeman didn't hear the name or see the tears, he saw only the jeering faces that had insulted him
two years before when he was cold. The Captain came back an hour later to find the prisoner crumpled
up inthe corner, his head battered out of shape, his face unrecognizable. The policeman was tting on
the cushion by the window watching the dead leavesfal in the yard.

The Captain flipped the safety on hisrevolver, but at the last moment kept himself from shooting his
subordinate in the head.

Soon afterward the Captain was standing in front of the desk of his commanding officer, a Generd, the
man from the apartment in Shanghai who had once been his patron and protector. There was no need for
the Captain to be told that the death of so important a prisoner was unpardonable. At the sametime as
he turned in his report he made aforma request that both he and the policeman be transferred to a
front-lineinfantry unit.

A month later the Captain waskilled in areckless assault on a Chinese machine gun emplacement. The
policeman, however, was gill carrying hisfavorite blackjack the December night his regiment broke
ranks outs de the gates of Nanking.

Fireswere everywhere. For athousand years the policeman stabbed and shot and clubbed Chinese, for
ten thousand years he beat victims and mutilated them and burned them. Then dl at once heturned a
corner and found himself facing the man from the gpartment in Shanghai, from thetoilet in Mukden, a
man he knew from the winter morning when hisfather had been found with hisface gone and he had had



to wait beside the road with abowed head until an automobile passed bearing the powerful Baron who
owned hisfamily’sland and dl theland for miles around.

He had been only eight years old, but he had peeked up and caught aglimpse of the passing face. The
man had held his head differently then, not in that tiff, rigid way, and that was what had confused the
policeman in the Shanghai apartment and the Mukden toilet. But now in the screams and shadowy
firdight of Nanking the policeman was no longer confused, his head cleared, and he knew exactly whom
the face belonged to.

He struck him with his blackjack, the Genera went down. He dragged him out of the aley into a
deserted courtyard, stripped off his uniform, rapped histesticlesto hear the sounds from theicy
Manchurian cdlars.

A low moan. A quiet dying moan.

The fires burned and the policeman tapped out the rhythmsin his head, the footsteps on the terraced
hills of his childhood, the giant stepsto nowhere. He tapped and gently tapped until hefelt the sack in his
hand growing cold. He severed the sack, shredded the testicles, knotted them around the General’ s neck
and squeezed.

One eye was gtill wide open staring at him. He ripped it out and threw it away.
Screams.
A collapsing burning wall, flames legping into the air, the Generd’ s epaul ets shining in the gloom.

He dropped histrousers, squatted over them before loping out of the courtyard and down the aley.

After amonth of arson, torture, and murder along the banks of the Y angtze the policeman was given a
summary court martid. While racing atruck through agroup of children in avillage amachine gun mount
had fallen from the truck to the ground. Due to the cries of the children he had failed to hear it. He was
found guilty of negligent loss of property. The cost of the mount was deducted from his pay and hewas
transferred out of the war zone back to his old Kempeitai unit in Manchuria

The next eight years passed without incident. More and more men were shipped out to the Pacific, to
the Philippines, to Okinawa. The barracksin Mukden were unheat-ed, food was scarce. Days he spent
intheicy cdlars, nights hetook long walksinto the countryside. One hot summer morning the Russians
crossed the border and quickly overran what had once been the Kwangtung army.

Asafascig militarist the policeman was sent with the other Japanese prisonersto alabor campin
Siberiaand put to work mining salt, which they did with their hands since the Russians had neither picks
nor shovels. His eyes became infected from the sdt, temporarily blinding him. Daily classeswere held in
the new order of justice the prisoners were to carry with them back to Japan.

They were encouraged to grow food or otherwise supplement their rations. The policeman’s specidty
was akind of beer made from tundra weeds, homemade beer being traditional among the peasants of the



Tohoku. The Russian guards liked it so much there was seldom any left for him, but for some reason he
seemed happy to let them haveit.

The end of thethird year came. The prisoners, fully indoctrinated, were now ready to return to Japan to
begin their revolutionary work. On the last night there was a banquet where the guards and prisoners
embraced, sang, wept, congratul ated each other on now being comrades in acommon cause. The
policeman |eft the banquet early to check the specia batch of beer he had brewed for the celebration.

Around midnight the Russian guards began to arrive, most of them aready drunk. In all, eight of them
came, athough more had been invited and fewer might have turned up. They sat in the pine grove
laughing and singing as he poured out the frothy brew.

The Amanita muscaria was amushroom as well known to Siberian peasants asit was to peasantsin
the Tohoku. When eaten, a cold swesat was followed by stupor, convulsions, delirium. Death’sangel it
was cdled, because its victims were dways young children who had not yet learned to recognize the
deadly muscarine.

The policeman watched the guards die and found himself falling under amagica spell, perhaps because
eight fates were dying in the pine grove and eight times eight was the number of pathsthat led to the
primeva Oriental hexagram, the ancient figure found in the Book of Changes.

In any case the sky was so clear that night that every eye in the unfathomable darkness could |ook
down upon thislittle creature who had cometo take part, briefly, in afaceless, patternlesss dramathat
was without beginning or end, who had come to creegp with chance through scenery asimpenetrable as
millennia of fallen pine needles, a creature who understood as much of the winds that moved him as aleaf
broken from the branch of amulberry tree.

The prisoner-of-war ship arrived in Y okohamain the spring of 1948. The cherry blossomswere ill in
bloom. A Japanese government band played the Washington Post March and Stars and Stripes
Forever. Hundreds of mothers and sisters crowded the pier waving white handkerchiefs, trying to hear
the chant from the men at therailings. What were they shouting? Banzai three times with the arms raised?

The chant grew louder asthe ship moved in. They could hear it more clearly now.
Pulverize. Smash. Crush. Exterminate.

The handkerchiefs dropped out of the air, the families were quiet and uneasy. Down came the
gangplanks and the men, but none of them stopped to embrace their wives and mothersand sisters.
Instead they set up folding camp stools, climbed on top of the stools, and began shouting out interminable
lectures on mad dog revanchists and imperidist jackas. The families surged hystericdly up and down the
pier losing themsdavesin the confusion.

The policeman pushed hisway through the crowds and took atrain to theindustria suburb where he
had been given an underground assignment by the party. Ostensibly he worked in afactory owned by a
secret party member that made noveties for export. He painted souvenir models of the Empire State
Building. But hisred job wasto stand in the front line during antigovernment demongtrations and use a



graight razor rolled up in anewspaper to dash the flanks of horses used by the policein controlling riots.

He al so used the disguised razor to dash the faces of policemen who were on the ground. Thisroutine
continued for severd years until war broke out in Korea. That May Day the party issued different orders.
Not only were they to attack the police, they were aso directed to burn the cars of Americans and steal
revolvers from policemen where possible.

Razors. Fires. Clubbings. By ten o' clock in the morning he had hisfirst revolver, by noon he had his
third. Toward early evening he had cached severa more. His procedure was to stagger out of an aley
when a policeman passed and yell that he was being attacked by Communists. When the policeman went
into the dley he hit him over the head with his blackjack and stole hisrevolver, then hurriedly worked
over hisface with the razor before going off to burn another car.

When the sun went down he found himsdf Stting in the cellar where the revolvers were hidden. He was
tired. He counted and recounted the revolvers and went into a trance that |asted more than an hour.
Once more the mystical number had descended upon him.

Upon awakening he went in search of ademonstrator who had been injured in the fighting. He came
across a dazed student whose head was bleeding. He brought the boy back to the cellar and knocked
him out with the blackjack.

Shortly thereafter asquad of police broke into the cellar, acting on the information of aconcerned
citizen. They discovered eight stolen revolvers under the boy’ s crumpled body. Dueto his head wound
the boy could remember nothing of what had happened.

The hero responsible for leading the authorities to the cache was given a patriotic award by apolice
captain. Despite hisilliteracy, his application for employment with the metropolitan police force was given
priority because he was an unemployed veteran who had spent three yearsin aRussian dave labor
camp. At hisown request he was assigned to the speciad riot detachment that dealt with Communist
demondrations.

Over the next decade he used his blackjack on any demonstrator he saw carrying arolled-up
newspaper. At the same time a series of murders and rapes occurred in the Tokyo area, unsolved, that
wereidentical in every respect to those reported in Mukden before the war.

On New Year' s Day, amonth before Geraty arrived in New Y ork with the largest collection of
Japanese pornography ever assembled in aWestern tongue, the policeman got very drunk and took a
train to Kamakura. As aways when heleft the city at night, he was wearing his old Kempeita overcoat.
Hefound what he was|ooking for, an isolated hut on the beach, and was about to break in when he saw
someone Stting on the sand, ahuge, immobile figure in asguatting position.

The giant had around black hat pulled down to his ears. The sky was black and the policeman couldn’t
make out his face. He went across the beach and asked the stranger what he was doing.

In answer the giant held out a bottle.

The policeman sat down and had adrink. An hour went by in silence, perhapstwo hours. They finished
one bottle of the unknown acohol and the giant opened another. Not once during thistime did the
stranger turn his eyes away from the sea. A third hour passed or afourth and the policeman was
reminded of his mysterious union with the starslong ago in Siberia

He began to talk. He spoke of his childhood, the hateful body hair he had been born with, hisfather
eaten by adog, his mother drowned in afrozen rice paddy, the giant steps to the mulberry trees, the



latrinesin Koreg, theicy cdlarsin Manchuria, the abandoned storefront in Shanghai, the tundraweed
beer brewed for Russian guards, the first and second and third meetings with Baron Kikuchi.

Mysterioudy he came under the spdl of the immobile giant, mysterioudy repeeting on aKamakura
beach the act of confession performed by his unknown sister in alocked, shuttered room a quarter of a
century earlier in Shanghai. The giant wasimpassive. He never gtirred. The lapping waves took the place
of the humming redls of film. Toward dawn, exhausted, having confessed everything, the policeman fel

adeep.

He awoke colder than he had ever been before, naked except for atowel over hislap. Thetide was
risng, water washed hishairy legs. Beside him lay two empty bottles of Irish whiskey, ajar that smelled
of horseradish, the clothes he had taken off during the night while recounting histale, thereby reversing
the nakedness of that other confession in another era.

But the policeman discovered his clothesweren’t al there. One garment was missing. For some reason
the stranger with the unseen face had stolen his grestcoat and silently carried it away in the darkness.

Hato found the policeman sitting on the edge of hiscot in his cubicle, anillustrated magazinein hislap.
He smiled down at the little man.

Why don’t you admit you can’t read?

The policeman stared at the floor. Hato laughed and closed the door behind him.
Listen, he whispered, how would you like to make alot of money?

What?

Money, you idiot.

How?

Easy. We kidnap one of the Americans who was on the houseboat, the dumb one with the bandaged
ear, and make hisfriend pay ransom. But maybe you' re afraid because the dumb one, the bodyguard, is
carrying arevolver. | saw the bulge in his pocket when they |eft the houseboat.

The policeman gtared a the floor. Didn’t this grinning young fool understand anything at dl? It wasn't a
revolver that had made the bulge in the boy’ s pocket, it was adab of grilled meet. He had seen the boy
dip the meat off his plate when no one waslooking and drop it into his pocket. He had seen him do it
and he knew exactly what it meant. M ore than once he had done the same thing in Siberia, where there
was never enough to eat. It meant the boy with the bandaged head had been in prison. Hewas a
crimina. And he had a so seen him pick up abottle of Japanese meat sauce and look at the label with a
dull expression in hiseyes. The policeman knew what that meant too. The boy with the bandaged head
was not only acrimina, hewasilliterate.

Of course he'san American, whispered Hato, grinning. Maybe that frightens you.



The policeman stared at the floor and saw his mother face down in afrozen rice paddy because she
was an Ainu with Caucasian blood and the silk market had collapsed in America. He took the magazine
in his hands and turned the pages until he came to one without any pictures, a page covered with
hundreds of minute Chinese characters. He held the page up in his hands scarred from digging sdt in
Shberiaand toreit into long trips, shredded the trips, et the tiny white piecesflutter over hislap to the
floor.

Doesthat mean you' re with me?
The policeman nodded.

They taked for awhile and then Hato |ft, dreaming of Paris and the funerd movie he would make
there. People would cometo interview him, they would ask him to give hisopinions on television, and he
would tell them the truth about America. Tell them everything and never again do caisthenicsor marchiin
haiku parades or put up with young women dressed as hags who broke into hisroom cdling him a
mother-fucker.

Behind him the policeman sat on his cot staring at snowflakes.

Mamafinished painting the nails on her right hand and went on to the left. For days she had been
pondering the smal gold cross worn by the young man whom Quin had brought with him to her nightclub.

Once Mama had known that cross well. It was the most treasured present the General had ever given
her. Later it was stolen in Shanghal while she was under the influence of laudanum, taken from her during
one of those evenings spent gazing a the falsely pornographic images projected dimly on thewal by the
whirring imagination of aclown.

Kikuchi-Lotmann. Quin. Big Gobi.

What connected these three men? Why had one of them come to possess the Generd’ s gift of loveto
her?

She knew the names Lotmann and Kikuchi, she knew the name Quin. But Gobi was a desert, aremote
place in western China, aforsaken place of sandy wastes. To see what it might teach her she consulted
the oldest document on the Gobi that she could find, an apocryphal chronicle written two thousand years

ago during the Han dynadty.

A region of sudden sandstorms, read the chronicle, sudden sandstorms and terrifying visions.
Rivers disappear overnight, landmarks go with the wind, the sun sinks at midday. A timeless
nonexistent land meant to plague the mind with its mirages.

But the most dangerous thing that must be mentioned is the caravans that appear at any
moment on the horizon, there to drift uncertainly for minutes or days or years. Now they are near,
now far, now just as assuredly they are gone. The camel drivers are aloof and silent,



undistinguishable, men of some distant race. But the men they serve, the leaders of the caravans,
are truly frightening. They wear odd costumes, their eyes gleam, they come from every corner of
the world.

These men, in sum, are the secret agents who have always given the authorities so much to fear.
They represent the princes and despots of a thousand lawless regions.

Or isit perhaps that they represent no one at all? I's that why their aspects make us tremble? In
any case we know only that thisistheir meeting place, the unmarked crossroads where they
mingle and separate and wander on their way.

As for where they go and why, we cannot be sure of such things. There are no tracksin such a
barren waste. The sandstorms blow, the sun sinks, rivers disappear, and their camelsarelost in
darkness. Therefore the truth must be that the routes of such men are untrace-able, their missions
unknowabl e, their ultimate destinations as invisible as the wind.

