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life itself That feeds wisdom To its youth - "Constant Craving" k. d. Lang/Ben
Mink Until the day of his death, no man can be sure of his courage, -Jean
Anouilh Dead Can Dance Time is a storm in which we are all lost. -William
Carlos Williams Tokyo "What is it that you've always wanted?" Mick
Leonforte stared across the table at the tall, elegant woman who sat unmoving
as she slowly smoked a thin, black cigar. Giai Kurtz was Vietnamese, a
daughter of one of Saigon's elite families. She was married, of course, but
that was part of the kick. Alone and unattached, she would not have seemed
nearly as desirable. She was also the kind of woman Mick had wanted to be with
since he had come to Asia more than twenty years ago. Even before that, if he
were to be perfectly honest with himself. Staring at the jewel-shaped face
with its high cheekbones, unblemished skin the lush color of teak, the heavy
cascade of blue-black hair, he understood that this exquisite creature-or
someone very much like her-had inhabited his dreams before he had ever known
the first thing about Asia. It was no wonder that having come in-country for
the war, he had never returned home. Vietnam was ids home. "Tell me," he said
with the hint of a smile at the corners of his mouth. "Tell me and it's
yours." The woman smoked her cigar, letting the gray-brown smoke drift
languidly from her partly opened lips, and if one was not as well versed in
the peoples of Southeast Asia as Mick was, one could .easily miss the metallic
glitter of fear far back in her depthless eyes. "You know what I want," she
said at last. "Anything," Mick said. "Anything but that." They were in the
rearmost booth of Pull Marine, a chic French restaurant that Mick had
bankrolled in the posh Roppongi district. It was one of many burgeoning
businesses throughout Asia-legitimate and otherwise-that he controlled. Mick
was involved in numerous such ventures that he had kept secret from his late,

unlamented partner, Rock. "I want you." No, he thought, that is what I want.
At least what I want you to feel. "You have me," he said, spreading his hands
wide. "See?" In the opposite corner from where Mick and Giai sat, a rail-thin

Vietnamese woman warbled the songs of Jacques Brel, filled with melancholy and
the black sails of death. She expressed Brel's profound sadness like the
wounds of war, the room was burnished as much by her serpentine voice as it

was by the low, artful lighting. "You know what I mean. I want us to be
together always." , ' "But I won't be here," he said with deliberate
emphasis on each word, "always." The chanteuse was accompanied by a guitarist

and a synth player who made his instrument sound, at times, like a cathedral
organ. This churchlike overtone caused Mick to remember the many stories of
Joan of Arc his father had told him. Apocryphal or not, they stayed with the
young Mick, perhaps because they were so much a part of his father's
worldview; saints as warriors for righteous causes had been a major theme in
Johnny Leonforte's subconscious. "Then I will go with you wherever you go."
She sucked on her cigar. "That's what I want." Mick stared into her dark eyes
for a long time, calculating. "All right," he said at length, as she smiled,
smoke escaping from between her ripe lips. The restaurant was a piece of
Saigon reproduced wholedoth in Tokyo, a reflection of Saigon's deliberate air
of change and newfound prosperity. Gold-leaf walls gleamed and sparked, a
black marble floor reflected the midnightdomed ceiling. The candles on the
tables gave off the faint incense of a temple's interior. Bathed in the cool
bluish wash of spotlights, a highly stylized mask fashioned out of crimson
lacquer from a traditional Vietnamese design dominated one wall. Smartly
dressed waiters were overseen by Honniko, a spectacular bare-shouldered blonde
in a golden velvet busier and form-fitting raw-silk skirt that came down to
just above her ankles. She spoke perfect French and Japanese. She also spoke
Vietnamese, and her air of authority was absolute. Normally, at this time of
night, one would have been impressed by her genuine warmth in greeting patrons
and adeptly steering them to their candlelit tables, but tonight she stood
immobile behind her bronze podium, gazing slit-eyed at the chanteuse. In
truth, she had nothing else to do, since the couple in the far corner were her
only customers. Behind her, the front door to the second-floor restaurant was
locked, its lace curtains pulled tautly over the narrow cut-glass panes.

Page 2



Through the glass bubble of the terrace, the brilliant Roppongi night
glittered like a shower of diadems. A waiter, his face as cool and detached
as a doctor's, brought plates of fish en crolite and whole unshelled tiger
prawns in a delicate garlic and cream sauce. Without a word, Mick reached for
his fork while Giai continued to draw on her cigar. "I wonder if you mean it,"
she said. ' He began to eat with the relish of a man too long-deprived of
decent food. Giai watched him while two long fingernails lacquered the same
color as the walls flicked against each other. Click-click. Click-click, Like
beetles doing battle with a window screen. "Eat Aren't you hungry?" Mick
asked, though from his tone he seemed indifferent as to whether or not she
would answer. "Personally, I'm starving." "Yes," she said at last. "I'm well
aware of your appetites." She regarded him with the scrutiny of an angel or a
devil. She saw a man with a rugged, charismatic face fronted by a prominent
Roman nose and odd gray and orange eyes that gave him a fierce and feral
aspect. His salt-and-pepper hair was long and he wore a neatly cropped beard.
It was a face born to give orders, the face of a man who harbored radical
philosophies and dark secrets in equal number, whose personal worldview was
iconoclastic and unshakable. "Where is it?" she asked in a voice that with
considerable effort managed to remain calm. "Show it to me." Of course he knew
what she meant. "How do you know I have it with me?" He popped the head of a
prawn between his lips and crunched down on it. "I know you." She made to
light another cigar, but he put his hand over hers, took it away. Momentarily
startled, her eyes locked with his and something akin to a shudder could just
be discerned in her shoulders. She nodded briefly, took up her fork, and
obediently began to eat. But there was no gusto in her movements, merely a
mechanical tempo. Mick thought it a shame she was so careful; he could not
see the motion of her even, white teeth. He found be very much needed to see
those teeth, and he brought out from beneath the table 'the push dagger,
holding it obliquely in the air so that the candlelight sent long glistening
flashes along the black length of its Damascus-steel blade. Giai was
transfixed, her hand pausing in midair, flaky strata of fish sliding between
the slick tines of her fork. Her nostrils flared like an animal scenting the
fresh spoor of its prey. . "Is that it?" But of course she knew that it was.
It was an odd-looking weapon, a bronze shield sculpted into the shape of a
lotus leaf covering the top of his fist, a vertical bar attached to its
underside from which the grip was formed, and two narrow, wicked blades
seeming to bloom from the middle fingers of his fist. "Wiped carefully
clean." He waggled the blades before her gaze. "Dipped in a bottle of Chéteau
Talbot '70, his favorite wine and vintage. Fitting, don't you-think?" She
shivered, her shoulders convulsing once and then again, but her face showed no
distaste. On the contrary, her eyes were shining and her lips were still
apart. "Yes," she said softly, though what question she was answering was a
mystery. "We drank a bottle last night. He toasted our fifth anniversary by
licking the first sip out of my navel. I lay on the carpet willing myself not
to vomit I wound my fingers through his hair, in passion, he thought. And
all the while I was thinking ..." Her gaze left the push dagger to settle on
Mick with the kind of shocking intimacy that comes only during sex. "I was
thinking it was his heart I had squeezed between my hands." "He was a bastard,
no doubt about it," Mick agreed. "He tried to fuck me over in the TransRim
CyberNet deal. He thought he'd been clever enough to bide behind a phalanx at
front men and lawyers, but all of them owe me or are terrified of me and they
gave him up, willingly I might add, almost gleeful in their relief." He
shrugged. "But that's the way Saigon is: influence, contacts, money-they're
all you need there, but they're the most difficult to obtain." He turned his
fist over, slammed the points of the double blades into the tabletop. Neither
the chanteuse nor the maitre d' missed a beat. "You've got to spill blood-more
than a little, eh, Giai?-to get what you want. That's Asia. Life is cheaper
than a kilo of rice, isn't that what you drank in with your mothers milk?"
Giai's eyes clung to the quivering push dagger as if it were a puff adder
about to strike. It was impossible to tell from her face whether she despised

Page 3



or coveted its absolute power. Her cheeks were flushed and a thin sheen of
perspiration was on her upper lip. "You killed him yourself, didn't you?"
"No, Giai, you killed him." "I? I did nothing." He regarded her for some time.
"Astonishing. I think you really believe that. But here's the truth; You sit
on the sidefines, open your legs, and let your sex give the orders, pretending
it has a mind of its own, as if you are not accountable' for those decisions
of life-and of death."™ "I cannot stand the sight of death," she said in a
reedy whisper. Her eyes slipped out of focus, went to that spot over his left
shoulder, and now he knew what she saw there: the past "Ever since I found my
mother on the floor of her room ... The blood, the blood ..." She took a quick
sucking breath. "All of her insides slithering over the floor like a nest of
serpents.”" Refocusing in a flash, she sent him an accusatory stare. "You know
this-you know. And yet you judge me by your own standards." He leaned forward
a little, his gray and orange eyes glittering. "That's all I know how to do,
Giai. It's nothing personal." He skewered a prawn on his fork. "Eat your