If the Son of Heaven is to continue to rule with integrity, we must defend our borders at all costs
from such men.

Thus ended the uneasy commentary written two thousand years ago by a Chinese traveler wishing to
warn the Sons of Han of the dangersto be found in the desert west of the Central Kingdom. Mama
found the alus ons evocative but she wanted to know more.

She telephoned the leading Chinese historian in the country, an acquaintance from her early daysin the
brothel in Kobe. The historian gave her an account of the tribes that had passed through the desert over
thelast three or four thousand years, atade of innumerable influxes and exoduses.

Next she called the leading geologist in the country. He compared the landscape of the Gobi to the
surface of the moon. Lastly she cdled Japan’ s most famous paeontologist.

Among her many scholarly acquaintances the paeontol ogist was somewhat specid. He had visited her
immediately after she arrived in the brothel and had never forgotten the experience, nor had she, for even
then he had bizarre tastes having to do with shards and divers of bone. The paleontologist was very old
now and largely deaf, but ahearing aid attached to his telephone made conversation possible.

My dear, he shouted, it s good to talk to you again after al these years. How long has it been, about
haf a century? Well, we ve both come aong way since then, my bonestell me so. What can | do for
you?

Mamatold him. She said she was trying to find some significance in theword Gobi when it was used as
aman’sname.

A kind of code word? shouted the paleontologist. Well, asyou know, the earth’ s climate has changed a
bit over the last million years. Something to do with shiftsin the magnetic fields of outer space. That
causes the poles on earth to shift, which changes the balance of the globe. Every now and then, in other
words, theworld goes out of whack. Right off its head. Thingsjust aren’t the same anymore. Confusion
at the poles, confusion al around. What used to beisn’t, what never wasis. Areas get mixed up. A place
that was a desert becomes fertile. The fertile place becomes a desert. 1t's amost enough to make aman
believe in the Book of Changes, but of course old books are intolerably boring.

Well, amillion years ago man wasjust about getting started, so what we surmise from the



paleontological evidenceisthat he wasn't getting started in the places you might think. Just the opposite,
the worst places today being the best places then. Therefore the Gobi was probably one of the origina
cradles of therace. Whereit dl began, my work and yours, the origin of man. | suggest you follow that
line of reasoning.

And my dear, don't forget to call again. Fifty yearsis much too long to wait a our age. Which reminds
me, someone mentioned that you were tattooed later on. Wasit al over? What kinds of tattoos?
Describe the part for me. Y ou know the one | mean.

The shouting pa eontol ogist became obscene. Mama skillfully turned the conversation aside and hung
up.

She returned to her dais to prepare for the mudra of contemplation. The origin of man. That’ swhat the
paleontologist had said.

She reflected on the boy who had raped one of her girlsin the middle of the floor. Many timesin her life
she had seen violence, but never violence committed with such an innocent face. She had known then
that the boy was agenuine primitive, achild from another age.

As proof there was the object he carried in his pocket, the object that had started dl the trouble. This
child carried an eye with him the way another man might carry awatch. That night in the club he had
taken out the eye to conault it.

Did the man truly exist who could tell time by looking into an eyebd|?

Mamafocused her thoughts on an imaginary point in the middle of her forehead, the ancient attitude of
memory. Her fingers were immobile, she stopped breathing. Recollections and impressions flowed fredly
in place of breath. Twenty-four floors below, the swans disappeared from the Imperia moat. Her nails
dried in the afternoon sun. High above the city Mamafloated in the world of her mind.

The time had cometo discover Big Gobi’ srole in the world. Who was he? Where had he come from?

Mamarecaled the information gathered by the Genera’ sformer chauffeur. After taking Quin to Tsukiji
he had watched Quin’s house for severa days as amatter of course.

The big one, he reported, spends all day watching television. He sesemsto have no other interest, nor
does he ever speak. When the other oneis there the big one sitswith his hands folded in hislap. He does
nothing. But as soon as the other one leaves, he takes a piece of meat out of his pocket. The mest is
black and crusted and he holds it while he watches television. The diding door was open while | was
there, so | leaned in to get a better look. The meat appears to be atongue, a common beef tongue that
must have been grilled over charcoa, which explainsits black crust. After so much handling, and because
of the hot spell we ve had, it’ sbeginning to fall gpart. Another curiousfact isthat athough he watches
televison dl thetime, the televison screen lacks apicture. Thereisjust grayness and ahum.

Mamahad listened to the former corpora’ s report without surprise. The surprisesthat men might work
were far behind her. In the brothel in Kobe she had known ten thousand men with their ten thousand
tricks and fantasies.

But asthe sage had said, although there may be ten thousand creatures, every one of them cannot
turn its back to the shade without having the sun on its belly.

Mama closed her eyes and thought of the tongue the boy held in his hands, the meat filled with white
worms the shape of fingernail parings.



That meat was the same kind of flesh horsemen in the Gobi Desert had been carrying under their
saddles for thousands of years. These horsemen, who must be the boy’ s spiritual ancestors, had once
been the terror of the world. From their desert they had galloped across the earth conquering the palaces
of many civilizations. But then the sandstorms had come and the rivers had gone, the caravans had lost
their way and a single horseman was|eft to ride on done into the wastes of the desert clutching his mest.

He holds histongue in his hand, thought Mama, because he knows the destiny of hisMongoal tribe and
dares not relateit. He knowsit istoo fearful for othersto hear and he knows that atongue can never fail
to speak of the padt. It isthe umbilical cord of the past and yet it isthe strangest of al umbilical cordsfor
it does not nourish, for those who speak do not know and those who know do not speak.

The sagetells usthat the soul of manislike agrandee on histravels. When aplaceisnot to hisliking he
moves on. He consults the time piece of his eye and enters aream from another era.

And thus, thought Mama, this child we know as Big Gobi is ageless. Heisthe oldest child in the world,
the child who was born amillion years ago when the desert was not even adesert. And now he has
removed his tongue so that he will not be tempted to walk on the sands of other eras, to recall those
sands and converse upon them and reveal thereby secrets unknown to us, secrets he aone can envision
with histimdesseye.

The emerdd in the middle of Mama sforehead glistened. An insight had cometo her from the crossthe
boy wore, across given to her by the General, whose subsequent death brought her to despair and made
of the cross, hisgift, an unbearable burden. A cross taken from her then in the locked, shuttered room
where she had gone to confess her misery, dipped off her neck by an immobile fat man who had listened
to her tale for her sake, anameess naked giant in the shadows who thereupon silently lifted the
intolerable weight from her shoulders and in so doing bestowed upon her the most precious of gifts, the
blessing of hope.

A small gold cross. A crossing of two people in the shadow of a battered projector that later led to
another in the Shangha warehouse where she gave her lovein return to the nameless circus master of the
acts, for his sake, inthelast hours of historment.

Mama opened her eyes. She began to breathe again.

Theivory eephant bearing the lotus had been moved to the far sde of the room, to the window facing
west. She climbed up the sde of the eephant now and arranged herself on the lotus. It was late
afternoon, the time to consider the end of the day. She faced the setting sun.

Long ago she had accepted the loss of the Generdl, her first son, the circus master, her second son. But
now asthe light fell and the darkness closed around her, as she recalled the distant blessing from the
naked giant that had once given her new life, she prayed that it might not yet be too dark for the child
known as Big Gohi to see the amile of the Kannon Buddha, to fed the mercy and compassion in her
face, to find somewhere in those worn, wrinkled lines a measure of the love that had conceived himina
Shanghai ring soon to be extravagantly crowded with animas and acts, before his circus cameto an end
and the lone Mongol was left to wander the barren wastes westward, into the desert of sandstorms and
mirages where the secret agents of lost caravans conversad in unknowable tongues.



The grayness buzzed and Big Gobi watched, unable to dign the ten thousand linesin his head with the
ten thousand linesin front of him.

Ghogts smiled from the grayness.

He saw the dancing, solemn ghost of aboy on abeach, aboy in an army hospital, a boy on abus, a
boy looking a afrozen tunafish and a powdery bowl of seagull soup.

In afew weeksthefirgt typhoons of early autumn would come to Japan. Even now violent winds circled
each other in the South China Seawaiting to break out of their ring into the Pacific. But for Big Gobi that
dangerous season had aready passed. The windsthat blew over him came from the north, from the
Manchurian plains and the Siberian tundra. Where he lived it was winter, ablizzard wasforming in his
brain.

He sat with a blanket around his shoulders. Quin had goneto find adoctor.

He was shivering, his bad shoulder ached, hislegswere numb. He dumped sdeways, no longer ableto
keep himsdf upright againgt the wind. The caravan wound toward the horizon and he knew he waslogt,
losing touch with the world.

He was sorry he had to disappoint Quin and Geraty and the gentle Father and the wise Mamaby falling
behind. He wanted to stay with them but he was exhausted, the blizzard raged and he could no longer

keep up.

Alone and ddiriousin the desert of hisMongol ancestors, in the solitude of wind and snow, heraised
his hand to wave farewell.

Hato stuttered that he wanted to leave. The policeman hit him in the scomach and went on working on
the window, working dowly because he didn’t want the small half-moon of glass above thelock to fall
and make anoise. It was hot, they were both sweeting. The cutter did, the suction cup held. The
policeman turned the lock and raised the window.

They were in abedroom at the back of the house. A light showed under the door. Hato was whispering
again, suttering. The policeman hit him across the mouth and forced him up through the window. He
followed and stopped to listen at the door. A humming sound. He brought his knee up into Hato' s groin,
opened the door, pushed him through.

Hato sumbled into the living room where the big foreigner was sitting with ablanket wrapped around
him, shaking, sweeting. A televison set hummed on the far Sde of the room. Hato smiled weakly and
tried to think of the crippled girl in New Y ork, his shoeboxes of airplane disasters, the chow mein whore,
movies

Nothing happened. He had forgotten dl his English.



He grinned and then he frowned. He was wetting his pants. He saw the big foreigner wave, and in
desperation he waved back.

Hurry, whispered the foreigner. The blizzard' s here, we can’t wait any longer, we have to begin the
ceremony.

He pulled asmdll table over and wedged it between hislegs. He pushed another small table toward
Hato.

Besat the drum, he whispered. Hurry, call thetribe.

Hato squatted on the floor watching the big foreigner with the dark face and the danting eyes and the
high cheekbones drum on the table. He drummed for several minutes and then raised hisarmsto the sky.
There weretearsin his eyes as he chanted.

Women hey.
Oysters hey.
Hey hey hey.

I’ve seen it, whispered the big foreigner. I’ ve been to the top of the mountain and seen the paace. I've
looked down into the valley.

Whilethe fool and the giant beat their drums the policeman was working hisway around the room. He
crouched, he loped, he crept on al fours. He prowled the corners and sniffed the air for the stars he had
seen in a Siberian pine grove. He came across a trand ucent green paperweight stolen from the desk of a
cusomsofficia in New Y ork.

The paperweight reminded him of urind candy, urina candy reminded him of Baron Kikuchi and his
father' s esten face. He bit into the paperweight and snapped hisfront teeth, the pain bringing with it a
jumble of memories.

A huge overcoat.
Frozen rice paddies.
Mulberry trees.
Landlords and taxes.
Peace.

Riots.

Shredded testicles.
War.

Hair.

A special sound.
Latrines.

Mushrooms.



Icy cellars, scalped heads, razors, a blackjack.

His head was humming, he had to have the silence of that other night under the stars. He picked up the
heavy tdevison set and brought it down with dl his strength.

Glass broke, meta cracked, wires spun. The foreigner’ s huge body toppled backward, the box driven
down to his shoulders. His eyeswere still open but his skull was crushed, his mouth jammed shut. The
policeman saw the face in the hole where the screen had been.

Hato was down on hisknees, his chin covered with sdiva. The policeman kicked him and watched him
fal over. He was moaning, twitching, gripped by a seizure he had last experienced as achild on abed of
movie magazines. His hand reached out for the familiar objects, the gloves and hairpieces and empty
lipstick tubes, but there was nothing there but the table drum. He bit hislip. Swallowed. Blood frothed
over hismouth.

He was strangling on his own tongue.

The policeman undid the cross the foreigner was wearing and tied it around his own neck. He took the
piece of mesat out of the foreigner’ s pocket and squeezed it. White worms dribbled through hisfingers.
He dropped the meat and licked hisfingers.

In the kitchen he found some cans of beer and a package of cigarettes. He smoked and drank until the
canswere al empty, then he urinated in one of them and put it back in the refrigerator. He shredded the
cigarettes that were left and scattered the tobacco around the kitchen.

Hato was no longer twitching. The policeman dropped his trousers to make a pile between the two
boysand smdl thefamiliar smell.

At the subway station he bought a newspaper and stood patiently in line waiting to buy histicket. All the
other passengersin the subway were using their newspapersto fan themsalves, but he held hisin front of
him pretending to read. From Tsukiji he walked to Tokyo Bay, to the end of the concrete breskwater
where Quin had recently been with Baron Kikuchi’ sformer chauffeur.

Steps led down to the water. The lights of the city hid most of the stairs. The water was very black as
he approached the giant steps of the Tohoku and descended them for the last time.

Around his neck hung the small gold crossthat had been revered for thirteen centuries by traders
crossing central Asa, acrossthat had once been given to Adzhar by hiswife and subsequently worn by
Maeve and the General and Mama before anaked giant stoleit in Shanghai, stoleit for safekeeping, and
kept it for thirty years until he could return it to the doomed son of the Shanghai circus, alonely Mongol
horseman from whom it might have been taken in order to bring to an end thelast invisible caravans
hidden in the code name Gobi, carried at last to adark resting place in the waters where its glittering lines
could no longer cross and recross the lives of those who had worn it over the yearsin honor of love and
the memory of love.



HIMSELF, HERSELF

7

Move. Mar ch.
Where?

What does it matter? All good roads are within. Mine has been a long one and per haps your
march must be long as well.

—Adzhar to aleader of the 1927 Communist uprising in Shanghai

One September morning shortly before dawn a procession of black limous nes was seen gpproaching
Tokyo from some point to the south, perhaps Kamakura, where they had apparently gathered during the
hours of darkness. The limousines entered the city and moved dowly down amain thoroughfare keeping
themsalves bumper to bumper, dl of them empty savefor adriver.

Thefunera processon crept around the streetsin awide curve until by mid-morning the entire center of
the city was blocked off in agigantic circle of mourning. By then the first limousine had come up behind
the last to form an unbroken chain, making it impossible to estimate how many thousands of vehicles
there might be in the solemn parade.

Since neither traffic nor pedestrians could pass through the mysterious black ring, the stores and offices
of Tokyo eventudly closed and the government declared an unofficia holiday. Twelve million people
came out to watch the unannounced and namel ess event while around the world many millions more
pondered the total inscrutability of the Orient, bewildered that the death of one unknown person could
cause afunera of such magnitude. In fact it wasthe most magnificent funerd celebrated in Asasincethe
death of Kublai Khan, but only one man understood this completely, that other wanderer from the
thirteenth century who called himsdlf Father Lamereaux.

From the lawn of an elegant inn, amid stone lanterns and stone paths, twisted pines and miniature
bridges, the two surviving haf-brothers watched the procession. Kikuchi-Lotmann knew now that the



woman he had described on the highbar in the abandoned warehouse was indeed his mother, but that his
father had not been the circus magter of that story but of another, one that began on a houseboat in
Shangha when hisfather and Quin’ sfather had been introduced to each other by the woman they both
loved eight years before their deaths, eight years before the circus and Nanking, eight years before the
conception of thethird half-brother, whose funeral was now being celebrated in the world' slargest city,
the cause of the black ring around Tokyo twenty years after the end of the war known only to them and
the Kannon Buddha and the aging Emperor who had long ago found homes for the sons of Maeve and
Mama

Quin nodded to himsdlf, Kikuchi-Lotmann changed his necktie. They watched the procession until
sunset, when a servant gppeared with a picnic basket and spread a tablecloth on the grass with lox and
winter sable, white-fish, pickled herring and herring in cream, rollmops, pickled tomatoes, cream cheese
and chives, olives, chopped liver, atray of bagels.

Infront of the array of food two smal figuresin ice were set up, the one aman in frock coat with whip
and megaphone, the other aboy with a dented shoulder.

At thefoot of the hill the procession of limousineswas at last coming to an end, and dthough it was cold
for September the two ice figures were aready beginning to mdt. Kikuchi-Lotmann gazed at the sun
sinking out of Sght.

A little of this, he said, and allittle of that. Or put another way, we sSit in the East and watch the sun go
down in the West. But if we wereto reverse ourselves?

Theicefigureswere pools of water. Kikuchi-Lotmann’s head wagged. He blew the water and sprayed
it over the grass, fogging hisglasses. A sad smile cameto hisface as he spread adice of fish on abagd.

Mixed buffet, he said in the hdf-light. Help yoursdif.

The elderly Emperor sat thin and erect in his ornate Victorian parlor, one hand gripping each horsehair
arm of histhrone. His black habit hung loosdly around him, the cloth worn, the celluloid collar unstudded
and awry. On thetablein front of him stood a bottle of Irish whiskey.

Uncertain wegather, he whispered. I’ ve always enjoyed the latter part of September here. Theair is
uneasy asif hiding some secret, yet we al know typhoons arein the natura order of things. Isthat bottle
what it appearsto be?

Yes, said Quin.
Father LamereaLix Sghed.

It'sbeen along time since I’ ve tasted that, nearly aquarter of a century. When | first cameto Japan |
had my cats and the Legion and the flowers of Tokyo, and there were the templesin the lovey hills
above Kamakurawith their gongs and rituals and the periods set aside for contemplation. The Legion
met at that long table behind you and we had discussions on No plays after the closing prayer and the
passing of the secret-bag. But then in the 1930s they took those ugly cannons they captured from the



Russiansin 1905 and placed them around the shrines. How did that bottle get there?

It sapresent for you, said Quin. I'll be leaving soon and we might not meet again. | thought we might
have adrink together.

No, we probably won't meet again.

| remembered that Geraty said you and he had a glass of Irish whiskey together the last time he saw
you, when he left for Chinabefore the war.

Did he say that? Perhapswe did, I’ ve forgotten. After that | lost the cats and the legionaries. The
flowers of Tokyo weren't so beautiful during the war when the whole city was burning down. Since then
I’ve been a dtrict vegetarian, honey and eggs excepted. Rice has apeculiar effect on the bowels of the
Japanese, which is one reason they prefer the out-of-doors. | prefer it mysdlf, especiadly my own garden,
but | can’t do it whenit’ sraining.

Can | pour you adrink?

I think so. | think I just might have one today because there' s going to be atyphoon and because | lost
everything a quarter of a century ago, too long atime to have nothing. | believe we should emulate the
Virgin, ahuman soul must not resgn itself to imperfection. The Emperors of Japan were great men until
military dictatorsforced them into retirement in the thirteenth century. The Emperor was smply thrown
out in the streets and told to barter pickles and bugger his autograph for rice. Then in the 1920s | went to
study in Kamakura. Once on a spring afternoon there | heard the music that had tempted the sun
goddess from her cave, exquisite music played on a koto athousand yearsold. Elijah and the sun
goddess played it for me as| nodded with the flowers, asthe shoemaker’s son sat at his shoemaker’s
bench and sang adragon’ s epic so strange and sanctifying it surely must have been a gift from the distant
Lapps. Did you know Elijah or the shoemaker’ s son? Did you know Henry Pu Yi? Hewasavery
naughty man and hismythical country never redlly existed. But for al that, he was dtill the last emperor |
had an opportunity to talk to. | suppose I’ ve aready mentioned the Peram and their necronym system,
Father of Uncle Dead and the rest. Even among sSimple tribesmen relationships can be quite complex.
Quite complex when we look into it.

The old priest unbuttoned his coat the wrong way. He took the glass of whiskey and studied it. The
windows were rattling violently. Gugts of air shot across the room. Although it was only early afternoon
the sky was dready dark. The whole house seemed to be swaying in thewind.

Father Lamereaux drank. He raised the glass again and emptied it. His hands relaxed and he smiled
gently. All a once his eyes sparkled.

| think that’ s better, he said. | think that’s much better.
Father, | wonder if you could tell me why you named the child Gobi? | assume that was your doing.

Yes, it was, dthough | haven't thought about it in many years. Sometimes we forget certain things when
we go into retirement. | believe |’ d like another, please.

Quinrefilled the glass.
Not in years. Didn’t remember it at dl, but now | do.
How did you happen to choose the name?

Firg of al because theinfant was brought to me nameess. Hasn't it dways been so? The Emperor



arivesin theworld nameless, yet centuries later we know the eraby his name and no other. It'san old
custom and an important one. No other name will do.

And what did the name Gobi mean?

Ultimately who isto say? We know it was the name of an espionage network that once existed here
and in China. We know that Adzhar suggested it that afternoon we had the picnic on the beach, he and |
and your parents, the time we wore gas masks. We know your father said our group should have aname
and Adzhar said it should be Gobi . We know the four of uslaughed and that was that.

And who was Adzhar?
I’'m not sure. Marco Polo perhaps?1’ll have another, please.
Quin poured. Father Lamereaux smiled.

Do you know I’'m beginning to think I might come out of retirement? Thiswould be an gppropriate day
to do it, during atyphoon.

And Adzhar?

Y esindeed, avery dear friend. He and | and L otmann were inseparable in those days. Have you ever
heard of him? Do you know anything at al about this unique little man who had such amiraculous way
with languages?

No | don't, Father. Nothing at all.

Wéll, then you should. It would befolly to visit the East and not know something about the man who
spent hiswhoalelife getting here. Lotmann never drank, but Adzhar certainly did. Well, | think I'll just
have one more before | go on. One or possibly two in memory of both of them.

Quin filled the Jesuit’ s glass. Father Lamereaux sipped. He smiled gently and began to whisper.

He was born the son of a shoemaker in Gori, atown in Georgia, afew years before Alexander 11 freed
the serfs. He was sent to aseminary in Tiflisto study for the Orthodox priesthood but was soon expelled
asan anarchist and anihilist. He was arestless man, Adzhar or whatever hisreal name was, once he
hinted it might be Dzugashvili. In any case, when he was expelled from the seminary hewent to St.
Petersburg to study chemistry. A few yearslater, in the spring of 1880, hefell in love with a beautiful
woman.

Sophiawas amember of the nobility, the daughter of the governor of St. Petersburg. When shewasa
baby her autocratic father cast off hiswife and sent her to Switzerland so that he would be better ableto
carry on hismany affairswith women.

Sophia grew up not knowing she had a mother. When she discovered the truth about her father she
decided to kill the Czar.



Shevigted her mother in Geneva and there contacted the Russian nihilist exiles who were aso plotting
to nate the Czar. With her beauty and her position she was a valuable asset to them. She moved in
court circles, and her hatred for her father was so great she was more than willing to use her body to
obtain information on the Czar’ s security arrangements. It wasn't long before the Czar’ s courtiers, in bed
in her arms, had told her everything the plotters needed to know.

Sophia brought Adzhar into the plot because of hisknowledge of chemigtry. Shedidn’t love him and he
knew it, her obsession with humiliating her father left no room for loving anyone. But when she asked him
to design the bombs for the group he agreed. Sophiatook his prescriptions to Genevaand smuggled the
materials back in asuitcase. Adzhar then put the bombs together in a shoemaker’ s shop he had rented on
the route through . Petersburg that the Czar would be using during the first week of March 1881. Indll
there were eight men and two women in the plot.

On March 1, near the shoemaker’ s shop, abomb was thrown at the Czar’ s carriage. The Czar was
dazed and stepped down into the street. A second man ran forward and threw abomb at their feet,
killing himsdf and the Czar but no oneelse.

Of the plotters one man waskilled in the explosion, one shot himsdlf, two escaped, and the remaining
men and women were sentenced to desth. Because of Sophia srank Alexander 111 himself had to sign
her death warrant. He was rel uctant to do so, but his courtiers persuaded him out of fear that she might
reved their indiscretions with her. Asit turned out she said nothing. She had disgraced her father and that
was enough. She was hanged without betraying anyone.

Adzhar, one of the two men who had escaped, wasthen in his early twenties. The news of Sophia’'s
execution reached him in Helsinki, where he had gone into hiding. He also learned that the Russian
government was sending agents abroad to try to catch him and the other man.

Adzhar knew he had to find as remote a spot as possible, so he went north to the land of the Lapps.
For the next half-dozen years he lived with the L apps in isolation, wandering with them and their reindeer
herds across the wastes of the Arctic Circle. When he left them he went to Iceland and worked asa
shoemaker. While with the Lapps he had learned Lgppish, an Asan language, aswell asthe
Scandinavian tongues. Now he learned Icelandic. He still had not forgotten Sophia, and the discipline of
learning languages, he discovered, was away of putting aside his unhappiness.

After ahalf-dozen years reading the | celandic sagas he went to the Faroe Idands and learned Faroese,
then to the Ide of Man to learn Manx. During this period he also acquired Gadlic, Scottish Gadlic, Welsh,
and English. With English behind him he went to America, asdid so many East Europeans at that time.

The St. Petersburg uprising of 1905 came and went, as did the artillery pieceslater placed around the
Shinto shrinesin Japan. In New Y ork he met Trotsky, the hero of the 1905 uprising who was now
traveling to various countries soliciting aid for his cause. Although Trotsky was nearly twenty years
younger than Adzhar, he revived Adzhar’ spalitica idealism.

One evening there was afamous encounter between the two men that resulted in Adzhar ddlivering his
incredible prophecy, a prophecy that later caused Trotsky to give him his remarkable code name.

It happened in the Bronx. Trotsky had gone to Adzhar’ s shoemaker’ s shop for blintzes and borscht.
Trotsky was in abad temper that evening because he had spent the day working on hishistory of the
1905 failure. He refused to eat anything, and al the food, which Adzhar had spent the day preparing,
seemed about to go to waste. Adzhar decided to enliven the gathering with astory. Trotsky replied that
there wasn't astory in the world that could lift his gloom at that moment. Adzhar smiled and answered in
an unknown tongue.



What' s that? asked Trotsky.
Passamaquoddy, said Adzhar.
What?

An Indian tribe, abranch of the Algonquins. | lived with them for afew weeks one winter in order to
pick up their language.

And what did you learn in this usdl ess tongue?
How the world was created.

How?

Likethis.

Adzhar recounted the epic. Hetold it first in Russian and then in the original Passamagquoddy. As
related by Adzhar, the exploits of the centra character strongly resembled Trotsky’ slife up until then.
Trotsky listened more and more intently, delighted to hear his struggles described in such an
odd-sounding language. Although he didn’t believe for amoment that Adzhar’ s version was authentic, he
gill found it amusing to imagine that a half-naked Indian with abow and arrow and afeather in hishair
had once experienced in North Americathe same struggles he was now undergoing in Russia. He
laughed and joked and ate quantities of blintzes and borscht. By the end of the evening he had forgotten
al about 1905 and was talking enthusiagtically about the next uprising, which he was certain would
succeed.

When will it come? asked someone.

Trotsky frowned. He calculated. He searched for obscure quotations from the holy books of
revolutions. He was about to squeeze dl of history into oneironbound Marxist harangue when his gaze
happened to fal on Adzhar. What stopped him then? The mischief in Adzhar’ s eyes? The dight smile that
was dways hovering around the little man’s mouth?

The harangue never came. The frown flew from Trotsky’ sface and he burst into wild laughter, the kind
of unrestrained, totally goodhumored laughter seldom heard from a dedicated revol utionary whose work,
likethat of God's, leans heavily on the serious Sde of life,

Adzhar, he said, your blintzes were superb tonight. Y our borscht was excellent, and what's more
you' ve dready answered that question for me, for mother Russiaand the world. How long did you say
your brave Passamaguoddy labored in hisact of creation?

A dozen years.
Just s0. Wdll wefailed in 1905 and that meanswe will succeed in 1917.

Adzhar winked. Once more Trotsky went off into aburst of wild laughter. In revolutionary circles
around the world Trotsky was often called The Pen because of the power of hiswriting. He made
reference to thisnow.

Adzhar, he said, on the basis of that epic you told us tonight you should always be known as The Holy
Ghost, and if you ever join usthat’ swhat your code name will haveto be.

The two men embraced, Trotsky insisting that a photograph be taken in order to memoriaize the



evening of Adzhar’' s prophecy.

When the Third International was founded in 1919 The Holy Ghost wasin Parisworking for Trotsky,
using hisknowledge of French and German and Itdian and Spanish, Hebrew, Hungarian, Lithuanian,
L ettish, Flemish, Dutch, Romansh, Slovak, Serbo-Croatian, and severa other tonguesto recruit
European agents and pass information from one movement to another. A Guatemalan, for example,
gpoke only his native Tzotzil didect, and if Adzhar hadn’t learned Tzotzil in acafe one afternoon in order
to talk to the man the Comintern would never have known of the existence of this potentialy valuable
agent in Centrd America.