food. It's getting cold." Giai ate with a degree of eagerness now. Once or
twice, he had the pleasure of seeing her tiny teeth as they flashed like
lights behind her lips. In a way, he was sorry her husband was dead. Part of
the pleasure he had in taking her was the knowledge that she belonged to
someone else. He remembered once at an intimate dinner party, he bad had her
in the pantry, pushed up her skirt, hands pressing her jiggling breasts,
impaling her again and again, listening to her mounting gasps while her smug
husband, oblivious, drank his wine and made deals on the other side of the
wall. There was a certain kick to cuckolding a man who had tried to fuck him
over, and now that was gone. Pity. But, then again, Mick mused, it was time to
move on. The intervention of Nicholas Linnear in Floating City had
precipitated that. Floating City had been a fortress, a city-state hidden in
the northern highlands of Vietnam from which Mick and Rock had directed an
unprecedented worldwide network of international arms trading and drug
distribution. Floating City was just a memory now, nuked out of existence
because of Linnear. That was okay with Mick; he'd known for some months it was
time to move on; he'd just needed a kick in the ass to get him going-and
Nicholas Linnear had provided that. Linnear had penetrated Floating City and
had killed Rock. He might have worked his particular brand of magic on Mick as
well had it not been for the nuclear explosion of the handheld experimental
weapon known as Torch. Mick had come face-to-face with Nicholas at last in
Floating City, and it had come as a profound shock to him-like meeting the
legendary Colonel Linnear, Nicholas's father. Like meeting your own other
half, your-what did the Germans call it?-doppelgédnger. There was a unique
bond between the Colonel and Mick's father, Johnny Leonforte-and thus a
connection between the sons. But Nicholas did not know that yet. Mick had
barely believed it when he had discovered it and had worked diligently-and
fruitlessly-for months to disprove it. Accepting it had altered his life
forever, just as it would change Nicholas's someday in the not too distant
future. But Mick, forever aware of playing all the angles, was determined that
Nicholas should learn this particular bit of knowledge at the time and place
of his own choosing. Mick had spent years researching the life and
personality of Colonel Linnear's son, until he had felt more intimate with him
than any lover he had taken to bed. But when they had come face-to-face in
Floating City, Mick's fantasy had burst like a-soap bubble. The real Nicholas
Linnear was someone more than Mick had ever imagined. Looking deep into
Nicholas Linnear's clear, clear brown eyes, he had felt the stirring of the
short hairs at the back of his neck. In that moment when investigation and
reality had come together, he knew this man's fate was inextricably entwined
with his. In Nicholas Linnear, Mick Leonforte had recognized the ultimate
adversary he had been searching for all his restless life. That was why he had
provided the necessary means for Nicholas to escape the bamboo prison cage
into which Rock had thrown him. In the endgame of the killing ground he knew
he would need every advantage he could bring into play to counteract
Nicholas's Tau-tau, the secret knowledge of ancient psycho-necromancers. Mick
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had seen for himself the power of Tau-tau when Nicholas had overcome his
guards and had killed Rock, a huge beast of a man who had outthought and
outfought every dangerous opium warlord in the uplands Golden Triangle of
Burma's Shan States. He could still remember barreling out of Floating City
in a truck on which Nicholas had hitched a ride. (Had Nicholas's powers
allowed him to know that Mick had been driving that truck?) He could still see
clearly Rock's wounded body in the rearview mirror as he aimed Torch at
Nicholas, could still feel the cold breath of Tau-tau as Nicholas redirected
the path of the missile upward with the power of his mind. Soon after,
Nicholas had leapt from the back of the truck, plunging hundreds of feet into
the roiling waters of the cataract far below. He did not know, of course, that
Mick had had the truck lead-lined or that they were already out of the
four-square-city-block radius of Torch's ground zero detonation zone. Floating
City had been incinerated, but Mick had not died and neither, he believed, had
Nicholas Linnear. Mick had had a hand in Nicholas's escape from Rock's

cage. Nicholas had had a hand in keeping Mick from being incinerated by
Rock's final attack. They had an appointment in the future, a day of
reckoning, a moment toward which, Mick now knew, he had been moving all his
adult life. That was why he had come to Tokyo, and why, if he were brutally
honest with himself, he was with Giai Kurtz now. "Excuse me," he said,
pushing himself out of the banquette. On his way back to the men's room, he
turned to glance at Giai, who was finishing the tiger prawns, using her long,
delicate fingers like chopsticks. He paused, watching her insert one long nail
between head and torso to crack a prawn open. Then he went down a short
corridor and into the men's room. He urinated, checked all the stalls even
though he knew no one was there. Then he pulled out his cellular phone and
made a call. "Time to go," he said, when he returned a moment later. "Don't
you want dessert?" Giai asked, staring up at him with those huge eyes that had
captivated him nearly fifteen months ago at the embassy fete in Saigon. Such
bores, those political parties, unless you knew the right people, and Mick
knew them all. Having asked the Japanese trade legate about her, he had set
about separating her from the pack with the obsessive single-mindedness of an
Australian Border collie. Her husband, a ruddy-faced, blond-haired Aryan
businessman from Koln, arrogant and tormented, who fancied he knew all about
Southeast Asia, was interested only in making deals. Mick had had the
impression that if he had taken Giai there and then on the Persian carpet,
Rodney Kurtz would not have blinked an eye. As it was, they did it in the
powder room with a crystal bowl of heart-shaped soaps crashing to the marble
floor as she came. "Later," he said. "Not now." He held out one hand and she
took it, rising. As they crossed the floor, he waved to Honniko, the blonde in
the gold bustier. The chanteuse had finished her set, otherwise he would have
saluted her as well. "Where are we going?" "Home," he said. "To Hoan Kiem."
She pulled up, looking at him quizzically. "My villa? I haven't been there all
day." He knew what she meant. "Don't worry," he said, shepherding her along,
"he's not there anymore." He smiled. "And whatever blood was spilled has been
cleaned up." "Where is he, exactly?" "Nowhere you want to know about," he said
as they swung out the door into the riotous Roppongi night. Immediately, they
were hip deep in tourists and tripped-out teenagers. Just looking at them
could give you a nosebleed, Mick thought. Tattooed heads, branded hands, and
metal impedimenta pierced through noses, eyelids, tongues, lips, and nipples
were the stuff of nightmares. The breakdown of society was everywhere evident.
The hardworking races endure leisure only with great difficulty, Friedrich
Nietzsche had said. Which was why, Mick supposed, he admired the

Japanese. But look at them now! Lolling around, disfigured, grotesque as
sideshow freaks. The rain-washed street seethed with the peculiar hormonal
vibrancy of youth. Crowds of people thronged the sidewalks, pushing off into
the traffic-clogged streets. A permanent pall of diesel fumes hung in the air,
giving the neon colors a lurid hue. In windows were displayed the cream of
this year's crop of designer clothes, some of which, Mick judged, were not
meant for the human form. They picked up a cruising taxi on Roppongi-dori,
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took it to Giai's wvilla in the Asakusa temple district. Hoan Kiem- Returned
Sword-was a beautifully conical concrete and wood structure, more spacious
than most Tokyo residences. Its cool, crisp interior was filled 'with
dark-stained rattan in the grand Saigon manner, giving rise to the speculation
that both Kurtzes were ultimately more at home there than in Tokyo. The rooms
Were illuminated at night by brass lamps and during the day by bars of
sunlight filtering in through the wide jalousied windows. Through them, one
had a spectacular view across the river to the futuristic Flamme d'Or, the
Phillippe Starke-designed building of black glass, a kind of tetrahedron on
acid, surmounted by a vaguely flamelike shape derisively christened by
Tokyoites "the Golden Turd." Giai hesitated as she unlocked the door and Mick

swung it open. "I told you he isn't here," Mick said, stepping past her and,
grasping her hand, pulling her over the threshold. "Here, I'll show you where
it happened." "No!" she cried, and almost succeeded in pulling her hand from

his fierce grip. He stood in the center of what had been, until just after
midnight this morning, Rodney Kurtz's domain, smiling slyly at Giai. He raised
his arms in an expansive gesture. "This is what you wanted, isn't it?" Giai
glared at nun darkly. "Bastard. Yes." He went to the mirrored bar, took down a
pair of cutglass snifters. "It isn't me who's the bastard, darling." He poured
generous measures of Napoleon brandy, turned around, and handed her one. "It
was your husband, Rodney. Remember?" He clinked his glass against hers, took
a sip, watching her all the while. He liked seeing her this way: nervous and a
bit unsure. But then he liked to engender those emotions in everyone he

met. "The nights I would call you up, after he beat me, raped me, spit on
me." "And you came back for more." "He always apologized. He was so repentant,
like a litthe child." Mick hid his disgust behind the mask he had perfected,
thinking of what was to come. "You took it all." "Not all," she said
defiantly. Now she downed the brandy in two hard swallows. Her eyes watered,
"Not now. I made my stand. He's dead and I'm glad of it." "So you did." Mick
nodded. "Long life and health to both of us," he said, then took more brandy
into his mouth and savored it. One thing you had to say for old Rodney, he
thought, he did know how to live. "And so," he said, putting down his empty
snifter and rubbing his palms together, "to bed." Mick took her in his arms,
feeling her melt against him. He was a man who believed himself to be, in the
words of Nietzsche, predestined for victory and seduction. Like Nietzsche, his
wartime idol, he understood the profound connection between the two. He was a
man bent on controlling and outwitting himself. Like two of Nietzsche's own
idols, Alcibiades and Napoleon, he had the craftsmanship and subtlety for war.
He was, in sum, continually challenging him. She tasted like burnt sugar and
he crushed her to him. He stripped her of her clothes and inhaled her musk.
As usual, she wore no underwear. Her breasts reared into his hands and she
moaned deep in her throat. He lifted her by her buttocks and her legs wrapped
around him. Neither of them could wait for the bed. Her fingers, which had so
skillfully cracked the prawn's translucent shell, now deftly unbuckled his
belt, pushed down his trousers. She brought him hotly against her, her eyes
flying open with .the sensation, then closing slowly, languorously, as they
began their rhythm. Quidgquid luce fruit, tenebris agit, Mick thought between
mouthfuls of dusky flesh. Whatever is started in the light continues in the
dark. It was one of Nietzsche's favorite sayings, and his as well. How true it
had proved itself in his life! He pushed her roughly against the wall-just
here-where he had made the first thrust with the push dagger, where the
arrogance on Kurtz's face had been supplanted by disbelief and, then, fear.
Oh, the ecstasy of it! He, the true Nietzschean superman, bringing down the
Aryan prey. He was grunting now, not with the effort but with the images
flooding his mind. Giai licked his ear and hunched frantically against him.
While his body worked, his mind sang! Of course Kurtz was tormented, of course
he beat his wife regularly. There are countless dark bodies that must be
inferred to lie near the sun; we shall never be able to see them, Nietzsche
had written. Kurtz was one of them. Obviously, in marrying Giai he had
crossed the line. Dissolution, the base shuttling and rearranging of the
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races, was intolerable to the proud and pure Aryan in nun. Yet he would not
leave her. So he beat her, punishing her for the sin he dare not admit to
himself he had committed. Giai was soon to reach her pinnacle. She groaned,
her eyes rolling, her belly rippling, the muscles of her thighs and buttocks
clenching furiously. And, like a house plucked up by a tornado, he was brought
along with her. She stroked the nape of his neck, his damp hair, crooning
wordlessly tike a child in delirium. It was Mick's firm and abiding belief
that morality was merely timidity tricked out in a philosophical overcoat Even
if he had not read this in Beyond Good and Evil, his own experiences in the
war in Vietnam would have taught him the same thing. As it was, they merely
made Nietzsche's words resonate in his mind all the louder. And like all men
of prey, he thought, / am misunderstood. What was morality but a recipe
against passion, an attempt to castrate the dangerousness in which man lives
with himself? "Yes," Giai breathed. "Oh, yes!"™ He held her, light as a
feather, as she shivered and moaned, trembled and clung in great gasping
sighs, then started all over again as he put his head down, his white teeth
sinking into the tender flesh of her shoulder as he skewered her-once, twice,
three times-gushing as he thought of life-Kurtz's life-bleeding away in a mass