Aninnovation of hisin Pariswasaunit of moles, Jewish tailors he brought from Odessa and taught to
make clothes characteristic of various regionsin the world, and to plant ticket stubs and tobacco and
other itemsin thelinings of the pockets, so that Comintern agents could travel fredly without fear of being

recognized.

In 1919 hereturned briefly to Russiato see Trotsky and was amost shot at the border asaWhite
Russian. Fortunately he had with him the photograph taken at the shoemaker’ s shop in the Bronx that
showed him and Trotsky arm in arm beaming at the camera. He presented it to the guards and it saved
hislife

Back in Paris one of his many new recruits was a young American who had been wounded in the First
World War and wanted to end dl wars. Quin, shdl we cal him? Adzhar even knew the neighborhood in
the Bronx where the young man had grown up, for it happened to be the same as that of the shoemaker’s
shop in the photograph.

He found Quin an intelligent young man, confident of himsdlf, eager to learn, and eager to put hisskills
to work. He dso found his enthusiasm naive perhaps, but Adzhar wasn't so old that he couldn’'t
remember his own fedlingswhen heleft Tifiis and went to St. Petersburg.

He gave Quin sometraining and received orders to send him on to Moscow. It was not until severa
yearslater in Shanghal, after Adzhar had removed himsdf from espionage work, that he learned from a
young American woman that hisformer pupil Quin had received intensve training a the school outsde
Moscow and been assigned to amissionin China.

Adzhar was disturbed by Lenin’s New Economic Policy after the Russian civil war. When Lenindied in
1924 he decided to give up his clandestine activities and return to the study of languages. He wasthen
over sixty. Thetime had cometo retire, hefelt.

Thus he severed forever dl connections with the Comintern.

From Paris he went to the Middle East, intending to learn Punic and Ugaritic, Mandaean and Nuzi
Akkadian. He did learn them, but while in Jerusalem he met for the second time aman he had known five
years before in France, a man he admired exceedingly, a Japanese diabetic who had converted to
Judaism since they had last seen each other.

This man was Rabbi Lotmann, formerly Baron Kikuchi of the powerful landowning clanin northern
Japan. Lotmann discussed the Orient with Adzhar, and it was because of him that Adzhar decided not to
tarry in the Middle East but to continue hisjourney asfar east as one could go.

In Malabar, where he stopped briefly to acquire fluency in Kulu and Kotaand Toda, he fdl inlove with
ayoung woman of wedth and married her, the only time he ever married, so long had it taken him to
recover from theloss of Sophia.



Hiswife was a Nestorian Christian, amember of that nearly extinct sect that had flourished in the early
Middle Ages. Asachild she had fed her horse from ahelmet that had been worn by asoldier in
Tamerlane sarmy. Either that experience or the trading traditions of her fathers, who had sold their
peppercorns to both East and West, had caused the young woman to dream of someday going to
Samarkand to vigt the tomb of Tamerlane, from where she hoped to follow the silk route of antiquity
through central Asia, perhaps asfar as Peking. In the thirteenth century, after al, aNestorian monk from
Peking had traveled west to discuss theology with the pope and had continued on to Bordeaux, where he
gave communion to Edward | of England. Why not reverse the journey? Lastly there was the inducement
of apilgrimage to the famous monument that Chinese Nestorians had erected at Hsan-fu in the eighth
century.

Adzhar was delighted when he heard dll of this. He and his wife went to Goato organize acaravan and
there found an omen of the misfortune to come.

Goaisbuilt on hills and the sewerage system consisted of open drains cleaned by pigs that wandered
the city. At thetime they arrived there aband of Arabs had just sailed into port with ashipload of
powerful drugs, some suspected of being from asfar away as Mexico. The Portuguese were celebrating
Eagter with these drugs, the Arabs were cel ebrating Ramadan, and the Indians were supplicating their
usua multitude of soring deities.

The problem was that the drugs were much stronger than anyone suspected. They were so lasting that
many of their properties passed right through the body of the user, causing a phenomenon known asthe
high hogs of Goa. For severd weeks the entire popul ation had to remain locked indoors on their hills,
without food or water, terrorized by marauding hordes of tipsy, careening pigs driven mad by the
sewerage in the open drains.

Finaly Adzhar and hisyoung wife and the infant daughter recently born to them were ableto set out in
their caravan. They reached Samarkand without incident and turned east to cross central Asia. Along the
trail of the ancient silk route Adzhar continued to acquire new languages, Kashgarian and Y akandian,
Taranchi, Uzbek and Sart, Harachin, Chanar. All went well until they sighted the Gobi Desert. At an
oasis on the fringe of the desert they were attacked without warning by atribe of bandits appearing from
nowhere.

Adzhar was away from the camp at the time. His daughter was playing under a blanket and escaped
notice, but hiswife and all the bearers were decapitated. Adzhar shouldered his daughter and crossed the
Gobi on foot, his daughter dying of thirst before he reached another oasis.

At last he arrived in Shanghai in 1927, the year the Communist uprising failed there, the same year
Trotsky fell from power in Russa

Father Lamereaux paused to pour himsdlf another glass of whiskey.

Asit happened, he whispered, aremark Adzhar made during hisfirst daysin Shangha had an
enormous influence on modern Chinese history.



When he arrived in the city hisonly interest wasin learning the Kiangs and Hakka didects, to go with
those he dready knew, so that he could read the regional commentaries on the Chinese classics before
continuing on to Japan. But at the same time, remembering his own experiences with the czarist police, he
could not help but be sympathetic with the revol utionaries who were being hunted down in Shanghai and
shot. Consequently he hid anumber of them in hishome until away could be found for them to escape
fromthecity.

One of these Chinese was an urbane scholarly man who had studied in Europe and had been one of the
leaders of the uprising. He and Adzhar got into the habit of having long philosophica discussionsto pass
the hours. Not surprisingly, like Trotsky in the Bronx, the Chinese was depressed over the recent disaster
to hiscause,

Sometimes, he said one evening, despair pardyzes us. We become like an animal in the dark that can
neither see nor hear nor smell.

| know that despair, said Adzhar. On one occasion | knew it particularly well. | wasliving with the
Lapps and it seemed | would never escape those frozen regions where the darkness closes around you
and closesin. But then the Lapps with their reindeer taught me what to do and taught me well, for
remember no one knows such anight asthey do above the Arctic Circle.

And what did they tell you?
What I’ ve done dl my life since then. Move. March.
Where?

What does it matter? All good roads are within. Mine has been along one and perhaps your march
must belong aswell.

The scholarly Chinese smiled at Adzhar, for asthey both knew, the Lapp proverb he had quoted was
nothing more than the way of the Tao. He smiled a Adzhar, but he remembered the wisdom of the
remark because it came from aman who had known many strange corners of the world.

A few days later the Chinese was able to escape from Shanghai. During the next few years he knew
many more disagters, until finaly amoment came when he and his comrades were completely surrounded
by armiesthat far outnumbered them.

By then the scholarly revolutionary had risen high in the ranks of the party. Each night after aday of
hopeless warfare the weary |leaders sat down on the ground to discuss their desperate Situation, and each
night Adzhar’ sfriend argued with the others to accept the advice he had heard while hiding in Shanghai.

Almogt dl the other leaders disagreed with him. What he was proposing was failure and defeat. They
gtill controlled this one area of the country, and the peasants there were loyd to them. If they left it they
would have nothing. They would be nothing.

So they argued, but Adzhar’ s friend was clever and eventually he won them over. The order was given
to march and they did, six thousand milesin al, amarch that saved them from extinction and became a
mystica unifying force that brought them to power in the end.

A long voyage? Perhaps. Y et not as long as the voyage of a shoemaker’ s son from Georgia

Adzhar busied himsdf with Chinese diaects, but very soon he was experiencing anew kind of
restlessness, the most profound he had ever known. He used to speculate that it had cometo him
because he had crossed the Gobi Desert on foot, although frankly | see no connection whatsoever



between the two. Then at other times he claimed the origina cause of the restlessness might have been
more general and unspecified than one would expect, perhaps merely aroutine result of having arrived in
the East after so many decades of wandering. Lotmann favored the |atter explanation and as proof
quoted the story of Elijah and the ravens, which had saved hisown life, but intheend whoisto say?In
any case the restlessness amounted to this.

Adzhar had loved only two women in hislife, hiswife and before that Sophia. Now he asked himsdlf
why the way of the Lapps should only be applied to geography. People were more important than
places, and hadn’t he wasted too many years moving from place to place remembering or anticipating
love?

He decided he had. He decided that in the years he had | €ft to live, it would be criminal not to make up
for theloss, to add an overal balanceto hislife. Once more he went on the march, only now it was from
embrace to embrace.

They must be avigorous people, the Georgians. Adzhar was over saeventy when he became converted
to lovein Shanghai, yet he began around of activitiesthat would have exhausted a man fifty years
younger. Of course there was no question about his being successful. He had charm learned in a
thousand settlements, he could quote poems from any language in the world. Although old and smdll, his
years of londly wandering had given him an ability to appreciate women that few men have ever
possessed. Thelinguigtic genius formerly gpplied to words now expressed itsdlf through his heart. No
matter whether awoman was young or old or short or fat, beautiful or ugly or thin or tall, the moment he
saw her he loved her with a genuine and boundless love that completely overwhelmed him.

Could any woman resist such warmth? She could not. Adzhar’ s lovemaking became alegend and
hundreds of women sought him ot.

Oneé&ffair he had then, more significant than the others, was with ayoung American woman to whom he
gave the Nestorian relic treasured in hiswife sfamily for thirteen centuries. Maeve, we might cal her.

Thereason the affair was significant to him is easy to understand. Maeve was young and beautiful and
passionate, to be sure, but more specificaly there was aquality in her that reminded him of someone dlse,
awoman he had known half a century before, aquality that often fascinates but seldom brings happiness.
As he was ready to admit, that young American woman reminded him of Sophia.

| was there when he met her again at the picnic on the beach in Kamakura. He asked her what had
become of the small gold cross, and shetold him that she had given it to a Japanese Generd, alater lover
of hers. Adzhar smiled when he heard that. Hewas glad, he said.

As soon as helearned his old friend Lotmann was returning from the Middle East, to retire in
Kamakura, Adzhar moved there to be near him. Lotmann was engaged in trandating the Tamud into
Japanese, an enterprise that interested Adzhar so much he decided to undertake amajor project of his
own, atraditiona Oriental practice.

Toward the end of lifeit is customary for an emperor to retire to some spot that pleases him and there
write the poetry that will memoridize hisreign. This poetic compendium is the means by which future
generations can know the name and nature of hisera. In Adzhar’ s case one might have expected a
history of al thelanguagesin theworld, or perhapsadictionary of al the languagesin theworld, sothat a
scholar ten thousand years from now could know what everything meant.

But no, his great work took quite adifferent form.

Two factorsinfluenced him. Firgt, Lotmann was doing atrandation and that made senseto Adzhar,



gnceit seemed likely that anything worth writing had aready been written somewhere.

Second, he decided his subject should dedl with the revolution he himsalf had recently undergone, his
insatiable new love of lovemaking.

In the monasteriesin the hills aove Kamakura he found certain manuscriptsto hisliking. These
manuscripts had been compiled in the thirteenth century by vast armies of monks and were not only
whimsica and fantadtic but totaly pornographic. Originaly Adzhar had thought of rendering theminto his
native Russian, but he redlized he was il too disgusted with Lenin’s New Economic Policy to do that.
On the other hand, Roosevelt had just announced his New Deal in Americaand anew ded dways
appealed to Adzhar. For this reason and no other the most stupendous pornographic collectionin
modern times happened to be rendered into English.

Day and night the retired Emperor could be found laboring in his pavilion to complete the prodigious
task he had assigned himsdlf. In addition to trandating tens of thousands of documents, he
cross-referenced them with an eccentric system of his own invention, numberswritten into the margins.
These siwvarming clouds of numbers had overwhelming implications, for the redl task Adzhar had set
himself was no lessthan atota description of love by way of endless enumeration, an Oriental concept
whereby one blank face turnsinto an infinite array of masks, a process so unfamiliar inthe West it is
cdled inscrutable.

In 1937, in honor of hiseightieth birthday, Adzhar planned an extraordinary fortnight of unlimited
libertinism. Both Lotmann and | warned him againgt it, but he was adamant. Hewouldn’t listen to us.

Early that summer, you see, aparty of Kempaitai plainclothesmen had visited his house asthey
periodically did with foreigners. They perused his manuscripts and were shocked by what they found. In
their view the very existence of such documentsin English was aclear and present danger to the state,
since mountains of ancient Japanese pornography compiled by monks tended to belie the officia position
that the Japanese were now and aways had been morally superior to dl races everywhere.

Adzhar argued that he had no intention of showing his collection to anyone. He even offered to destroy
the key or code book to his annotations, without which no one could hope to grasp the ultimate
sgnificance of thetrandations.

But the Kempeitai confiscated the collection al the same. They brought atruck convoy down to
Kamakura and carted the manuscripts away to their warehouse in Tokyo, where for some obscure
reason they were stored in the wing containing secret files on China, perhaps because it was hoped thet if
the manuscripts were ever discovered they would be considered of Chinese rather than Japanese origin.

Adzhar was outraged. Thus the strenuous abandon with which he planned his eightieth birthday. He
caled together dl the women he had known in Japan over the last eight years, at least severa thousand,
and rented hotel s thoughout the Tokyo areato accommodate them. During the fortnight preceding his
birthday he shuttled back and forth between these hotels satisfying all of hisformer mistresses.

It was July and the westher was sultry, dangerous for aman of hisyears. Still he would not let up. The
day before hisbirthday he returned to hishome in Kamakura, to bathe prior to having teawith Lotmann
and me. In the bath, however, he came across his housekeeper giving her great-granddaughter a
shampoo.

The housekeeper was eighty-eight. Her great-granddaughter was sixteen. Adzhar knew the girl because
she sometimes came to clean, but he had aways kept away from both her and her great-grandmother out
of anotion that it was somehow better not to involve hishomelifewith his sexud affairs,



I’'m sureit wasn't part of his plan. Adzhar was a sensuaist but he aso had a philosophica turn of mind.
I’'m sure that after teawith Lotmann and me he intended to return home and spend the evening done
quietly welcoming in his birthday. But since his conversion in the Gobi Desert he had taught himsdif to let
hissmilefal whereit might. Later, when the old woman and the young girl had recovered some of their
strength, they told us what had happened.

Adzhar surprised them. He smiled and said he would like to finish shampooing the young girl’ shair
himsdf. Thishe did. He then shampooed the old woman' s hair, his own, and suggested they dl three get
into the large bathing pool together. Immediately he dove underwater and stayed there so long they might
have feared he was drowning had they not known otherwise. Every so often he surfaced only to go under
again at once, causing both of them to swoon a dozen times before he emerged for another gulp of air.

These vigorous water games lasted for perhaps an hour. Adzhar then tucked one of them under each
arm and carried them into the living room. Adzhar lived in Japanese fashion, so the entire room could
serve asabed if one were used to lying on tatami, which of course dl three were. The
great-grandmother was afraid the hot water might have weakened him, and urged him to rest while she
gave him amassage. Adzhar agreed to the massage but found it impossible to rest. While shewaked on
his back he busied himsdlf with the great-granddaughter.

And so it went for hours and hours as the weather grew hotter and hotter. Adzhar never dackened,
never stopped making love. Sometime in the course of the evening, smal as he was, he managed to carry
the two of them out to the kitchen, making love dl the while, and get abottle of iced vodkaand ajar of
iced caviar out of the refrigerator. These he consumed back in the living room without interrupting
himsdlf.

At midnight, while copulating with both of them in dternate thrusts, the heart attack struck.

They heard him groan, naturally they were groaning themselves. The three Smultaneous orgasms |asted
throughout the twelve chimes of the clock, at which time Adzhar turned eighty and died.

Hours passed before the old woman and the young girl had the energy to crawl over to the telephone.
They were too weak to speak, but we understood from the panting over the phone that something had
happened. Lotmann and | hurried over and found Adzhar lying on his back, his member ill erect, the
same grateful smile on hisface that he had worn that morning when he walked into the bath and found his
housekeeper and her great-granddaughter there by chance.

Lotmann and | pronounced our various Catholic and Buddhist and Jewish and Shinto prayers over the
little old man. We carried him up to a pine grove on a hill behind Kamakuraand there, as he had wanted,
buried him in an unmarked grave with his head pointing to the eest.

A drange and restless journey? Could he have been that man who traveled out of the west to visit the
court of Kublai Khan in the thirteenth century?

| don’t know. | only know that on the day Adzhar reached the end of his remarkable wanderings
Japanese troops crossed the Marco Polo Bridge outside of Peking and brought war to all of China.



Quin poured the last of the whiskey into Father Lamer-eaux’ s glass. The Jesuit’ s hand shook alittle as
he gtiffly buttoned his coat the wrong way, but the only effect of the alcohol till seemedto betorecdl a
small part of that brilliance of memory that had once dlowed him to memorize the entire Summa
theologica, that inits day had reinforced an inner vision so unwavering it had been stared down only
once, by the glass eye of adegping man, and even then only after afull hour of unblinking silence.

Father Lamereaux Sipped.
And the other one? said Quin. The one known as Rabbi Lotmann?

Y es, whispered the priest, there had been three of us who were friends in Kamakura before the war
and now there were only two. Lotmann, asit turned out, like Adzhar, was dso affected latein life by the
founding of the Third Internationd.

Asayoung man at the beginning of the century hisinterests were archery and the paintings of the
Impressionists. Because he had the vast Kikuchi landholdings behind him, he could indulge himsdf and
did, making frequent tripsto Paris before the First World War to increase his collection of paintings. In
1919, dready middle-aged, he was off again.

A fellow passenger on the Trans-Siberian Express was Katayama Sen, who was on hisway to
Moscow to become a founding member of the Comintern. Baron Kikuchi was too much of an aesthete
to carefor palitics, but his countryman’s zed impressed him so much on the long trip that when he
arrived in Paris he cabled for his collection to be sold and turned over the proceeds, as prearranged, to a
Comintern representative in Paris. The address he was sent to was a shoemaker’ s shop. The agent, of
course, was Adzhar. They took an immediate liking to each other.

Customarily the Baron stopped in Egypt to rest for amonth or two before continuing on hisvoyage
home from Europe. As an aesthete he enjoyed contempl ating both the symmetry of the pyramids and the
regularities of the Temple of Karnak. Thistime, however, he choseto tarry in Jerusalem rather than in
Cairo. There he toured the normal spectacular sights, the ViaDolorosa, the garden of St. Ann's, the
Dome of the Rock, the Wdll. Not only did hefind himsdlf remaining longer in the Middle East than usud
but he dso found himsdlf, gradudly, faling under the spdl of Judaism.

Wheat isinevitable appearsto be inevitable. Baron Kiku-chi converted and began histraining asarabbi.
At that point histitle and his holdings in Japan automatically passed to hisyounger twin brother, younger
by eight minutes, at that time a Colond in the army but soon to become amember of the Generd Staff.

Before long L otmann |eft Palestine and returned to Japan. There are two contradictory, or perhaps
complementary, storiesto explain it. One saysthat he was expelled from Palestine for excessve Zionist
activities. The other says he was passing excessive urine at the time and had the good sense to know that
medica advicein Kamakurawould be vastly superior to anything availablein Jerusaem.

No matter which explanation is applicable, we find the former Baron Kikuchi, now Rabbi Lotmann,
taking up resdence in the early 1920s on acorner of the large estate in Kamakuraformerly owned by
him, now the property of his brother.

By nature he was adelicate man. Just as Adzhar grew more sensud in hisold age, an inductable
process, Lotmann grew more etheredl. His favorite prophet was Elijah and he used to claim he heard the
samedtill, small voicein hisgarden in Kamakurathat Elijah had heard on Mt. Horeb.

So perhaps his desth, after all, wasn't the accident it appeared to be.

In the spring of 1945 the Americans were burning down Tokyo with their fire bombs. Lotmann was



working on his Talmudic trandations in the garden, as usual, when he heard araid beginning over Tokyo.
But the Americans never bombed Kamakura, so there was nothing to fear. Lotmann went on writing
under the cloudy spring sky.

At noon the sun suddenly broke through the clouds, an unusually bright sun for aspring day. Either one
of the American bombardiers was momentarily blinded by the rich colors of the earth thus reveaed, or
€l se the sudden hest of the sun stirred a current of wind in some peculiar fashion. In any case one small
cluster of bombs missed Tokyo by twenty miles and fell exactly on Lotmann’s garden, instantly
consuming him and al histrandaionsinabal of fire,

Thefire burned so intensely it was out in amatter of seconds. The house and grounds were untouched.
There was a black patch in the garden, otherwise nothing.

Since the death of Adzhar there had been only the two of us. Save for Lotmann and his sweet music
there was no one e se to comfort me. And now?

And now it came to pass as they still went on and talked that, behold, there appeared a chariot of fire
and horses of fire and parted them both asunder. And Elijah went up by awhirlwind into heaven.

Father Lamereaux tipped his empty glass. He picked up the bottle and saw that it too was empty. He
turned to face the window, scars appearing around his eyes.

WEe Il have no second bottle today, he whispered, we' |l have no second chancein life. That other day of
acting isgone, the No masks are gone and the music and the poem, gone dlong with al 1 knew, gone with
al I'veknown. Once | asked mysdf these questions. Why does Elijah call himsalf Lotmann?Why does
the dragon cal himsdf Adzhar? Why isthe teabowl turned three times? Why isthe koto played only
oncein athousand years?

| examined these questions and many others when | was abandoned and left done. In my solitude |
looked for the mysteriesthat stir the facts of life. | looked but now the wind isrising. The typhoon will be
here soon, and mysteries and facts dike will be of no avail when it comes. They are the driftwood on the
shore to be found by you or another after the storm has passed. Gather them together if you wish and
build afire on the beach againgt the night. Watch the smoke rise into the darkness and wonder if those
are sarsyou see up there. Listen to the rumble of the seathen, listen to the waves turn three times and
turn athousand years, listen and let your mind wander.

Father Lamereaux sadly lowered his head. He gripped the horsehair arams of hischair.

Even in the thirteenth century there was often confusion in the capita, which isto say we've made a
mistake following Chrigt rather than the Virgin. Without amother there would be no son and women who
have children, even virgins, are seldom bothered by congtipation. In the old days this house wasfilled
with cats and there were dways firesto watch, the flowers of Tokyo they were called. If we happened to
see aflower before ameeting of the Legion, the conversation afterward was always exceptionaly
Spirited.

Turnips. For over two decades nothing but turnips. Half a century in this country. Three-quartersof a



century of life.

Father Lamereaux bent his head. Hislong white hair swung free. A blast of wind shook the house and
then there was utter sllence. For aminute or two he listened to the silence.

Do you hear it? Do you know it? It isthe eye of heaven and we areinit. But thereisbut ashort timeto
wait, eternity is brief. Soon the wind will be with us again, stronger than before, and the Emperor will
pass unrecognized through the byways of his capitd, his mark on the gate mistaken for the scratchings of
apeasant, the palace agraveyard where his ghost drifts between the stones. There are so many shrines
one Emperor cannot visit them al, sooner or later he must retire to his prayer wheels. And now | am
afrad thereis nothing more this court can do for you. The thirteenth century is coming to an end. Adzhar
isgone, Lotmann isgone, | must join them. Our moment isover. The eye of the storm is about to close.

Father Lamereaux stood. His hair streamed around his shoulders.

Quin tried to thank him, but hiswords were lost in the wind. He reached out, but there was no hand
thereto take. The old priest’ s gaze was fixed on an ancient domain bequeathed to poets and musicians.
The door closed as Quin ran up the street looking for shelter.

Father Lamereaux returned to his study. Hiswalls were lined with books. On his desk lay the
manuscript he had never begun, the history of hisreign, awork so massive there was no way to record it.
The Emperor had ruled from histhrone for seven hundred years and now his erawas over. Time moved

in epochs.
A petitioner.
A dwarf gtaring at the middle of hisforehead.
Master, | have closed the shutters. Go down to the cellar and stay there until the typhoon passes.

Father Lamereauix listened to the temple bellstolling the stages of his soul. Certainly he could retire to
the pine grove above the sea where he had long ago received indructions in the mysteries. Certainly he
could grant her petition if first he resigned himsdlf to imperfection.

Go down, master. Go down. Do it now.

My life, he whispered, has been devoted to the dleviation of suffering. In the years dlotted me by Our
Lady | have sought no other judtification for life.

Hisfacetightened. The scars around his eyes degpened. His cheeks sank, the skin shrank into the bone.
He reached out and put both hands around Miya s neck, strangling her, letting her body fall to thefloor.

A window crashed. The front door blew open. He walked dlowly down the corridor and paused at the
kitchen. It was empty, the Emperor was donein his palace. Even the princess had fled.

Leaves and branches and earth, the whole world had been set loose in the air. Five thousand people
would die in Japan that afternoon and Father Lamereaux was but one of them, aforgotten priest whose



kindness had soothed the lives of many.

The wind knocked him down. With the last of his strength, he crawled across the garden to where the
moss grew, to where there would be flowers and cats and tombstones for the boys he had loved in
cemeteries, where the gong of the wind sounded down through the longest reign in the history of Asa

His head rested on the moss. He looked up at the sky, stared into the eye of heaven asthethick garden
wall came apart, as the prison walls opened and he was crushed piece by piece under the smooth,
westhered stones.

There were only two buttons in the private el evator, one marked up and one marked down. Thelittle
woman met him when he stepped off on the twenty-fourth floor.

Thewholecity isat your feet, said Quin. Is Fuji-san awaysthat clear from here?

Only at thistime of the year, she said. Just after the typhoon season the air is peculiarly transparent.
Distance seems not to count. The rest of the year the mountain is cloudy and mysterious, or dim and
mysterious, or invisble and myserious.

He dipped off his shoes and followed her into a spacious room with tatami on the floor, empty of
furniture, bare save for a primitive structure by the window. The Japanese shrine was raised on dlilts, the
thatched roof danting sharply up to where the roof beams, two on each end, crossed inthe air. The
interior of the shrine was hidden by thin straw mats hanging on al four sides.

When | was younger, she said, it puzzled me how that design found itsway to Japan. The heavy roof
and open sides suggest atropical climate of rain and heet, aland of monsoons, thusthe ilts. Y et Japan
isanorthern country and mountainous. Why fear coasta floods in the mountains? Why build without
walls and foundations when the winters are severe? Why use thatch rather than earth and stone like other
northern peoples? The Ainu, the first people on theseidands, built quite differently. They fought quite
differently aswell, on foot with short weapons, which seems suitable to amountain land. Y et the ol dest
objects of the Y amato peoples from whom we are descended are clay grave figures that show warriors
on horseback with long swords. Horsemen with long swordsin atropica jungle? No. That would have
to suggest the plains of Manchuriaand Mongoalia.

Mamasmiled.

Northern yet southern. Our ancestors, after al, are a paradox. The house and the peoplein it contradict
each other. Their three holy symbolswere around disk of polished meta, acurved piece of jade, a
sword. The sun and the new moon and the lightning of fate. What plans do you have now?

| leavein afew dayson afreighter.
Wédll, then it is over, whatever you hoped to do.

Shewas dressed in ablack kimono. An emeradd hung in the middie of her forehead. She touched the
jewel now with adender finger.



| didn’t know the name of the circus master then.

| didn’t know what became of the son your mother had by the General, nor what became of the son |
had by your father. | didn’t know then, but no matter. What has been remainsin our emerald world, the
jewe s of our minds where the circus of the past is never forgotten. The man | knew wanted to control his
destiny. But lives cross, the sun and the moon contradict each other, we are enmeshed in a network of
doing and fedling. Others become part of us and the pasts of others are beyond us. He sacrificed
everything to build his own network of destiny. | met him only once for afew hours, yet it changed my
life. Why isthat?

Hedidn't doit done, hedid it with another. When | went to the warehouse that night | thought my life
was over, but when | listened to the words of the circus master | discovered thiswasn't so. An
anonymous giant had aready returned lifeto meadthough | didn’t know it until that moment. But then |
knew it and knew that even then | had something to givein return, so | did.

Long ago they changed my life, those two anonymous men. The one by listening, the other by speaking.
And dthough now | know the name of one of them, the one who was your father, the other is il
unknown to me after al these years. Isthis best? Perhaps. Perhapsit can be no other way with us.
Perhapsthat kind of mercy must dways remain amysery.

Y es, she added, it seems so.