of stinking, steaming innards. He opened his eyes. Giail was staring at
him. "I'm free, aren't I?" He could feel her hot fluids-and his, too,
perhaps-sticky on his thighs. "Had enough?" "No," she cried. "No, no, no!" Of

course not. It was part of their game. Before his erection could subside he
rubbed cocaine into the reddened skin. He felt the familiar tingling, then the
curious numbness through which only sexual desire could bum tike a beacon in
dense fog. Then he entered her again, walking her across the room, her heels
bouncing against the tops of his buttocks. Giai, always wild with him, was
particularly frenzied. In fact, her freedom, as she called it, had made her
almost insatiable, and for once Mick thanked the lucky star under which he had
been born for the cocaine-induced numbness. Otherwise, even he would not have
been able to last. He had her on Kurtz's dining room table, a polished teak
affair from Thailand, on Kurtz's desk, the cordless phone clattering to the
floor, on Kurtz's prize Isfahan rug, in Kurtz's bed, and finally in Kurtz's
shower. And after Giai thought it was over, he did what he had wanted to do
all along: he took her from behind. She wanted to sleep after all that
exertion, but he was still wired. The cocaine, he told her, urging her to
dress quickly while he struck a match and lighted his cigar. So instead of
crawling between Kurtz's silk sheets, they returned to the rainy, neon-lighted
Tokyo night. The taxi he had called was waiting for them. It was after
midnight and they made the trip to the warehouse district of Shibaura in short
order. They emerged into Kaigan-dori, and Mick told the taxi to pull over. He
paid the fare and they got out, heading for Mudra, one of the many hip dance
clubs that had bloomed here like weeds in the early nineties. They had not
walked more than a block when a black Mercedes rounded a corner behind them,
heading along Kaigan-dori. Mick glanced over his shoulder and saw it coming up
behind them, swerving dangerously up onto the sidewalk, sideswiping a couple
of moonfaced bohemians, chicly garbed in grunge, purple-black hair in
exaggerated Woody Woodpecker top knots, their lips glossed in black. "What is
it?" Giai asked. Up ahead, two bikers in luminous trench coats and multiple
nose rings sat astride luridly painted Suzukis, swigging beer and trading lewd
stories of mutilated flesh. Incensed, Mick walked a couple of paces on,
shouting at the drunken teenagers, while Giai stood waiting. He turned.
"Morons," he said, but he was looking straight at the oncoming Mercedes,
which, having cleared the cars ahead of it, now put on a last furious burst of
speed. Mick shouted something incoherent and Giai turned, her eyes opened
wide, just as the front fender of the Mercedes plowed into her. Instantly, she
was slammed backward .with such force that when she landed her back broke. But
by then she was drowning in her own blood. The Mercedes had already taken off
as people on line for the clubs came out of their shock and started to

scream. There was a mad jostling, an almost carnivorous mass convulsing
through which Mick slithered, heading up Kaigandori, avoiding the jammed
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sidewalk, after the Mercedes. The familiar high-low police Klaxon could be
heard, still some distance away but closing fast on the scene of panic behind
him. He saw the Mercedes swerve left at the last possible instant, into a
narrow alley, and he followed, his legs churning easily, his heart racing
nicely, his lungs pumping in exhilaration. He turned the corner, saw the black
Mercedes had come to a stop, rocking on its heavy-duty shock absorbers. The
alley was deserted; even its usual denizens had headed toward the site of the
screams. One of the black Mercedes's rear doors flew open and he accelerated
toward it, his heart singing. What was it Nietzsche had said? Ultimately one
loves one's desires, not the desired object. Then he .was there, slinging his
body into the backseat, hearing the gears crash, the tires squeal, the car
accelerating down the alley as he leaned over, slamming the door shut, and he
said to the driver, "Jochi, well done!"™ Book 1 Between Dog and Wolf The best
way to keep one's word is not to give it. -Napoleon 1 Tokyo/New York
Nicholas Linnear looked out at Tokyo, its pink-and- acidgreen neon signs
creating an aurora that blocked the night. Far below, a soft parade of black
umbrellas bobbed and weaved, filling the sidewalks of Shinjuku as the steady
rain filled the gutters of the wide, traffic-dogged streets. It was a
familiar view from his corner office on the fiftysecond floor of the Shinjuku
Suiryu Building, But almost everything now seemed different It had been
fifteen months since he had been in Tokyo, fifteen months since he had taken
on giri, the debt he had promised his late father, Col. Denis Linnear, he
would honor. Fifteen months since he had been contacted by a representative of
Mikio Okami, his father's closest friend and, as it turned out, the Kaisho,
the oyabun of oyabun of all the clans of the Yakuza, the powerful Japanese
underworld. Okami had been in hiding in Venice, under a death threat from his
closest allies within his inner circle of advisers. He had needed Nicholas's
help, so he had said, to protect him Nicholas had his own very private reasons
for hating the Yakuza and could have turned his back on Okami and his
obligation to his late father. But that was not his way. Honor meant
everything to him, but the irony of helping keep alive the living embodiment
of the Yakuza was not lost on him. On the contrary, in pure Japanese style,
it added to the poignancy of his mission. Eventually, he had found and
dispatched the would-be assassin, a particularly frightening Vietnamese named
Do Duc Fujiro, along with the oyabun who had hired him. Now, with Tetsuo
Akinaga, the only oyabun of the inner circle still alive, awaiting trial on
charges of extortion and conspiracy to commit murder, Okami had returned to
Tokyo, and Nicholas with him to face an entirely new threat. Fifteen months
and to Nicholas it seemed as if Tokyo had changed beyond recognition. These
changes revolved around the great Japanese depression that had begun in 1991
and showed little sign of lifting. Today, there were more homeless in the
streets than ever before, every company's profits were either sharply off or
in negative figures. Layoffs—-a hitherto unknown practice-had begun in earnest,
and those remaining in jobs had not seen a pay raise in four years. On the way
to Shinjuku that evening, Nicholas had seen outside food shops long lines made
up of housewives who insisted on buying Japanese rice instead of the imported
American variety. The trade war with America was intensifying almost every
day. In addition, there was an increasingly militant and belligerent North
Korean regime to consider. Japan's pachinko parlors, traditionally run by
native Japanese, were now in the hands of Koreans, many of whom had ties to
North Korea, and it was becoming an increasing source of embarrassment to the
Japanese government to have these profits going directly to the dictatorial
and paranoid regime that ruled the north. For fee first time since the advent
of the great economic miracle in the early 1950s, Japan seemed on the brink of
losing both momentum and purpose. People were dispirited and fed up, and the
media, trained at birth to emphasize bad news while minimizing the good, could
see only a dark, downward spiral. ©Nicholas felt a hand softly stroking his
back, and he saw Koet's face reflected in the rain-streaked window. With her
huge, liquid eyes, small mouth, and angular cheekbones, it was far from a
classically beautiful face, but he loved it all the more for that She was the
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daughter of a Yakuza oyabun. They had met in 1971 and had fallen madly,
magically in love. And out of that mad love, Nicholas had killed the man who
he thought had raped and tormented Koei, only to discover that the man was
innocent. The miscreant was her father. Shame had caused her to lie, and this
had forced Nicholas to walk away. He had not seen her until last year, when
Okami had arranged for them to meet again so Nicholas could heal the rage he
felt toward her and all Yakuza. Over the years, she had turned her back on
the world of the Yakuza, losing herself in the syncretic Shugendo Shinto sect
in the mystical hills of Yoshino, where she might have remained but for a
summons from her father. He needed to broker an alliance, and to seal it Koei
was obliged to marry a man she had not met. After spending six months with the
man she wanted out, but he was unwilling to let her go. In desperation, she
turned to Mikio Okami, the Kaisho, the one man who had more power than this
man and would be willing to stand up to him. Okami had spirited her away,
sending her into the hinterlands of Vietnam where this man could not find her,
though he tried hard enough. The man she had been with, whom she had been
duty-bound to marry and had come to despise and fear, was Mick

Leonforte. "Nangi-san isn't here yet," she said, "and the dinner is scheduled
to begin in ten minutes." Tanzan Nangi was the president of Sato
International, the high-tech keiretsu-the Japanese-American conglomerate
Nicholas owned with Tanzan Nangi-that had been created from the merger of Sato
Petrochemicals with Tomkin Industries, the company Nicholas owned and ran. "I
hope this won't be too much for him." Six months ago he'd had a minor heart
attack and, since then, had become somewhat more reclusive. "It had better
not," Nicholas said, checking his tie in the mirror. "The Japanese launch of
the TransRim CyberNet has been his 'dream ever since my people came up with
the technology." Koei turned him around, worked on his tie herself. "The VIPs
are arriving and Torin is getting nervous. He's wondering why you're not

already down at Indigo to greet them." "I've still got to make a last check at
research and development on the fortieth floor." Nicholas kissed her
lightly. "The proprietary CyberNet data are being transferred to the central

computer.”" The CyberNet, a multimedia highway for trading and instantaneous
communication throughout Southeast Asia, had the potential to 1lift Sato
International out of its recessionary spiral and return it to profitability.
But if anything went wrong with the CyberNet--if it crashed and burned-Sato
International was sure to follow it down. The unique combination of Nangi's
calculating mind and Nicholas's brilliant leaps of intuitive ingenuity had
been the main reason for Sato's success. But these days Sato, like all
Japanese keiretsu, had been undergoing a painful

restructuring. Keiretsu-holdovers from the prewar family-run zaibatsu-were
groups of interlinked industrial companies composed around a central bank. In
boom times this gave each keiretsu the major advantage of being able to lend
itself money for expansion and research and development at highly competitive
rates. But during a recession-as nowwhen banks ran into the twin difficulties
of deflated values on their real estate portfolios and rising yen rates, they
became a major liability to the keiretsu. Lately, it had been up to Nicholas's
American arm to provide the R&D for new Sato products like the supersecret
CyberNet technology. Despite this revolutionary breakthrough he was racked by
guilt If he had not been with Mikio Okami these past fifteen months, he might
have helped his company avoid the worst ravages of the deep recession.
Instead, he had insisted that Sato International be at the forefront of
fiber-optic telecommunications, and to that end, the vast majority of the
keiretsu's capital reserves had gone into expansion into not only Southeast
Asia and China, but also South America. This was the smart long-term bet of
the visionary, but it had created a short-term crunch that the recession had
exacerbated almost beyond Sato's tolerance. Now the company was forced to rise
or fall on the success of the CyberNet, and Nicholas knew it was his doing. -