She went on to speak of the Genera and his deeth, her flight to China, the year in anarcotized Shanghai
dream watching fal seimages being projected on the wall. She spoke of the night arickshaw carried her
down Bubbling Well Road to the outskirts of the city, to the gloomy cavern of the circus master’ slast
performance.

Shetook hishand.

When he was gone she went to her shrine and drew back the straw curtains. On the platform stood the
ivory eephant supporting the daisin the shape of alotus. The shrine faced west. She climbed up to the
lotus and seated herself asthe sun dropped over the city.

She st in za-zen, her hands forming the mudra of knowledge. Thefirst part of her life had been given
to the ten thousand men who had come to explore her tattoo, the mythical epic of the dragon, the last
part to the Genera and the circus master, so undike and yet so Ssmilar in the grotesque waysin which
they died.

Sherecalled the gpocryphd chronicle from the Han dynasty that had described the terrors of the Gobi
Desert. The chronicler had feared the sandstorms and the disappearing rivers, the mirages, above dl the
secret agents who represented the princes and despots of athousand lawless regions, a danger thereby
to therule of the Son of Heaven.

He claimed thiswas his concern, but then he asked a question that revedled the true nature of the fear
that had made him tremble when the caravans passed, apossibility far more frightening than the massed
armiesthat might be sent by athousand lawless princes and despots, avision that horrified him becauseit
was the ultimate thregt to the Son of Heaven and the integrity of hisrule.

Or isit perhaps that they represent no one at all?

Mamasat in her thatched hut raised on gtilts, astructure il used by peasantsin the countryside in the
tradition of ashrinefirst built in Japan two thousand years ago on a peninsulain the south.



The sacred object in that shrinewas around metal disk, the mirror that had belonged to the sun
goddess before she was enticed from her cave by music, thereafter to become the ancestress of Japan’s
emperors. For two thousand years, a the end of every second decade, the shrine of the sun goddess had
been torn down and rebuilt exactly asit was before, thus to survive unchanged through the reigns of one
hundred and twenty-four emperors.

And so it was with men who were destroyed in order that the shrine might never grow old, through
change to remain the same, destroyed and resurrected by ten thousand men or by two men who painted
tattoos on their minds, followed the tale of the dragon, joined a caravan that yet again was setting out
across the desert in search of afabled kingdom.

Thetiny woman bowed her head. Fate had taken her sons and she had nothing eseto give, but still
there were no tearsin the emerald eye that gathered together thefind light of that autumn day above the
Imperiad moat.

NICHIREN

No, they will not believe you but you must tell them the truth all the same. You must say that
once a man dreamed a wind would come, he dreamed it and willed it, and because he did the wind
came.

—Themonk Nichiren speaking to his disciples after he destroyed the fleet of Kublai Khan



The day before his ship sailed Quin received apostcard at his hotel acrossfrom Tokyo station. The
postmark showed that it had been sent to his old address at the time of Big Gobi’ sfunerd. Therewasa
picture of afishing village, anillegible message, and a scrawled sSgnature.

Geraty.

Quin asked about the village and was told it was three hours away by train, on the coast south of
Kamakura. For weeks he had been trying to find Geraty, but the answer everywhere was the same. No
one had seen the giant with the bulging eyes snce early in the summer. It was assumed that he had elther
died or left Tokyo.

Therewas only onetrain to the village and it left in afew minutes. Another returned late at night. Quin
ran across the street to the station and found the train just as it was beginning to move.

They reached thetiny village early in the afternoon. Quin went first to the police box on the square.
After that he intended to try the post office, theinn, lastly the shopsthat sold horseradish.

The policeman seemed to understand afew words of English. Quin used his hands to describe his man.

A foreigner. Also an American but much taller, much fatter. A long, filthy overcoat, ablack hat pulled
down to the ears. Layers of sweaters and aswath of red flannedl at the neck. Alcohol. Horseradish. Head
shaved, white stubble. Purple veinsin the face. A gigantic nose, sacksfor arms. A bdlly thisfar out. Eyes
askull could not hold.

The policeman watched him politely. When Quin finished he asked questions with his hands and hisfew
words of English.

Huge? Y es, he understood.

Whiskey? Sake? He frowned. Impossible.

Prominent eyes? He smiled. Certainly.

A shaved head? The policeman looked confused.

An overcoat? No, nothing like that.

A hat? A black hat? Nobody wore hats anymore, not even foreigners.
Layers of sweeters? A red scarf? A hat like that and an overcoat that big?

The policeman hid his smile. Not even an American would dress so strangely. For amoment he had
thought he knew whom they were talking about but obvioudy it wasn't the same person. He shook his
head. Unfortunately he couldn’t help.

Geraty, said Quin. Ger-a-ty. He must have been here.

Suddenly the policeman’ s face was serious. The word came out with ahiss.
Galatiiii?

That'shim, said Quin. Was he here?

The policeman laughed. He clapped his hands three times.



Galatiiii, he hissed triumphantly.
Helowered hiseyes solemnly.

Galati-ti-ti, he whispered, rocking back and forth as he repeated the name. The first time he had said it
with his head thrown back, smiling. The second time he pronounced the syllables respectfully with his
head bowed.

Where? said Quin. Where?

The policeman pointed toward the square. He waved his hand for Quin to follow and started down a
narrow street that led to the waterfront. There were afew small pierswith fishing boats clustered around
them. Although it was a cool October day the shops along the harbor were open to the sun. The
policeman marched giffly aong the quay swinging hisarms.

Galatiiii, he chanted. Galati-ti-ti.

A group of children playing in the street dropped their ball and ran up behind Quin. An elderly crone,
her back bent into aquestion mark by alifetime of planting rice, hobbled up to him and clutched his
deeve. Shetugged, grinned, kept pace with him over the cobbl estones tapping her cane. Women came
out of the shops and fishermen | ft their netsto join the procession.

Galatiiii, hissed the policeman.
Galati-ti-ti, sang the marching crowd.

The procession stretched the length of the waterfront. First came the strutting policeman, then Quin with
the dwarf hanging from his deeve, the children, the fishermen and their wives and mothers.

They left the harbor and followed aroad adong the shore. Ahead lay a high, rocky point, perhapsa
half-mile away, that formed the bay of the village. The point ended in pinetrees and cliffs. The sandy
road became an uphill path.

Someone had brought a crude set of chimes. Someone e se had brought a drum. The chimes clanged
and the drum boomed as they climbed through the rice paddiesinto a pine grove, dong aledge above
the seq, through a defile in the rocks that led to an open clearing. Two hundred feet away asmal
Japanese house stood on the very edge of the promontory.

The policeman waited until the entire procession had wound through the rocks and entered the field.
When everyone was standing along the fringe of the forest he bowed his head and clapped three times.

Galatiiii, he shouted.
Galati-ti-ti, chanted the congregation.

The policeman turned and went to stand with the rest of the crowd. The dwarf gave Quin’'sdeevea
find tug and hobbled off on her cane. The crowd waited. Quin was donein the middle of the clearing.

At last the door to the little house opened. A huge figure dressed in kimono wallowed out into the sun.
He was enormous, hiswhite hair long and silky. He smiled and benignly raised hisarms. The multitude
bowed.

Three claps from the giant. One hand went up, the forefinger and middle finger pointing skyward, the
medicine and little fingers held down by the thumb to make the pillar and the circle, the symbal of life, the



sgn of the preacher.

A deep and resonant prayer in Japanese, a short sermon, arousing benediction. Threeloud clapsagain
to end the ceremony. The crowd laughed happily.

Galatiiii, whispered areverent voice.
Galati-ti-ti, shouted the multitude.

Chimestinkled, the drum struck abest. The villagers began to file out of the clearing, the old men
rocking on the even ground, the women cackling noisily, the children pushing and pulling, the ancient
dwarf rattling the stones with her cane. Quin stared at the huge fat man in kimono.

Buffalo. What in God' s nameis going on here?

The giant tossed his head, his hair flew, he burst into laughter. Tears ran down hisface, he choked, his
massive belly heaved up and down. He howled and hisfeet broke into aclumsy dancethat carried him
across the clearing, an enormous Buddha prancing in the afternoon sun. He crashed into the treesand
came thundering back grunting and wheezing, gurgling, spinning in circles. He stlaggered, caught himself,
hiccuped.

In God's name, he moaned. That’s what you said, nephew, don't deny it. That’swhat you said, and as
it happens the work that goes on hereisno more and no less.

They sat on the narrow terrace of the house, the sea breaking on the cliff ahundred feet below. Behind
Geraty lay the bay, the harbor, on the far sde the fishing village.

He was wearing aforma black kimono and the short black jacket that went with it. A layer of
immacul ate white undergarments showed at his chest. The pock-marks had all but disappeared, his eyes
no longer bulged from his head. He was heavier than ever, but his deeply tanned face and long, flowing
hair gave him arobust gppearance. A seagull glided over the house and dipped down the cliff. Geraty
followed itsflight.

Buffao. Why did you redly wak into the bar that night in the Bronx?

Geraty stirred. He turned away from the seaand gazed at Quin.

Because of my mother. Because | hated to think of her being forgotten after the way she died.
How did she die?

In more agony than you' |l ever see. We watched her. The old man ingsted she be sterilized and took
her to aquack doctor. He and the quack had some drinks and by the time the quack opened her up he
was drunk. Instead of tying the fallopian tubes he tied a part of the intestines. Shelasted three days.

How old was Maeve?



Eight. Only eight, saints preserve us. There were just the two of us, and | was old enough to take it but
shewasn't.

What happened to her?

A couple of years|ater the old man waslocking up the bar one night. Drunk? Stinking as usud. He saw
alight in the pool hal acrossthe street and let himsdlf in the back door to see what was going on. What
was going on was three of his customers fucking Maeve on apooal table. Helaid them out and then beat
her until she was unconscious. The next day, when he saw what her face looked like, helocked himsdf in
the cdllar with acase of gin and swallowed the key. Planned to starve himself to death but it was winter,
too cold for him down there. He died in that cdlar al right, but not the way he expected. He ruptured his
bowe s digging for the key.

Then what? Thewar?

Thewar, the Great War. Eddy Quin signs up to be a hero and comes home with hisleg full of shrapnel.
| didn’t see much of him then, | wastravding for adrug company.

How did Maeve get to Shanghai ?

Delicate fingers. Somehow she got mixed up with an Indian after the war who had ddlicate fingers. He
was passing himself off asaHindu prince fighting for the motherland. He talked her into joining the cause
and coming back to Indiawith him, but when they got thereit turned out the prince sfather wasa
half-caste, mostly white, abutcher who made hisliving daughtering sacred cows and selling the beef to
the English. Maeve got back on the freighter and ran out of money in Shanghai.

Where she met Adzhar?

Where she met Adzhar. She was hysterica and conceited but she appeded to men, some men, young
oneswho liked her looks or older oneswho liked the way she believed in things, tried to believein
things. Adzhar took care of her and got her going, even bought her a bookstore so she could make a
living. If he hadn’t been so kind, maybe she would have grown up and stopped talking about causes and
heroeswith ddlicate fingers. Adzhar’ s friends used to come to the bookstore, revolutionary exiles most of
them. One of them was ayoung man he' d recruited back in Paris when he was still working for Trotsky,
the hero with the shrapndl in hisleg who used to play stickball with me asakid. Maeve hadn’t known
him before redly, she was too young, but she got to know him then.

Did hetdl you what he was doing?

No, shedid. Shetold medl about it and how she was helping him, she was proud of that. A year or
two after she went to Shanghal, there were some investigationsin the drug businessin the Statesand |
had to get out of the country. | went to Canada, and the only job | could find was with acompany that
had just decided there was afortune to be made peddling leprosy drugsin Asia. Leprosy drugs? For
some reason they thought Asiawasfull of lepers waiting to buy an American cure. But | needed
credentias, so | took the job and got sent to Tokyo. A little later Maeve showed up with the baby she'd
had by Kikuchi. Shetold me al the wonderful things she was doing for the world and then she mentioned
the baby. She wanted to get rid of it and asked meto help. | went to Lamereaux.

Did he know who the father was?
Of course. | told him.

Wdl, when hetook the child to Lotmann to raise, did hetell Lotmann who the father was?



No. Buddhist custom doesn’'t work that way. Y ou’ re not supposed to know who the child belongs to.
Youtekeit asan act of charity.

One of them was a Catholic priest and one of them was a Jewish rabbi. What's Buddhist custom got to
dowithit?

Japan. They were both living in Japan.

| got it, buffalo. Charity. That'stheword, isn't it? Well, that brings us up to the Gobi network and the
end of the Gobi network. Y ou weren’t working then, were you? During the eight years the net was

running?
No, I had money saved from the States.

Sureyou did. Sure.

Quin sat aminute or two in slence. When he got to hisfeet he moved dowly. It was something he
hadn’t donein along time, measuring that kind of distance. He pushed hisleft shoulder out and swung
from far back, putting al hisweight behind thefist.

He caught Geraty full in the face. Geraty went over, toppled backward, sprawled on his back across
the terrace. Blood ran from his nose and mouth. Quin took a handkerchief out of his pocket and
wrapped it around his hand. He was shaking.

Likeit, buffalo? Fed right? That was for aguy with agimp leg who tried to make it and went crazy and
awoman who tried to make it and took a high dive. And a broken-down Jesuit and agirl who was
working as awhore as akid and your fucking Marco Polo and your fucking Elijah and al those other
poor fucking ticket-buyers who were trying to do something, anything, what does it matter, while you
were loping around the edges of the circus whacked out on booze and horseradish, doing your jackal
number on booze and horseradish, sneezing and scratching and whacked out in your damn fake
costumes playing theimpostor. But most of al, buffao, it'sfor Little Gobi, let’scall him that, not Big but
Little, aguy who never tried to do anything at al and never hurt anyone. Those are people you ' retalking
about, don’t you know that? So she was conceited and hysterical and he thought he was going to be a
hero, so fucking what? Wheat the hell do you think you’ ve done with your life? The gimp findsout he's
not a hero and hiswoman finds out she's made amess of it, the General tries and gets strung out and
Lamereaux tries and gets strung out, and Little Gobi does nothing at al and gets his head knocked in and
what the hell are you doing dl that time? Y ou didn’t do what Lamereaux did or what the Generd did or
the gimp and hiswoman, you just sat on your ass doing nothing, not trying, doing nothing at al. You
make me sick, buffalo. Y ou and your shit. Y ou and your liar’ sdice. Y ou and your arrogance and your
stench and your fat ass and your speeches and your saints and your lies. Y ou talk about other people
after theway you' ve lived? Sitting on top of that kind of garbage? Just where do you get off thinking you
can do something like that? Who the fuck do you think you are, going around faking everything in sight?
A down playing God?