"Nicholas." He smiled and, taking her in his arms, kissed her harder this.
time. "Don't worry. I'll see to it," he said. She stood there, in her dark,
sequined dress, looking impossibly lovely. "I know you," she said. "Such a man
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of action. Wining and dining corporate guests cannot be your favorite thing.
But consider the source and honor your promise. It was Nangi-san who requested
you attend this dinner. You don't need me to remind you of its importance. It
will officially launch the TransRim CyberNet in Japan while representatives
from America, Russia, Vietnam, Thailand, Singapore, and China look on. The Net
is so important to Nangi-san-and to Sato International as a whole." She was
right, of course, to remind him to return to this time and place. Nangi was
far more than Nicholas's business partner. He was also his mentor. The two had
shared so many life-or-death situations that their fates were now inextricably
entwined. Koei picked up a phone, spoke briefly into it When she turned to
Nicholas, she was frowning. "Nangi-san still hasn't arrived. It isn't like
him; he's never late." She touched his arm. "And, Nicholas, you've told me how
tired and drawn he's looked of late." He nodded. "I'll get in touch with him,
then come right down. All right?" "All right," She left him alone in the
semidarkness of his office. He turned to his desk, asked the voice-activated
autodialer to get Nangi's home phone. It rang ten times before he told it to
hang up. No doubt, Nangi was on his way. He dug in that pocket of his tuxedo,
drew out a small matte-black rectangle slightly smaller than a cellular
telephone. He thumbed a tab and it flipped open to reveal a small screen,
which soon burned luminescent green. This was Kami, a prototype of the
communicator that would soon be on-line for the CyberNet. The Kami had been
keeping the two men in touch during the last part of Nicholas's absence from
Sato International's boardrooms. He was about to use the touch screen to dial
Tanzan Nangi's personal number when the unit began to vibrate. He had it set
to silent running and this meant a call was coming in. He pressed the touch
screen. "Linnear-san." Nangi's face appeared on the flat
liquidcrystal-display screen, incredibly clear via the digital video pathway.
This vid-byte bandwidth communication was the technological breakthrough that
made the CyberNet so valuable-and vulnerable to corporate espionage. The
opening of the TransRim CyberNet in Southeast Asia and Russia had generated an
almost feverish scrutiny from Sato International's rivals. In an age when the
speed of information was everything, whoever controlled so-called cyberspace
on the Pacific Rim would reap billions of dollars of benefits for the
foreseeable future, "Nangi-san, where are you? The TransRim launch dinner is
about to begin." "I am aware of the time," Nangi interrupted in
uncharacteristic fashion. He passed a hand across his face. Where was he?
There was not enough background showing on the screen for Nicholas to tell. He
only knew he wasn't home. "But I have had something of a dizzy spell-" "Are
you all right?" A stab of fear went through Nicholas. "Have you called the
doctor?" "There's no need, I assure you," Nangi said hastily as his eyes
flicked briefly to one side. Was someone in the room with him? "I am being
well taken care of." "But, Nangi-san, where are you? The guests are waiting."
"Yes, yes, I understand your concern," Nangi said as a small cup of tea was
placed in front of him by someone unseen. "But I am not indispensable. The
party can go on without me." Why was he keeping his whereabouts secret?
Nicholas wondered. "Perhaps we should postpone the opening of the Net."
"Nonsense. It must be opened tonight." For 'a moment, some of Nangi's old
spark and fire returned. "We have far too much riding on its success.
Postponement will only send rumors through the industry that would surely
undermine confidence. No, no. I trust you and Torin to do the

honors. Whatever help you need, he'll provide. As my new righthand man, he
can be of extraordinary use to you." Nangi was about to disconnect from the
CyberNet when Nicholas said, "Nangi-san, at least hear me out." He'd gotten an
idea, but would Nangi go for it? "Perhaps there is a way to use your absence
to work for us." Ill or not, this got Nangi's attention. He lifted a

hand. "Go on, please." "Let's make the first use of CyberNet in Japan a link
from the dinner to you." "No." Nicholas was puzzled. "But it's perfect,
Nangi-san. You can stay where you are, and everyone can see you blown up on
the special screen that's been erected downstairs." "I said no and that's
final," Nangi snapped, and without another word, he disconnected from the
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Net. Nicholas, whose loyalty to Sato was now joined with his loyalty to Mikio
Okami, did not know whether he felt more puzzled or concerned. He could not
imagine Nangi acting in such a cold and irrational manner. What was happening
to his friend? These abruptly ended communications were fast becoming the rule
rather than the exception. He knew Nangl was under extreme pressure in putting
the CyberNet on-line, and at seventy-six he was no longer young. But Nicholas
suspected these conversations could not merely be explained away by Nangi's
age. Had the heart attack somehow changed his personality? Nicholas resolved
to see him in person when tonight's dog and pony show was oven As he checked
his tuxedo, he took one last moment to evaluate his recent decision to join
Mikio Okami, the Kaisho. The Yakuza's role in Japan was significant. Unlike
in America, where the underworld was outcast from society, the Yakuza ware, in
a very real sense, a part of it. Even though they might still see themselves
as outcasts, they were an unspoken part of what was known as the Iron Triangle
that, since 1947, had ruled Japan: bureaucracy, business, and politicians. The
Ministry of International Trade and Industry, MITI, had emerged as the most
powerful of the postwar bureaucratic entities. It was MITI that dictated
economic policy and allowed the keiretsu, the interlocked trading groups run
by the top industrial families, tax breaks and incentives to move into fields
that MITI determined would be best for Japan as a whole. It was MI1TI, for
instance, that decided in the 1960s to encourage the trading companies to
switch from the manufacture of heavy goods such as steel to computers and
semiconductors. In this way MITI orchestrated Japan's economic miracle and,
simultaneously, made billionaires of the industrialists. MITI perpetuated its
absolute control over business by sending its ex-ministers out to work at the
very keiretsu for which it created policy. But Mm had help. The Liberal
Democratic Party, which had dominated Japan's political scene from the forties
through to its ouster in 1993, worked hand in hand with the ministry to keep
Japan, Inc. on an even keel. This was relatively easy, since the Japanese
people have been used to leaders taking care of them. Before, the war, they
had looked' to the emperor for this. Afterward, it was a series of prime
ministers from the LDP. As for the Yakuza, they were the intermediaries who
greased the wheels. For the proper remuneration they ensured that the LDP
remained in power by brokering each prime minister's constituency. For the
proper remuneration, they saw to it that the "political contributions" the
keiretsu made influenced the politicians to enact legislation favorable to
business. And so it went for decades, an endless wheel of staggeringly swift
progress and deeply entrenched corruption. Until the great recession of 1991
brought everything Japan, Inc. had worked toward to a screeching halt Nicholas
was about to go down to R&D when his Kami buzzed him. This time, he saw Mikio
Okami's face in the screen. Even with the fine lines at the corners of his
eyes, accentuated now by the exhaustion evident on his face, he looked at
least ten years younger than his ninety years. "Nicholas," he said without
the usual ritual of formality, "I have momentous news." Without anybody else
knowing about it, Nicholas had given him a prototype Kami so the two could
keep in touch at all hours. CyberNet Communications were far more secure than
most cellular phone conversations. "Tomorrow morning the prime minister will
announce his resignation." Nicholas, feeling suddenly deflated, sat down on
the edge of his burlwood desk. "That makes six in just over three years."
Okami nodded. "Yes. As I predicted, without a strong LDP, the coalition of
lesser parties cannot hold the center. There are too many different and
mutually exclusive agendas for a true consensus to form. The Socialists,
especially, have proven difficult, and this has weakened every new prime
minister because he has been, in one form or another, something of a
compromise." "What are we to do now?" "That's why I've called. This latest
resignation will come as a complete shock to all parties. There is no one
waiting in the wings, no strong foreign minister or trade representative ready
to step up as has been the case before. There will be a power vacuum. This
means political chaos and we cannot allow that." "I think we should meet."
Okami was nodding. "My thoughts precisely. The Karasumori Jinja the day after
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tomorrow at seven p.m. I will be tied up in urgent meetings until then."
"Agreed." "Good." Okami looked visibly relieved, "How is the reception going?"
"I'm about to find out." "Good luck." Nicholas thanked him, then disconnected
from the Net. He left his office, heading through the reception area, toward
the private chairman's elevator that would whisk him at high speed down to
mezzanine level. He glanced at his watch. No time now to stop at R&D on the
way down. Maybe he could break away during dinner so he could check on the
CyberNet data transfer. As he fitted his key into the slot in the
scrolled-bronze elevator door, he again heard Okami's voice as the Kaisho had
told him the real reason he had called in Nicholas's debt of honor: When you
came to me last year and I saw how full of hate you were for the Yakuza, I
could find no way to tell you the truth about your father. That he and I-the
Kaisho, the head of all the Yakuza clans-were partners from 1946 until his
death in 1963 in the creation of the new Japan. Then I was obliged to carry on
his vision virtually alone. Your father was the most remarkable visionary,
and because you are his son, I finally summoned you to my side. Not to
protect me as I told you-you have now seen that I am well capable of doing
that with my own resources. It was merely the trigger to begin your healing,
first, your rage at Koei's mistake, and because of it, your unreasoning hatred
of the Yakuza. So you could begin to understand the truth . 1lies behind your
father's carefully composed mask. And for you to accept that truth. It is time
for you to continue the work Colonel Linnear and I planned together. Two
years before, Nicholas and Nangi had decided to buy the long-term lease of the
stuffy French restaurant that had occupied the mezzanine level of the Shinjuku
Suiryu Building when it had gone bust. For eighteen months, architects,
technicians, and designers had been at work transforming a rather austere
space into an opulent nightclub-restaurant suitable for entertaining on the
grandest scale. Indigo had opened three months ago to great fanfare and, so
far, extraordinary success. But, tonight, it was closed to the public so that
Sate International could have its TransRim CyberNet launch party. The
impressive three-story space was composed of an ascending series of
flying-carpet-like platforms each occupied by three or four boomerang-shaped
tables with semicircular banquettes facing onto a dance floor that had been
laseretched to resemble a vast Persian rug. Soft lights shone from high above
the tables and, embedded in the dance floor, from below, giving the sensation
of floating in a pool of blue-green light. Panels of cherrywood, stained
indigo, rose in tiers at the restaurant's curvilinear sides, and along one of
them a long bar snaked, the lights glinting off its blued stainless-steel top.
Bottles of spirits, liqueurs, and imported beers from Southeast Asia, the
Philippines, and microbreweries in the States were arrayed on glass shelves
hung against a long mirror. When Nicholas entered, the dance floor was alive,
with extravagantly dressed people and the hubbub of a hundred conversations in
at least a dozen languages. People were three deep at the bar, the three
bartenders kept humming with a constant barrage of orders. The cool jazz of
Miles Davis was drifting from the sixty-six speakers sunk flush into the
walls, ceiling, and floor. Heads turned at his approach, and it was no
wonder. The guests saw a powerfully built man, graceful as a dancer with wide
shoulders and narrow hips. What was most impressive-and intimidating-about
him, however, was his fluidity, of motion. He did not walk or turn as other
people did but appeared to be skating on thin air, operating in very low
gravity. When he moved, it was with all his weight in his lower belly, the
place of power the Japanese called hara. He had dark, thickly curling hair
that was at odds with the distinct oriental cast to his face-the high flat
cheekbones, the almond-shaped eyes. Despite that, the face was long and bony,
as 1f some English influence deep in his genes would not be denied its

due. Nicholas picked out Kanda Torin, headed toward him through the crowd.
Still in his early thirties, Kanda Torin was a tall, slender man with a long,
handsome face and the cool, calculating demeanor of a man with a decade's more
experience. Nicholas's opinion of him was still not completely formed. He had
apparently proved to be an invaluable aide to Nangi during Nicholas's absence.
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So much so that Nangi had recently promoted him to senior vice president, an
unprecedented level for a man his age. To be truthful, Nicholas resented the
younger man's presence. It compromised his special relationship with Tanzan
Nangi. That Torin was astute, perhaps even, as Nangi believed, brilliant, was
beyond question, but Nicholas suspected he was also gifted with an overweening
ambition. His power grab at the CyberNet was a prime example. Or was Nicholas
being too harsh with his judgments? Torin could simply have had Sato
International's best interests at heart, filling the vacuum Nicholas had left.
Still, Nicholas could not entirely shake the impression, admittedly hastily
gleaned, that Torin was a team player only so long as it suited his own needs.
That was a potentially dangerous trait. As Nicholas approached, he saw that
Torin was being harangued by a florid-faced American with curly red hair and
the belligerent demeanor of a man too long frustrated by Japan's arcane and
maddening protective barriers. Unfortunately, this was the attitude of too
many Americans these days. Nicholas recognized this one as Cord McKnight, the
trade representative of a consortium of Silicon Valley-based semiconductor
manufacturers. Nicholas circled around until he was standing behind Torin's
right shoulder. "You poor bastard," McKnight was saying. With his strong face
and stronger ideals he would not have looked out of place on the athletic
field of an Ivy League campus. His pale eyes, set wide apart, gave nothing
away. "Was it only three years ago you guys bought into Hollywood, Manhattan,
Pebble Beach; and two-thirds of Hawaii at prices no sane businessman would
touch? Yeah, it's gotta be 'cause now that your bubble economy's burst, you
can't afford to hold on to anything you bought" Torin said nothing, either out
of good sense or an acute sense of humiliation. The recession had had an
incalculable emotional effect on the younger men of Japan, Inc. These men had
become used to their -supreme power-their ichiban, their number-one-ism. The
concept of Japan as number two, inconceivable only four years ago, had caused
a severe shock to their egos. "I mean, look what's happening now," McKnight
went on as a small crowd began to form. In among the curious onlookers
Nicholas saw Koei and Nguyen Van Truc, the Vietnamese head of marketing for
Mina Telekom, a company that had been trying to interest Nicholas and Nangi in
accepting a capital infusion in exchange for a piece of Sato. "Japan's
already a second-rate power. Remember when you were bashing our education
system? You don't hear any of that crap now," His lips cracked a superior
smile. "Wanna, know why? You guys are turning out computer-illiterate
graduates. While we use computers in our schools from the ground up, you find
them too impersonal. Your elaborate and cumbersome rituals of doing business
are impossible to cany out via computer, so you think of it as a symbol rather
than as a tool." He laughed raucously. "You'd rather use a fucking abacus, for
Christ's sake." His laughter kept on building. "My God, what you and your pals
are missing back in the States, Torin. Locked into your monopolistic system,
you can't do what we're doing so successfully. We're forging our own kind of
keiretsu-for the twenty-first century-built from alliances between
telecommunications, consumer electronics, electronic media, and computer
companies that have downsized. They've shed the fat of the last decade, become
more productive and competitive while .the Jap companies are still overstaffed
and overdiversified." "Don't you think you've rather overstepped the bounds of
good manners, old man?" Nguyen Van Truc said in his evenly modulated voice. He
had been educated in England and, thus, possessed the exaggerated accent the
foreigner often brings to the language. "Who the hell are you?" McKnight
asked. "I'm only saying what's right. Unless you have something constructive
to say, butt out." Van Truc looked around the crowd. He knew just about
everyone and was in his element He gave the American a superior smile. "I
think you're being overly emotional and over-" "Not constructive," McKnight
snapped, and returned his attention to Torin. "Here's what I mean. We
Americans have changed. We're lean, mean fighting machines now. We can already
transmit billions of digital bits of multimedia information to millions of
households throughout the United States because we've got the most advanced
cable system in the world." His laugh was a derisive bark this time. "And
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what've you got? Zip. Hey, you know you're the only developed country without
a mature cable industry? Your manic desire to keep closed your
telecommunications and broadcasting industries will be your downfall. The
closed field has put you at an insurmountable disadvantage. . . . "Ever hear
of competition, buddy? It's the American way and it's going to beat you back
into the sea. You need only look at high-definition TV to see the future.
You've had to abandon an industry into which you've sunk- what?hundreds of
billions of dollars. Why? Because Japanese HDTV is analog and, therefore,
obsolete. Ours is digital, so superior to your version there is no contest."
"You're speaking of the past, Mr. McKnight," Nicholas said. His voice caused a
stir, and Torin glanced briefly over his shoulder. Nicholas wondered whether
Torin was happy to see him. "Here, tonight, the future is now. The TransRim
CyberNet is already on-line in Russia where it has far exceeded our
expectations within an exceptionally short time. Check with Torin-san, he has
all the most up-to-date figures." The younger man nodded stiffly. "I will be
presenting the full-range of statistics during dinner." McKnight scowled.
"You're Nicholas Linnear, am I right? Well, Linnear, correct me if I'm wrong,
but isn't there a cybernet already active in Russia? Who needs another one?"
"Torin-san can answer that better than I can." It wasn't true, strictly
speaking but Nicholas needed to give Torin back some of the face McKnight had
taken from him. "True enough, in Russia, the CyberNet was not first as it is
in Southeast Asia, but that is irrelevant because it is the best," Torin said,
right on cue. "It is fast gaining on the indigenous Relkom, which lacks the
many proprietary features of the CyberNet that your American cyberjockeys came
up with. The CyberNet's bandwidth-that is, the amount of information that can
be transmitted along it-is far greater than Relkom's, or any other current
net, for that matter. The CyberNet is already on-line there and in Southeast
Asia with the Kami's next-generation communication: digital video." Nicholas
spotted Sergei Vanov, a young black-haired man with a Slavic face and soulful
eyes. He pulled the Russian over and, smiling winningly at McKnight, said,
"Let's hear it from the horse's mouth." "I don't know about a horse, but this
Russian's in love with TransRim," Vanov said with a chuckle. As an inveterate
cyberjockey, he loved Americanisms or any foreign jargon, for that matter. It
made him feel relevant, like a part of the world community. "My country is
particularly ripe for the CyberNet, because it is filled with people like me,
twenty-first-century entrepreneurs who understand how valuable the Net is to
them, even with only a cheap clone of the first-generation IBM-PC and a modem.
All we need do is plug into the Net for a fee and wheel and deal without any
governmental influence or regulation." Nicholas spread his hands wide.
"Imagine. They trade everything from crops of potatoes to trainloads of
potash, from rights to a portion of a new Siberian oil pipeline, Ukrainian
wheat, to Bulgarian fruit." Torin nodded, at last warming to the one-two-punch
offensive that Nicholas had devised. "Anything and everything is possible-all
one needs is the hardware, a commodity with which to baiter, the imagination
to close .the deal-and, of course, the CyberNet.' "Electronic mail, the
current darling of Net-jockeys, will soon be a thing of the past," Torin
added. "Why type words into a computer when you can simply send the message
via a video image? In our world, speed is of the essence. In that regard,
nothing can beat a vid-byte. With the Kami one can word process, do update
spreadsheets, downlink and uplink to office computers, receive and send
vid-byte faxes and vidmail, buy, sell virtually anything, transact business on

all the financial bourses." "So great, but will the digital vid-thing really
work?" McKnight said sourly. The wind had been taken out of his
sails. "That," Nicholas said, "is why we're all here tonight." "I, for one,

already applaud the CyberNet," Raya Haji said He was a tall, dusky-skinned
Muslim, the Singapore government's representative. Nicholas had worked with
him several years ago on Sato's fiber-optic project in his country. He had
been one of the Net's most enthusiastic supporters from its very inception. "I
can attest to its worth." He pulled out a prototype Kami. "After the official
opening, I plan to call the prime minister himself. And I can tell you I look
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forward to seeing his astounded face." There was general laughter and applause
from the crowd. "My workload has been cut by a third because of the
CyberNet," the Vietnamese Nguyen Van Truc chimed in. "Throughout Vietnam, now
there is a reliable means of communication. No more blackouts or constant busy
signals on overloaded, outmoded phone lines for me." "Now that we've given you
the unsolicited testimonial portion of tonight's program,"™ Nicholas said
lightly, "why don't we get on with dinner? I don't know about anyone else, but
I'm starved." There was general and enthusiastic assent. The guests consulted
the small cards they had been given on arriving that indicated their tables
and slowly milled toward the respective places. Koei stood by Nicholas as he
shook hands and mouthed pleasantries with this VIP or that. When they were, at
last, alone for a moment, she took his hand discreetly and squeezed