Geraty, flat on his back, hiccuped. He licked hislips and rubbed the blood off hisnose. Hetried to raise
himsdlf on an ebow.

Quin spat on him.
Say it, you dobbering fat man. Say it.

No.



No what?

Nothing.

What do you mean, nothing?

I’m sorry, nephew. I’ m sorry about that.

You'redamn right you' re sorry. Y ou' re the sorriest bag of secret shit I’ ve ever seen.

No, that’ s not it, nephew. Y ou don’'t understand. I’ m not sorry that way, I’m sorry you can’'t have an
answer. I’'m sorry your questions don’t make any sense.

What the hell, you must have something to say for yoursdif.
No.

Nothing?

Nothing.

What do you mean, nothing? Nothing at al? Just nothing? Y ou live sixty-five yearsand you're
noplace? Y ou’ ve got nothing to say? Not adamn thing?

No.
Why the fuck not?

Because atoad and a uterus have the same shape. It stoo early now, but when you're alittle older take
alook at the skin on the back of your hands. Take alook at the pan of gray water after you wash your
hair.

What are you trying to say, buffalo?
I’ll tll you. First | have something to give you.

Geraty groaned. He pulled in hisarms and legs, struggled to get to hisfeet. A moment later hewas
lumbering into the house and returning with a black bowler hat. He handed it to Quin, who spun around
and scaled it out over the sea. The hat rose on agust of wind, stopped, dipped down the cliff to the
waves with aswarm of seagulls chasing it. Quin rocked back and forth nodding to himsdlf.

Sit down, ordered Geraty.
What?
| said St down.

Quin sat down. His hand hurt. He was till shaking, but what bothered him most was that Geraty had
remained so calm. Hisunclejerked histhumb over his shoulder.

That' safishing village.
| know what the hdll itis.

Y ou do, do you? Then you know O-bon. Y ou know Nichiren.



Quin said nothing.
What? Do you?
No.

Y ou mean you didn’t learn everything there was to know in that Bronx bar of yours? Well, listen to me
then. Fishing nets are spread and mended, storms and tides come and go. That’ stheway it is here most
of the year, that’ sal people think about because that’ s al they have to think about. But once ayear it's
different. In midsummer there saday known as O-bon, the Festiva of the Dead, atime of the moon
when ghosts come back to the world they knew. The villagers welcome them with rice and sake, they
rgjoice, for the ghosts are lost friends and relatives. They talk together, reminisce, the day passes. Al
goeswdl until nightfall and then not alight showsin the village. Why? Because the ghosts are in that
darkness. They’re there and they want to stay there. They don’t want to leave.

The villagers gather on the shore. The young men raise the shrine on their backs and carry it out into the
water. The old men launch small paper boats and set them afire, set them adrift so they can carry away
the restlessmemories.

The shrine beginsto shake violently. The spirits have turned away from the flimsy craft they have been
offered. They would rather linger in the village, in the darkness of the homesthey once knew astheir
own. Not willingly will they submit themsalves again to the deep.

In front of the shrine stands aman immersed in water to his chest, an intercessor who must face the sea
and demand adomain for the living with avoice that can overcome the dirge of ten thousand suffering
souls. Thisvoice must be stronger than the wails of the dead, louder than the wind, more ingstent than the
wishes of dl the ghosts ever known to the men and women of thisvillage. He must find that voice and
gpeak with it, and when he does it must prevail.

Geraty spread wide hisarms. Hefixed his gaze on a seagull suspended inthe air. A powerful,
monatonous chant rose from the terrace, an unintelligible Buddhist incantation that steadily gathered in
force and rhythm. The pines creaked, the breakers hummed. Abruptly the chant ended and the seagulll
broke free on the wind.

Geraty dropped hisarmsto hissides.

Wheat is done is undone, he whispered. The shrine no longer trembles on the backs of the young men.
The burning boats cast adrift by the old men float away on the dark waters. The dead deep, the living set
their sallsand fish their seas. The dangerousriteisover.

And Nichiren? An unknown monk who lived in the thirteenth century. Who lived done and unnoticed in
acorner of theseidands at atime when a Prince of princesruled in Asia, aPrince of dl thetribes, a
warrior horseman so fearless and unbending hiswasthe will of the desert itsdlf.

One day the Prince surveyed his empire and decided these few small idands off the coast of Asa
should be conquered, not because they would enrich him but for the sake of the symmetry of hismaps.

So Kublai Khan commanded that afleet be built, afleet to carry one hundred thousand of hisfinest
horsemen. Who but aman of the desert would build the greatest fleet in history for the sake of

symmetry?

In Japan there is no hope of combating the army of the largest empire the world has ever known. The
Emperor retires to compose a poem, his Generals polish their swords and dictate love letters. Rice



dedlersbury gold, peasants give birth and die, ladies sigh over their wardrobes.

A nameless monk tirelesdy trudges the dusty road toward the south, toward the shore where the
unconqguerable Khan' s horsemen will begin their conquest.

The afternoon comes when the fleet appears on the horizon. Briefly the Japanese forces group and
regroup before scattering. The Generds honorably commit suicide. The Emperor observes sunset from
histemplein the mountains. Fires and looting break out in the capital. The shordlineis deserted. For
many milesinland the countrysideis deserted.

Except for one man, one figuretoiling through the last light of day. It iswell after dark before he reaches
the beach, before he stumbles across the sands and sits down by the water, thefirst time he hasrested in
many days. But now he does not rest. Helays his handsin hislap and bows his head, asmal man
invisblein the gloom facing aforest of madts.

In the deep of night awind comes. The shipstug at their anchors and the wind shapesitself, growsin
fury and in nightmare until it becomes the intolerable world given birth by one man’smind.

In the morning the sky is clear, the horizon empty. Once more the seaisadesert. A divinewind, a
kamikaze, has destroyed utterly the magnificent fleet of Kublai Khan and al his magnificent horsemen.

Yearslater Nichiren' sdisciples ask him how they can ever explain such amiracle. They will not believe
us, say thedisciples.

No, they will not, answers Nichiren, but you must tell them the truth al the same. Y ou must say that
once aman dreamed awind would come, he dreamed it and willed it, and because he did the wind
came.

Winter, said Geraty. Last winter, perhaps?

The man in question is no longer young. In fact he'sold, he' stired. He has bad habits and he’ s poor. In
the course of sixty-five years of lying and cheating and stealing he has accrued only two things of vaue,
both gifts from the dragon. Oneisasmall gold cross. The other isa collection of rare manuscriptsin
trandation.

The cross was taken from awoman who was faling under itsweight. That wasin Shanghal before the
war.

The collection of manuscripts he found in the Chinese wing of the warehouse where the Kempeitai kept
itsfiles. One night he organized a convoy of trucksto carry the manuscripts away for safekeeping, then
he st fire to the wing. That wasin Tokyo right after thewar.

L et twenty years go by. Let them ssimply pass.

[tiswinter. Last winter or one likeit. Our man puts two bottles of Irish whiskey in avaise and takesthe
train to Kamakura. He walks to a certain beach and sits down on the sand.



Why? To remember an evening long ago when he shared two bottles of Irish whiskey with aforgotten
No actor? To recall the four people who once held a picnic on this beach?

Perhaps. In any case he sits down on the sand and opens the first bottle.

An hour goes by, or two hours, or less than an hour. Our man iswatching the waves and takes no
notice of time. From somewhere in the darkness a stranger appears and sits down. He accepts adrink,
mutters, sares vacantly at the stars. After awhile he beginsto talk.

He mentions mulberry trees, pine groves, giant steps that lead nowhere, blackjacks and urinal candy, a
face eaten by adog, mushrooms, anight in Nanking.

Our man ligtensto this phantasmagoriaand is gppalled. For He hath scattered the proud in the conceit
of their heart. Must the chaos of the world be infinite? I s this voice from the waves recounting a history of
the twentieth century? The thirteenth century? A century that liesamillion yearsin the past?

The sranger isatiny man. Isit the movement of his hands? His eyes? Theway he holds his head?

For some reason our man isreminded of the little woman in Shanghai. He thinks of her, and dl at once
he knows this little man and that little woman are related. Why? How? There' s no explanation, no way to
comprehend it. They are, that'sdll.

The stranger drinks, hetalks, he stares at the stars. Just before dawn he falls adleep, naked except for a
towe over hisloins. It seemsthat as he talked he felt compelled to take off his clothes. Our man quietly
getsto hisfeet and leaves, but not empty-handed. No, he takes the stranger’ s greatcoat with him
because he has made adecision. Two decisions.

Firdt, he will take the collection of manuscriptsto Americaand sdll them for alarge amount of money so
that he can live hislast daysin peace.

Second, he will return the small gold crossto itsrightful owner.

Both actions are for the same purpose. He wants to assure himself that the insane tale told by the
stranger on the beach won't end the way it began. He wants to prove to himself that even an account of
history as grotesque as that can have some small measure of order behind it. Above al he wantsto
believe there has been some meaning in the pathetic parade of events and people he cdlshislife.

He acts. He goesto Americaand the collection is confiscated. It’ s taken away from him but those who
takeit, who storeit in aNew Y ork warehouse, don't realize what they haveis useless. Usdless because
he has kept the key, the code book to the annotations, the dragon’ s secret, the keys to the kingdom.

Failure? No, tota disaster. He'ssick and old and there' s no way he can support himsalf now. He came
to New Y ork thinking he was arich man, rich at the end of life, but the rich He hath sent empty away.

Our man collapsesin ahogtel for vagrant alcoholics. Three dayslater he staggers north to return the
smdll gold crosstoitsrightful owner. The day he arrives back in New Y ork happensto be the feast day
of the saint for whom his mother is named, Brigid. He goes back to the neighborhood where he grew up.
He staggersinto the bar once owned by and named for hisfather, another Eddy, like all bartendersa
profane confessor. After rolling the dice he boards afreighter and returns to Japan. In his pocket isthe
secret code book, dl he has|eft.

Summer.

A summer evening. Last summer or onelikeit. Drunk, dazed from horseradish, our man finds himsdlf



lying on hisback in avacant lot in Tokyo, in adum, on sand that is damp because he has cometo rest in
agigantic urina dong with other scavenging acoholics. The meninthe urind are dying, they’redl dying,

and before the night is over they’ll be robbed of al they have. What el se can he do but deep and forget?
He deeps.

Slegps and snores and raves, for of course he can't forget yet, the time hasn’'t come, he must sink lower
ill. While he deegpsfitfully ahorde of faces hovers over him, crowds around himintheurind. All the
experiences he has known in forty yearsin the Orient come back to him.

In his dream he beginsto vist these people, apparently to renew old friendships and share amild
anecdote or two in order to recall the nostagiaof other days, actualy to beg something from them that
will keep himdive,

For now it's come down to that. He has no excuse for living anymore. Either hefinds an excuse or he's
finished.

Hemakesaligt and garts a the top of thelist. That night and every night over the summer helieson the
damp sand of the urina working hisway down the list of names and faces When he meets one of these
people he smiles pleasantly. He nods at their eccentricities, ingratiates himsdf in whatever manner seems
appropriate, gpologizes, agrees enthusastically with everything they have ever done.

He flatters them, admires them, mentions their goodness and their strength, their tenderness, their
humility. Heinvokesthe saintsin praise of them. He grins. He wrings his hands hopefully.

Thinking it might amuse them, he shuffles hisfeet in alittle dance. He asksfor pity, begsfor it.

He gets down on hisknees and cries, sobs, admitsto dl actsreal and imagined. He takes off his clothes
and displays himself naked so they will see heis hiding nothing. He covers hisface with his hands and
peeks between the fingers.

Ridiculous. Isanyone going to be fooled by this absurd performance?

Of course not. There' sno chance of it and he knowsiit, but he doesit anyway because hisprideis
gone. Gone. He' s desperate to find an excuse for living.

He snatches up the articles they discard. No matter how worthless they are, he snatches them up and
pressesthem to his chest, clutches them, squeezes them with histhumbs, licks them, wetsthem with his
tears, buriesthem in his greatcoat.

A greatcoat stuffed with the debrisof life,

There' saglass paperweight meant to resemble jade, aforged Canadian passport and two forged
Belgian passports, a screw-top jar, the Litany of the Saints, a battered movie projector, a secret-bag,
layers of swesaters, acache of animal husbandry documentaries made during the early days of the Russian
Revolution, apiece of red flannd tied with string, two bottles of Irish whiskey, ajourney that goes south
and west from Tokyo and pauses for a snooze in the mountains of the Philippines before returning to
Tokyo, aspotlight, an exhibition, the depraved legacy locked behind the smile of the everyday manin
kimono, a pushcart, seam rising from apan of boiling turnips.

Victorian horsehair chairs, cannons captured in the 1905 Russo-Japanese War, agentle smile, three gas
masks, bamboo tubes, flowers of Tokyo, evaporating doorways, materidizing cemeteries, midnight
tombstones, dead cats, bartered rice, buggered pickles, an autograph, avegetarian diet that excludes
honey and eggs, a coat that buttons the wrong way, cracked No masks and torn No costumes, apissin



the moss, the kimono of the princess, amanuscript never begun, acomplete index to the manuscript that
therefore lists nothing, again two bottles of Irish whiskey, claws crushing the heads of rodents, turnips
again, nothing but turnips for nearly aquarter of acentury, areign that lasts seven hundred years, a
collgpsed garden wall.

A teabowl turned three times, agame of Go, koto music, awall of rotting Cossack horses, aglasseye,
headaches, aball of fluff, acontainer of ether, ahouseboat in Shanghai, amonk, amirror in aMukden
toilet, the third bottle of Irish whiskey, afirein Nanking.

A limp, amegaphone and whip and frock coat, again three gas masks, again aspotlight, aring and a
bed, the one-eyed tomb of Semarang and the sure-footed vine of Mindanao, plump shrimp tails, the
highwire, little red swinging lights, sawdust, tubas, the shadowy juggler with historches, the wastes of
centrd Asa

A pool table, ddicate fingers, asudden laugh, again aring and a bed, the highbar, the triple somersauilt.

Cigars and computers and sdlad dressings, reports, mixed Mongolian grills, el millsin Borneo, new
governments in South America, massage parlorsin Africa, bagels and smoked salmon, folding camp
chairs, an endless procession of black limousines, ahouseboat in Tokyo, pink gin, fogged glasses,
neckties, hailku marching music, once more the megaphone and whip and frock coat.