it. "Quite a good showing for someone who despises this sort of thing," she
whispered. "Someone had to come to Torin's defense. The man may be a
first-rate administrator, but he's still got a tot to learn about diplomacy."
"So, apparently, does McKnight." Nicholas nodded. "He's quite a bear, all
right. But, in a sense, he's only doing his job. It seems that one of the
avowed goals of the current American administration is to push, bully,
threaten, and goad the Japanese into opening as many of their businesses as
possible." Koei frowned. "We opened our rice market to the Americans, after
months of bitter dispute and near riots by our farmers, and you've seen for
yourself all that's done is cause rice lines at the shops. Any more of this
and we'll turn into a third-world country just like Russia." Nicholas and Koei
were seated at a group of tables with many of the top Japanese politicians and
bureaucrats. He wondered what their reaction would be come tomorrow morning
when their prime minister delivered his resignation. Torin, who was with
McKnight, Raya Haji, and several others some distance away, glanced darkly-and
covetouslyin Nicholas's direction. "Poor Torin," Koei said as they greeted
their tablemates and sat down, "he looks as miserable as a drenched kitten."
Nicholas, who assumed the seating arrangements had been decided upon by Nangi.
grinned and said, "It'll do him good to enter the bear's den. He's got to
master difficult people, and sooner is always better than later. Anyway,
McKnight is essentially harmless.- Even if Torin blunders and further angers
him, there'll be no real harm done." Waiters were already circulating with the
first course, poached tiger prawns with Chinese-herbed aioli. The striped
shells were so thin and translucent no one bothered taking them off. They all
crunched down, munching heads and all. Next came wooden trays piled with

fresh cold soba noodles. The pale, buckwheat pasta was something of a
delicacy, and Nicholas's guests slurped noisily and appreciatively. Sake was
served, along with beer and wine. Following this course, the room darkened

and Torin took his position on a spotlit area of the dance floor. Just above
him, a large screen had been lowered. He looked quite dashing, tall and
handsome with his thick hair slicked back and his ramrod-straight demeanor. He
looked, once again, the cool, unflappable executive. "Ladies and gentlemen,
much as I hate interrupting your enjoyment of the wonderful food we've
prepared tonight, it is my pleasure to preside over the opening of Sato
International and Denwa Partners' Japanese-based TransRim CyberNet" Denwa
Partners? Nicholas thought Who or what the hell are they? Sato has no partners
in TransRim! Down, on the dance floor, Torin was holding a Kami, using the
touch screen to dial a number. "Ladies and gentlemen, this is a historic
occasion and I am honored that all of you are here to witness the first
official digital video communication via the TransRim CyberNet. Please direct
your attention to the screen." "Moshi-moshi." The screen had 1lit up. It was
filled with the face of the prime minister of Japan. The clarity and detail of
the digital image was- astounding. Nicholas glanced over at the table Torin
had been seated at, wanting to see the look on McKnight's face, but he could
not find him. His place was empty. No one seemed to notice he was missing

except Nicholas. "Prime Minister," Torin said. "This is Kanda Torin, vice
president of CyberNet Operations for Sato International speaking to you from
the nightclub Indigo in Shinjuku," "Greetings, Torin-san," said the prime
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minister. He looked gray and tired. Nicholas was not surprised. "This is Prime
Minister Takanobu, speaking to you from the floor of the Tokyo Stock Exchange
in Nihonbashi. My word, Torin-san, but you look your best in that tuxedo.
Would you or any of your distinguished guests care to execute a trade on the
New York Stock Exchange?" His comment was greeted by a roar of laughter from
the assembled guests, which was quickly followed by a long round of thunderous
applause. As the demonstration proceeded, to the continuing delight of the
audience, Nicholas slipped out of his seat and, keeping to the shadows, exited
the nightclub. He crossed the mezzanine lobby and had entered the chairman's
elevator to go up to check on the CyberNet data transfer when he saw McKnight
striding quickly out of the men's room on the far side of the

lobby. McKnight, who had no view of Nicholas inside the private elevator car,
went into Indigo, Nicholas pressed the button for the fortieth floor and the
bronze door began to close. At the last instant, he shoved his foot between
the door and the frame, punched the door open button. He peered across the
lobby. Another man had come out of the men's room. He had gone immediately to
the bank of public elevators, pressed the up button. Now, as Nicholas strode
quickly out of the chairman's elevator, the man slumped against the wall and
would have collapsed completely had Nicholas not caught him. Still, he was all
but dead weight. Nicholas thought he had recognized him from across the
lobby, and now he was sure. This was Kappa Watanabe, one of the R&D techs in
charge of making the CyberNet data transfer. He should have been on the
fortieth floor, What was he doing coming out of the men's room on the
mezzanine? And what had happened to him? "Watanabe-san," Nicholas said, but
there was no response. The tech's eyes were mere slits, but the pupils were
dilated and unfocused. Nicholas listened to Watanabe's heartbeat and pulse.
Both were unnaturally slow, as i1if he were slipping into a-coma. And unless
Nicholas was mistaken, a faint bluish tinge was coming into Watanabe's lips.
Nicholas was about to call for an ambulance when he noticed the fingers of the
tech's right hand. They were curled inward in a curious kind of clawtike
gesture. Quickly, with some alarm, Nicholas pried open the stiff digits in
order to get a look at the palm. He had seen these same symptoms before on
someone lying along Vung Tau, the beachfront southeast of Saigon. Peering at
Watanabe's palm, he found what he was looking for; a tiny puncture wound, dark
blue around its edges. Nicholas remembered the oddly clawed hand on the
snorkler who had washed up on that beach in Vung Tau. The man, already dead,
created not a ripple of notice. He had asked a local fisherman what had
happened and he was told that the unfortunate man had been lanced by a Bank
Tom. The innocuous-sounding "prawn pancake" was, in fact, a dangerously
poisonous stingray, indigenous to the Andaman and South China Seas, whose skin
was striped tike a tiger prawn's-or the ocean bottom "where it lay flat as a
pancake and camouflaged, waiting to paralyze and kill its prey. Perhaps ,the
snorkler had reached out for a particularly beautiful shell lying on the ocean
floor. Whatever, he'd had the singularly bad joss to touch a Banh Tom and had
been stung on the hand. "See here"-the fisherman had pointed at the palm of
the snorkler's band-"the blue spot shows the poison," Kappa Watanabe had been
poisoned by the venom of a Banh Tom through a tiny needle that had punctured
his palm. Why? Nicholas used a nail to strip open the skin at the wound site,
bent over it, and began to suck out as much of the venom as he could, spitting
the stuff onto the floor. Then he stripped off his bow tie, used it as a
tourniquet around Watanabe's wrist. Had he done enough to save the man's life?
There was only one way to tell for sure. Bending over Watanabe, Nicholas
closed his eyes. And opened his tanjian eye. The world appeared to go into
eclipse as he plunged into Tau-tau. A kind of darkness descended like a veil.
Nicholas opened himself to Akshara, the Path of light, whose philosophy was
built around the ability to transmogrify energy, more specifically thought,
into physical deed. The discipline taught that there was at the center of all
things kokoro, a membrane upon which certain repeating rhythms were beaten.
Like chants or mantras, these rhythms excited the membrane kokoro, causing in
the adept an altered state in which psychic energy could be harnessed. In the.
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end, Tau-tau was not so different from the power of Tibetan mystics, Chinese
ascetics, or the shamans of many different tribal cultures. All drew energy
from the same ancient source from which man, as he became ever more civilized,
had been driven. . , But for Nicholas, Akshara was imperfect because
embedded within the esoteric psychic discipline were dark kernels of Kshira,
Akshara's black-other half, a discipline that had killed many of its
adherents-or turned them mad. Nicholas had made this terrifying discovery
while battling Do Duc Fujiro. Since then, his inner struggle-and urgent search
had been to overcome Kshira by merging it into Akshara in a fusion known as
Shuken, before the dark path overtook him. Shuken-the so-called
Dominion-sought to negate Kshira via integration into a whole that was at
least partially mythical. Tanjian scholars disagreed on whether Tau-tau had
ever been a whole of darkness and light or was ever meant to be. Those
skeptics doubted that Shuken had ever existed. But Nicholas had to believe
because there was a great danger, growing like an evil flower inside him. Each
time he involved Akshara more fragments of Kshira loosed themselves in his
psyche. Soon, he knew, if he did not find the path to Shuken, it would be too
late. Kshira would claim him as it had his tanjian mentor, Kansatsu. Sounds
echoed and re-echoed, suspended in the liquid of time. It was like being
underwater, being able to hear as whales did over a distance of miles, sounds
so acute they impacted upon the skin with a physical presence. The world
itself seemed simultaneously close and far away, a bowl from which Nicholas
could pluck a single element-a voice, an insect's flight, the path of a
vehicle-and dissect it with the most minute scrutiny. And in this state he
reached into the bowl of the world and plucked out Watanabe's psyche,
attaching himself like a lamprey to a shark's sandpaper skin. He was with the
tech now-though he could not know it-a part of him. And Nicholas knew he was
dying. The dose of venom that had been introduced was far more concentrated
than that found in nature. Enough of it had already moved past the entry
point, the tourniquet's barrier, and had entered 'Watanabe's

bloodstream. Element by element, as he had been taught by Kansatsu, he went
through the tech's blood, observing as the nerve toxin swept along, until he
isolated the substances he needed. Moving his psyche to different organ sites
within Watanabe's .body and brain, he stimulated the production of antibodies,
hormones, complex neuropeptides that would naturally inhibit the poison. Only
when be was certain the tech was stable did he ascend backward into the cool,
monochromatic light of normal reality. Nicholas, emerging fully from Tau-tau,
called for security and, when the three men came at a run, had them move
Watanabe to the company infirmary. "Get some ice on this as soon as you get
him upstairs,”" he told one of the security officers. "When the ambulance
arrives, tell them this man has been poisoned with a form of nerve paralyzer.
And I want you and another man with him at all times, even in the hospital.
Don't leave his side. Got it?" "Yes sir," the officer said as the elevator
doors closed. Nicholas sprinted for the chairman's elevator, used his key,
punched up the fortieth floor. An icy dread gripped his heart. Watanabe should
not have been off the R&D floor. What was he doing in the men's room on the
mezzanine at the same time that the American Cord McKnight was in there?
Nicholas thought he knew, but he needed confirmation, and that would only come
at Watanabe's workstation in R&D. The elevator door opened and he stepped out
onto the main floor of Sato International's Research and Development division.
He found the night-shift manager, told him in broad strokes- what had
happened. "Get a security detail up here on the double," he said. "I want the
main corridor manned night and day. I'm going to be fiddling with
Watanabe-san's computer, probably taking it off network, so make sure the
internal alarm is overridden." "Yes, sir," the stricken man said. "Right
away." "Also, get me the man in charge of transferring the CyberNet data."
"That was Watanabe-san." "His supervisor, then. Tell him to meet me at
Watanabesan's office.”" "I'll find Matsumura-san immediately." Nicholas
followed the night manager's directions and found Watanabe's office without
difficulty. The tech's computer was on. It showed that the downloading of the
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Cyber- Net data was still in progress. On the other hand, when Nicholas
accessed the menu for the main data bank and punched in his access codes, he
discovered that the Cyber- Net data had already been transferred to the core.
That meant despite all the safeguards that had been, put in place, someone had
made an unauthorized copy of the proprietary CyberNet data. Returning to
Watanabe's program, he saw that it was offline the R&D network. Watanabe had
somehow run the CyberNet data through his own program. That meant he could
have made a minidisc copy. Theoretically, this should have been impossible.
Nicholas's own techs stateside had assured him the version they were sending
contained an encryption that prohibited unauthorized copying. He, could not,
however, refute the evidence of his own eyes. Watanabe had found a way to
defeat the encryption. "Linnear-san?" - A slender, pale-faced man with
wire-rimmed glasses and almost no hair had appeared. "I am Junno Matsumura."
"You are Watanabe-san's supervisor?" "Yes, sir." Nicholas brought him up to
speed. His eyes were wide behind the lenses. "I can't believe what has
happened." "That makes two of us. I've found that Watanabe-san took his
terminal offnet. Can you tell me if any other terminal was offnet at the same
time?" "Let me check." Matsumura bent over the terminal and, using the
trackball mouse with lightning speed, went into the core data banks. "None,
sir. Only this one was offnet." Nicholas breathed a bit easier. That meant
that whatever Watanabe was up to, he did it on his own. So now Nicholas knew
what Watanabe had been doing in the mezzanine men's room: passing the copy
he'd made of the TransRim CyberNet data to Cord McKnight. "Should I destroy
the CyberNet data on RAM here?" Matsumura asked. Nicholas thought a moment.
"I have a better idea." He told the tech what he needed done. "No problem,"
Matsumura said eagerly. "It'll be my pleasure." Nicholas left him to it and
went back downstairs. As he headed to the bank of elevators, he was pleased to
see two security men on guard. Downstairs, he spoke briefly to another
security guard. He learned that Watanabe had been taken to the hospital under
tight security. He gave the guard instructions, then reentered Indigo. The
demonstration had concluded, most successfully he imagined, and the guests
were busy digging into the main courses. He located McKnight, sitting next to
Torin, calmly dissecting his brace of lacquered whole roast squab. Nicholas
slipped back into his seat, murmuring his excuses. Koei was tuned to his
psyche and, though sensing his tension, knew not to question him in

public. The dinner proceeded without incident Koei, a charming and
accomplished hostess, had kept Nicholas's guests entertained in his absence.
Now he did his part, all the while keeping an eye on McKnight The ministers
were predictably ecstatic about the digital video network. After the HDTV
debacle they were relieved to have a Japanese project launched so

successfully. "What happened to your tie, Linnear-san?" Kanioji Nakahashi
asked. He was one of the ranking Socialist Parry representatives in the Diet,
the Japanese legislature. "I lost my napkin, Nakahashi-san, and had to wipe

the squab grease off my mouth before the American McKnight could accuse me of
being a glutton." Everyone at the table roared with laughter, especially
Nakahashi, who enjoyed a good joke at the American's expense better than the
next man. The dishes were cleared, dessert was served along with coffee and
liqueurs, and conversation devolved into that form of meaningless small talk
endemic to all receptions of any nationality. It was past eleven when the
guests began to depart. Nicholas had surreptitiously dropped the keys to
their car into Koei's hand and had whispered in her ear that he would be home
later. Keeping well back in the throng, he followed McKnight and a whole band
of people out into the mezzanine and down the wide, sweeping metal staircase
into the lobby. Outside, the rain had turned to mist. Still, a field of
umbrellas flowered open as the guests waited for their cars and limos to pull
up. McKnight was no exception, stepping to the curb to take possession of his
white BMW. As he did so, Nicholas looked for the security guard he had spoken
to earlier. He found him a hundred yards from the jammed building entrance,
standing over a big black Kawasaki motorcycle with a futuristic, swept-wing
silhouette. "Your bike's all ready for you, sir," the guard said to Nicholas.
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"I got it out of the storage lot, topped off the tank, and fired it up as you
asked." "Do you have the package?" "Straight from Matsumura-san." The guard
handed over a small Styrofoam-wrapped parcel. "He said he thinks you'll be
more than pleased with the results." Nicholas thanked him, donned the helmet
draped over one handlebar, and stepping on the throttle, took off after
McKnight's white BMW. The American was alone in the car. Nicholas kept well
back in the traffic as he trailed McKnight through Tokyo's clogged streets. He
fit right in with the fleets of sleek motorcycles, as kids, joyriders, "and
gang members swept through the rain-slicked streets with a wild thrumming of
powerful engines. Now and again, a pale, crescent moon peeked out from behind
wispy clouds. The mist remained. It looked as if McKnight was headed for the
crowded Ginza. If he made the Ginza Yon-chome crossing, which was so vast it
was. like the intersection of the world, Nicholas knew there was a chance he
might lose him. But instead, McKnight turned off before he got to the wide
avenue, doubling back toward a different area of Shinjuku. In the seedy
Kabukicho area, he headed across the railroad tracks, then swerved abruptly.
His tires screeched as they slid on the wet tarmac, then the BMW made the cut
and, rocking on its shocks, disappeared into a narrow side street. Nicholas
nosed into what was known locally as shombenyokocho. Piss Alley. It was fined
with bottomless bars, sleazy nightclubs with raunchy sex shows, and
none-too-clean yakitori shops, which stood as slack-jawed as the vagrants who
drifted by outside. Halfway down the block, Nicholas saw the white BMW being
driven off by a valet. He didn't know such services were available from the
establishments of shomben-yokocho. He parked the Kawasaki, began to walk down
the block. Which place had McKnight gone into? There were so many of them,
jammed side by side, it was impossible to tell from the street and he did not
think he had the time to poke his head into every dump. But there was another
way. He entered into Akshara, reality sliding away like a dream turned
sideways, colors coronaed, then bleached out by the inner light. And he was
with McKnight as he cruised a sleazy bar filled with gunmetal smoke, dark
swirls of mingled conversation, and very bad drag queens. He was with
McKnight as he wended his way around tables filled with men dressed as women,
businessmen and adventurous tourists, settled himself into a tiny corner table
whose only other chair was occupied by the Vietnamese Nguyen Van Truc.
McKnight ordered a whiskey. Nicholas entered the club. It was called-
Deharau, which meant to have nothing left. The drink came and McKnight tossed
it down and ordered another. "Didn't get enough at the reception?" Nguyen
asked archly. McKnight eyed him. "I don't know about you, buddy, but killing
someone is not my everyday activity." Nguyen pursed his lips. "You Americans
are so fastidious. I told you. I should have done it." "And I told you,"
McKnight said, downing his second drink, "Watanabe's deal was with me. He'd
never have gone near you." "And look what his trust of Americans got him."
Nguyen had to laugh. These Americans. So righteous in all they did and said.
It got old quickly. "He should have known better." Apparently, that ended the
entertainment portion of the program. "Were you successful?" Nguyen said,
leaning forward. McKnight's third drink was served by a waiter with a huge
set of false breasts and a wig like Dolly Parton, and both men waited until
they were again alone within the convivial babble of the bar. "Yes, yes. Of
course," McKnight said. He was feeling that exultant rush of adrenaline that
follows a close look at death's face. Also, he was enjoying turning the tables
on the Vietnamese. For the moment, he was bolding all the cards, and he was
going to milk the moment for all it was worth. He would, Nicholas knew as he
circled his prey, be at his most indiscreet, and therefore, Nicholas
concentrated all the more. "I am merely following orders. My superior wants-"
"I know just what your superior needs," McKnight said with a sneer that
Nicholas could easily imagine. "And I have it." "Time is of the essence."
"Really?" McKnight stretched his long legs. "Why?" "That is no concern of
yours." "No?" McKnight 1lit a cigarette, watched the smoke rise lazily toward
the ceiling. "But I am in a position to help your superior." "You were hired
to do a job. If you were successful, then you will be paid-handsomely, as you
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know. Otherwise-" "Listen, errand boy/' McKnight hissed suddenly, "I'm an
American, see? You don't talk to me like that. No one does, not even your
boss. I'm tired of sitting on the sidelines, being fed a peanut salary by guys
raking in millions in stock options. I want a piece of the action and what I
have on me is my ticket" , "The data, please," Nguyen said stonily. "All in
good time. I want a meeting with Mick Leonfor-" "Please, no names," Nguyen
said with some urgency. McKnight laughed. "Yeah, I know, I'm not playing the
good little spy. But I did get your attention, didn't I?" He released smoke
through his nostrils. "Anyway, who's around here to hear us, huh? A bunch of
Jap pansies with wigs and eyeshadow." He guffawed. "Watch out, Van Truc. They
might hit you with a falsie." "Nevertheless, you will refrain from using any
names, is that clear?" "Tell roe why your superior needs this shit so
quickly." At the mention of Mick Leonforte's name Nicholas had gone as still
as a statue. Gone was the aura of satisfaction at having successfully tracked
a spy and a thief, replaced by a dark empty space into which he preferred not
to look. While in the Vietnam War, Mick had been picked by a group of spies
working inside the Pentagon to secure for them the major drug pipeline from
the Shan States. They sent him into the badlands of Laos where Mick had
promptly commandeered the pipeline and gone AWOL. Later,, he had taken on
Rock and a Vietnamese named Do Duc as his partners. Together, they had built
Floating City in the nearly inaccessible highlands of Vietnam to house their
fortune and 'the immense stockpile of armament they regularly sold to the
burgeoning number of feudal warlords worldwide. Nicholas had thought Mick
dead-incinerated or rotted ewith radiation poisoning during the detonation of
Torch in Floating City. Now he knew that Mick was alive and behind the theft
of the TransRim data, and his thoughts were filled with, the same kind of
static he had felt in Floating City when the two of them had come

face-to-face. "This is not your business," Nguyen said at last. "But, you
see, I'm making it my business." McKnight flicked ashes from the tip of his
cigarette. "This is a requisite for delivery." "We did not contract for-" "I