A tattoo of adragon, sauce flavored with ambergris and phosphorite, the small lamp of a battered
movie projector, a photograph superimposed upon another, the fist of knowledge, oysters, laudanum, a
pagoda deep in the ground, amirror in ashrine high above the city.

More oysters, another glass eye but this one from the Boston waterfront, a nurse with a hypodermic of
water, abusticket good for thirty days travel in the United States, seagull soup, another glass
paperweight, alife preserver, ajukebox with colored lights, jigglies, frozen tunafish, atelevison s, a
hunk of rotting meat, a beach by the sea.

Movie magazines and epileptic fits, gloves and hairpieces and empty lipstick tubes, false sdeburnsand a
fa se moustache, achow mein whore, shoeboxes.

Korean latrines, icy Manchurian cellars, familiar smells, a bregkwater that leads to the dark waters of
the bay.

A shoemaker’ s son at a shoemaker’ s bench, Lapp proverbs and Malabar peppercorns, high hogs, a
find three gas masks, afind transformation, love poemsin al the languages of the world, afind bottle of
iced vodka, afind jar of iced caviar, afina bath in the morning, afind erection a midnight.

And another koto, another gentle smile, another hypodermic but thisone for insulin, the Tdmud in
Japanese, ablack spot in the garden.

Anend.

The day findly comeswhen there are no names|eft on hisligt, no debrisleft in hislife. Heisempty, he
has picked himsdlf clean.

He empties out the pockets of his greatcoat and finds only the dragon’s code book, hislast possession,
that small notebook wherein the dchemist Adzhar recorded the ultimate secrets of atreatise on love.
When he has returned thisto itsrightful owner, as he did with the cross, he will be ready to die.

Now Adzhar has been gone for many years, but there was a Japanese who knew him well, who wasa
closefriend and will certainly receive the code book in his name. Our man is so poor he can’t take the



train to Kamakura, he has to walk. Thousands witness this hulking bundle of rags dowly making hisway
south down the highway. He walks and walks, each step atorment, and at last reaches the town, finds
the house, learnsto his dismay that Rabbi Lotmann has been dead for twenty years, killed in afire bomb
raid at the end of the war.

A fire bomb raid in Kamakura? Impossible. Some unique fate existed here, perhaps till exists here.
Vague recollections. Dim intimations.

Our man istoo exhausted to think clearly. He' sdelirious from lack of food and the craving of his
powerful addiction. The housekeeper explains the nature of the rabbi’ s death and aso explainsthat the
house is being maintained as a shrine in perpetuity by the dead man’s adopted son, an operator who is
not only the richest gangster in greater east Asia but the third richest gangster in the world.

Wesk from thelong walk, raving in awhisper, our man faintsin the doorway. The housekeeper rushes
away to buy smelling sdts. After sheleaves, dmost a once, our man curioudy regains consciousness and
lets himsdf into the house.

Heisamazed or perhaps not amazed to find the living room filled with heavy sSlver objects. Thereisa
large menorah, asilver-embossed Haggadah, asilver-embossed siddur, asilver-plated tdlith, a
slver-plated tsgtsis, an unusud tvillin made of slver rather than wood and |eather, aheavy solid silver
plague engraved with the legend mene, mene, tekel, upharsin.

What isto be done? s silver any longer of use to aman who has ascended to heaven in awhirlwind?

Quickly our man gathers up all the silver objects he can lay his hands on and Suffsthem into asack. As
payment he leaves behind in a prominent place the secret code book, the keysto the kingdom. They
belong to Elijah because he haslived alife that will turn thelock, lived so meekly his push will swing wide
the gate.

The sack of loot on his back, our man opens the front door.
A memory.

The holy man whose dtar he has desecrated was adiabetic. A diabetic? Dimly there tirsin histired
brain scenes he has witnessed in alocked, shuttered room in Shanghai, even more remote scenes
witnessed on rooftopsin the Bronx. He makes his way to the medicine cabinet and findstherewhat heis
looking for, the large hypodermic needle used by the rabhbi for injecting insulin. He has recalled that
before Elijah ascended to heaven he passed on his mantle to his successor.

Thisthen will be the mantle our man receives from the prophet. A hypodermic needle.

Heflees. He staggersinto the nearest pawnshop and stumblesinto the back room, there to empty out
his sack. Hisloathing for what he has doneis so great he will accept no more than aten-thousandth part
of therea vaue of the heavy Slver. Heleaves sack and slver behind and runs from the pawnshop with
hismiserablefist of coins.

He buys acheap valise and stuffsit with bottles of chegp gin. At therailroad station he throws down his
few remaining coins and says he wants aticket down the coast. He will go asfar asthose coinswill take
him.

It'sover now and he knowsit. He has robbed the grave of the prophet. He intendsto sit by the sea
until the gin bottles are empty, then pissonefina time into thewind and drown himself.



Thetrain letshim off at afishing village. He limps down to the beach, ignoring the astonished stares of
the villagers, and sits down on the sand. A wind has begun to blow, but no matter. First he takes off the
black bowler hat he has worn for nearly thirty years, ever since that morning he picked it up in a deserted
warehouse on the outskirts of Shanghai and went away to hide and eat horseradish, thefirst of many
times hewould eat horseradish to try to qudll the stink of his own soul, a stench that had first
overpowered him that morning when he went to the warehouse to help his sister, to help the man who
had been a boyhood friend, and discovered he was too late.

Too late. The night before the circus his projector had broken down. Two frames had stuck together in
the lens and hypnotized him, put him to deep. And so the next day he began esting horseradish, he put
the black bowler hat on his head and never took it off in order to remember always the hatred he felt for
his own black soul.

Now he removesthat black hat and in its place heties a large one made of straw, so low it covershis
face, ahat worn in the Orient only by men condemned to death and by mendicant monks, those two
aone, for it istraditional wisdom in the Orient not to look upon the face of aman about to die or the face
of aman who begsin the name of Buddha

The straw hat is affixed, the greatcoat iswrapped around him. He takes the mantle of Elijah and opens
thefirgt bottle of gin, pours, fills the hypodermic, recapsit. As he has seen others do, heties a cord
around the upper part of hisarm. He touches abulging vein. He plunges the needle into the vein and
pushesthe gin into his bloodstream.

A scream. Isthisthe till, smal voice Elijah heard in the desert?

The needlefdlsfrom hishand and he' salong timein finding it. Sowly he cleansthe needle on thered
flannel wrapped around his neck, cumbersome work because he can’t see what he' sdoing, because he's
aready incapable of untying the string around the flannel and holding the flannel in front of him.

Findly the needleis free from sand or more or less free from sand. Once more he pours gin, fillsthe
needle, sabs hisvein.

Shootsgin.
Shooting up avdiseof gin.

Night comes. He hasfinished one bottle and started on another. The wind lashes him, the waves whirl
highintheair. By morning he has emptied al the bottles and the sea has carried them away, carried avay
the vaise and the needle aswell, for now the typhoon is blowing full force.

A man sitson the sand in the eye of chaos and he neither sees nor hears. Hislegsare crossed, hischin
restson his chest, heisobliviousto all that passesin the world. Even if the princes and despots of a
thousand lawless regions were to attack him it would be usdless. Nor could the entire assembly of man
attract his attention with their pless, their dreams, their follies. Heisinvulnerable to everyone and
everything, beyond sensation, aone at the end of the earth, alone on the far side of the moon, the dark
sde, with only the void as companion and parent and child.

The typhoon blows three days and three nights. Asit subsides our man awakes &t the bottom of the
seq, on the floor of the ocean, where the typhoon has draped him with seaweed. Seaweed hangs from his
sraw hat, encrusts hisarms, embraces his shoulders and hisbdly. The entire lower haf of hisbody is
hidden beneath the dippery fingers of rich iodine matter.

Hislegs are numb and his bad shoulder aches. Heis cold, wet, devastated, totally ravaged. Hismind is



dazed and hiseyes are two dim, danting pools of nothingness. It isasif he were thinking thoughts too
profound to be uttered.

On the ocean floor our man seesin front of him aline of gnarled, sturdy ancients, village elders, men
who have known alife at sea. Their faces are the bows of ships, their hands are fish hooks. It isa scarred
and weathered delegation, an embassy from some distant land above the sea. He watchesthem fal to
their knees and press their foreheads to the sand.

The sands around him are stained with excrement and vomit and urine. A smell of putrid flesh hangsin
theair, astink of decay given off by layers of rotting clothing soaked under seaweed. Y et thisforeign
embassy seems unaware of the foul odorsrising from the foul sands. They are bewitched by the
immense, immobile figure dressed in seaweed.

He seesthem gaze in awe a his straw hat and he redizesthey have mistaken it. To them it is not the
sign of the condemned man, it isthe mark of the monk who traces the merciful steps and begsin the
name of Buddha. Y es, obvioudy they have mistakeniit.

Or isit hewho has mistaken it?

For it seemsthat during the last three days and nights much of the Japanese coast has been destroyed.
Above and below the village fishing fleets are wrecked, houses washed away, friends and relatives
drowned. This village alone among hundreds has been spared. And how can that be unless the stranger
who arrived mysterioudy at the onset of the storm and took up his place by the sea, remaining there for
three days and nights oblivious to wind and rain and waves, unlessthe stranger isareincarnation of
Nichiren, that militant holy man of the thirteenth century?

The village elders press their heads to the sand. They offer prayersto their patron saint and beg himto
have mercy on them always, to protect them and stay with them forever, to honor them by living on the
food they will providein the temple they will provide.

Our man shakes |oose the seaweed that encumbers him and rises to the surface of the water. He looks
at the sun. He looks at the house in the pine grove on the cliff above the sea. He removesthe straw hat
that covers hisface and recalls the words learned long ago in aNo play, the words taught to him by a
thin erect No actor of incomparable skill and subtlety, magnificat anima mea Dominum, my soul doth
meagnify the Lord.

Thus he bows and accepts the vocation that has cometo him at last. Gravely he raises his head and
greetsthe embassy of that small empire you see across the bay.

It was dark on theterrace. Geraty lit acandle and placed it between them in aglass chimney. His
massive, solemn face hung over therailing searching for something below, a seagull or arock or awave.

The candleflickered. Briefly Geraty raised his hand to preach to the invisible seegulls, theinvisble
rocks, theinvisble waves.

When do you leave?



Tomorrow. My ship sailsfrom Y okohama.

Quite so.

Do you ever think of any of them anymore? Of America?

No. Never. Thereis no America here insde me, no Tokyo and no Shanghai either.

Geraty loomed up in front of Quin. His presence swelled until hefilled the shadows of the terrace, his
bresthing noiser than the waves on the Sdes of the cliff. He was frowning. Hiswhite hair swirled over his
face.

It may be, nephew, that you don't quite understand it yet. It' strue that amonk ruled in the thirteenth
century, amonk and not the Emperor or the great Generd or even the reckless circus master with his
desperate, clever acts. Of course I’ m not sure who you are, we can never be sure with another, but that
doesn't matter. Thefishermen of thisvillage believe | have the powers of Nichiren. They might even
believe I’'m areincarnation of his strange spirit. But how could that be? Isthat redlly the way it is?

Geraty stared hard at Quin. Far back in those huge eyes Quin saw a smile begin, and precisdly at that
moment the candle flame cameto rest. The light was somber, ill. The wind had stopped.

Not enough, whispered Geraty. Not just his powers and hiswill. What they perhaps don’'t know is
what you perhaps don’'t know. It'sthefinal truth of the final scene, and it may be that no one knowsit
except me. Y et it'ssmple enough, smpler than anyone would suspect.

| am Nichiren.

Geraty exploded in laughter. His hand struck hisbelly, and asit did awind came. The dancing flame of
the candle legpt and went out. The pine trees shivered, the seagulls shrieked, the sea surged above the
rocks. In the darkness of aminute or an hour or dl the years of hislife Quin listened to the echoes of
Geraty' s booming laughter.

He found the crevice under the pine trees and crept dong the cliff to where the path became less steep.
The wind was cold and he walked with his collar up, his back hunched. Halfway to the village he stopped
and looked back.

The house was hidden. Did the Buddha sit with a candle? Did he peer through the blackness at the
seagulls, the rocks, the waves?

Quin trudged dong with his caravan, the lean Emperor and the smal Generd marching to asilent stony
drum, theanimasin their cages, the jugglerswafting painted flutes and mingling torchesin the air.
Lotmann played hismusic, Adzhar spokein adtill, smal voice, Lamereaux stroked the mossin his
monastery, and Mama prayed on thelotus of her ivory eephant. The aerialist turned a somersaullt, the
Siberian tiger pawed the ground. A brother solemnly changed his necktie, another sang across the sand.

It was along parade and Quin walked ahead of it wearing the frock coat, carrying the megaphone, no



announcement too extreme between the rice paddies and the beach, no costume too bizarre, no act of
memory too daring.

He left the waterfront and climbed up the narrow Street to the square beside the station. Therean
itinerant storyteller was setting up his stage. Children clustered in front of the empty frame.

The storyteller was so old his head shook. Histiny stage stood on three poles. He fitted a cardboard
painting into the open frame, then assumed the voices of those who were shown.

First came aboy and his parents. The boy wandered a ong the beach and met a dragon who carried
him to the emerald kingdom beneath the sea. A Princess spoke of the enchanted life that would be hisif
he remained there, but the boy elected to return to his home. He waved to the Princess and rose above
the waves again, waved to the dragon and walked along the beach to find the trees moved, the houses
gone, thefamiliar paths now leading e sewhere.

The boy sat down beside the road and cried.

An old man appeared who looked very much like the storyteller. He leaned on his cane in the middle of
the road listening to the boy’ s account of hiswondrousjourney. Then he explained the sad truth. One
day in the emerad kingdom was the same as one hundred years on earth.

But | didn’t know, cried the boy.
No, said the old man. No, you didn’t.

The children in the square huddled benegath the stage. The tale seemed over. Now the boy stopped
crying, the storyteller removed the last cardboard picture and stepped in front of the empty stage, into the
frame of stars and darkness.

Hewas smiling. Leaning on his cane.
A truetale, hewhispered. | know because once | was that boy and now | am that old man.

He nodded, the children smiled. They laughed. They shouted. They pushed back and forth and chased
each other around the square as Quin walked into the station and | eft behind the old man with his
extravagant cardboard pictures, his empty stage that had framed a shadowy figurein Mukden and
Shangha and Tokyo, in the Bronx, aclown once cdled Geraty.