just changed the terms, asshole. Now deal with it." Nguyen waited a beat while
he looked around the crowded bar. When he spoke, his voice had lowered almost
to a whisper so that McKnight had to lean far across the table to hear him.
"All right But I daren't tell you here. I know someplace more private." He
threw some yen on the table and they pushed back then- chairs. By the time
they stepped out onto the street, Nicholas was nowhere in sight. Standing in
the shadow of a doorway to a sex club, be watched as the valet ran to fetch
the white BMW. "You bring a car?" he heard McKnight ask. '"Took a taxi
over," Nguyen replied. "That way, should anyone ask, there's nothing to tie me
to this place." As they got into the car, Nicholas looked past the gamy stage
shots, clustered like pustules on the doorframe, of women bound and gagged on
a small spotlighted stage. The BMW's engine sounded and he went across the
street to the Kawasaki and climbed aboard. Still attached to McKnight, he
moved in far behind them as Nguyen directed the American down a series of
streets. They were heading east, toward the exclusive Shinbashi district where
geishas still plied their ultracivilized trade. But Shinbashi was also home of
the gargantuan Tsukiji Fish Market where the land abutted the wide Sumida
River. The moon was obscured by thickening clouds, and the lights of the city
bloomed like phosphorescent plankton in the ocean, white and ethereal, haloed
in the inky night. Nicholas watched as McKnight parked the BMW by the water
and the two men went along the dockside, stepping onto a small boat. Nicholas,
physically marooned on the sidewalk, was obliged to rely solely on his psychic
link to McKnight while he searched for a boat to follow them. There was none
around and he began to run along the slick, deserted streets of the market,
paralleling the boat's progress. Just past the market, where the only lights
came from across the Sumida, Nguyen slowed the boat so that only intermittent
ripples veed out from its prow. Nicholas, deep in Akshara, heard voices
coming over the water almost as if the two men were directly beside

him. "Okay," McKnight said, "this is as private as it gets in Tokyo. Now tell
me-" Nguyen, stepping carefully down the center of the boat, struck, him hard
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in the carotid nerve plexus at the right side of his neck. McKnight fell into
Nguyen's arms as if he had been poleaxed. While the Vietnamese went
methodically through McKnight's pockets, Nicholas sprinted down the quay. He
was still a good distance away, and it was now not a matter of getting there
in time but just how late he would be. Nguyen was an expert, and McKnight had
not been particularly clever. The Vietnamese found the stolen TransRim data
encoded on a minidisc within moments of rendering the American unconscious. It
had been hastily pushed into the lining of one shoulder of McKnight's tuxedo
jacket, hidden by the padding. Nguyen pocketed the minidisc, then hauled
McKnight by his jacket. Spreading his legs to brace against the inevitable
rocking, he dropped McKnight's head and shoulders into the water.- Nicholas
felt a cold ripple of recognition through his psyche and redoubled his
efforts. He ran along the quay, passing through the reflections of lamplight
that looked like a handful of tiny moons that had been .thrown down from the
sky. Ahead, in the Sumida, Nguyen kept one hand on the back of McKnight's
neck and began to whistle a low tune, a snippet of a Jacques Brel song.
Nicholas recognized it-it encapsulated all the dehumanization the world
underwent during the war in the image of the whore, lying on her back, her
legs spread, calling, "Next!" to her soldier client. The melody served as a
tangible line in the darkness, an umbilical cord linking him to the terrible
act in progress. Closer now, he felt the imminence of death-not his own, but
McKnight's. It was eerie and unsettling to be a fly on the shoulder of death
as it advanced to claim another victim. He was at once aware of McKnight's
psyche and the essence of what was coming to claim him. He could feel the cold
and the dark as if they were moving toward an unseen void. There was a
resonance in the air as of a winter wind blowing through a forest of icicles.
This note combined with those Nguyen was whistling to create an entirely
different melody that unexpectedly .expanded into a dark symphony. This was,
Nicholas knew, the moment of McKnight's death, when something inside him
screamed or sighed, in any case breathed its last, evaporating out of the
corpus like light freed from a labyrinth. Nicholas's heart clamped so tight he
felt a pain in his chest. All the breath went out of him, and for a moment, he
slumped limply, his eyes squeezed shut The purity of the sound was absolute,
and it continued to fix him in his tracks, his boat gliding silently across
black, purling water, past huge facades that looked with blank-eyed stares at
the death that had stolen silently across the water. When the sound vanished
without the hint of an echo, Nicholas felt diminished. Perhaps it was only
that the psychic connection had been abruptly severed, but he suspected there
was something more. McKnight was gone and there hadn't been a thing he could
have done about it. Frustration mingled with the thought that even a bastard
like McKnight did not deserve that kind of death. Now there was only the
Vietnamese Nguyen, who, having ascertained that McKnight had breathed his
last, tied him down with blocks of concrete, launched him over the side, and
was on the move again. Nicholas had to deal with Nguyen. But how? Instead of
returning to the dock by Tsukiji, he was continuing down the river. This
further reinforced Nicholas's suspicion that Nguyen had planned this all
along. He had taken a taxi to the Kabukicho, he'd had this boat with the
concrete blocks in its bottom ready and waiting. Nicholas felt certain that if
McKnight hadn't forced the issue, Nguyen would have found some way to lure him
on board. Any way the deal went down, McKnight hadn't been meant to live
through the night Nicholas took a deep breath; he had come to the place where
the American had so recently been drowned. Extending his psyche, he could
feel the black weight sinking down, down into the muck of the Sumida from
which he would never resurface. Wherever Nguyen was headed, Nicholas reasoned
he'd have to pull into shore sometime. Doggedly, gritting his teeth, he
continued running, following Nguyen, paralleling the river lights and the dark
blight heading down it, his mission now set firmly in his mind. Margarite
Goldoni DeCamillo emerged from her shiny new Lexus onto Park Avenue and
Forty-seventh Street. New annuals had been planted in the avenue divider, and
halos of green were just beginning to wreathe the English plane and ginkgo
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trees. Though it was after five, the afternoon light was still strong, a surer
sign than the still chilly wind whistling among the skyscrapers that spring
was on its way. She told Frankie, her armed driver, to wait, then,
accompanied by Rocco, her bodyguard, she entered the glass and steel
skyscraper. On her way up to the thirty-sixth floor she had time to collect
her thoughts. This respite, even so brief, was a blessing because over the
past fifteen months she had had little time to devote to her business. Ever
since her brother, Dominic Goldoni, had been brutally murdered, she had been
thrust into a maelstrom of another life so alien and anathema to her that it
had initially set her reeling. Even though Dom had tried his best to tutor
her, introducing her to many of his most important contacts in New York and
Washington, still she had been unprepared for the Machiavellian complexities
of taking over his position as capo of all the East Coast families. Her
husband, Tony D., the highly successful show biz lawyer, had been her mask.
Ostensibly, Dom had chosen him to be his replacement, but all along it was
Margarite who was pulling the strings like a ghost from the shadows. She not
only had to keep the peace among her own galaxy of Families but continually to
fend off the advances of Dom's bitter enemy, Bad Clams Leonforte, who, now
that Dom was dead, was avariciously bent on expanding his domain from the West
Coast eastward. In the last several months, he had, over Margarite's protests
and best defenses, maneuvered and manhandled his way to controlling the
Chicago and midwestern Families. She knew he would never have dared attempt
such an usurpation of power-let alone been successful at it-had Dom still been
alive. Always now, there was the metallic taste of bile in her mouth as she
struggled with the fact that she had failed her brother and all the Families
he had devoted himself to shepherding. The elevator slowed to a stop, a tiny
bell rang, and the doors slid open. As she and Rocco strode down the gray and
beige hallway toward the offices of Serenissima, her highly successful
cosmetics company, she felt with a physical pang the heavy burden of
responsibility Dom had placed on her shoulders. How she had missed being
immersed in the excitement of her own business, the thousand daily decisions
that would keep it on course, the triumphs and, yes, the failures, as well,
because they were also part of the learning process. She and her partner,
Rich Cooper, had built Serenissima up from a small two-person mail-order
business to the burgeoning international organization it was today. The
company now had boutiques in Barneys, Bloomie's, Bergdorf, and Saks in New
York and all across the country through a newly formed subcompany that doles
out franchises. The French loved the products, as did the Italians and the
Japanese. Later this year, Rich was planning an all-out assault on Germany,
and there was talk of going into the former Eastern Bloc countries. Thank God
for Rich, she thought. He had been minting the store while she had been busy
battling Bad Clams and continuing Dom's business partnership with Mikio

Okami. Serenissima's offices were low-key and elegant. Colors of toast and
burnt rose predominated. The furniture in the reception area was actually
comfortable--Margarite had insisted on it. The walls were dominated by
enormous glossy blowups of the internationally renowned model she and Rich had
chosen to be their sole figurehead. She had been with them from the beginning
and had given the product line an instant recognition and cachet. Like
Lancbme, they had decided to ignore fashion trends. One year the zaftig look
was in among models, the next year the waif was all the rage. None of this
mattered to Serenissima, whose net profits soared 25 percent per year. Rich
was waiting for her in the conference room, a sconced, heavily curtained
rectangle softened by floor- toceiling bookcases and the 0ld World cornices
and moldings she had had put up. The room was dominated by a highly polished
teak table in the shape of a boomerang, behind which was a long credenza on
which stood a Braun coffeemaker and cappuccino machine, twin carafes of the
water, a bottle of sambuca. Behind its carved teak doors lay a small fridge
and well-stocked minipantry. You never knew. Experience had taught them that
when they got into a brainstorming session it could go all day and well into
the night Rich sprang up as she arrived through the double pocket doors. She
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took a last look at her bodyguard as he took up station just outside the
boardroom. She hoped a day would come when he or someone like him would not be
a necessity. "Bella, it's been so long!" Rich opened his arms and embraced
her, kissing her warmly on both cheeks in the European style. "I was getting
worried about you. It was like you had fallen off the ends of the earth. I got
so tired of speaking. to your answering machine I blew a raspberry at it!" "I
know, " Margarite said, laughing. "I heard it last night when I got home." She
disengaged herself. "I'm sorry I've left you in the lurch, but-" "I know, I
know, " he said, putting up his hands. "You've had a helluva time with
Francie." This was the cover story she had chosen because, like all the best
lies, h contained more than a grain of truth. Her teenage daughter, Francine,
caught in the middle of Margarite and Tony D.'s abusive relationship, had
become depressed and bulimic. Francie's encounter with Lew Croaker, the ex-NYC
cop and Nicholas Linnear's best friend, seemed to have turned her around. Her
deep-seated rage at her parents still existed, but Croaker's influence had
shaken it from the dark recesses of her subconscious. Frantic loved Croaker
with an absolute devotion that sometimes made Margarita Jjealous.' She might
love Lew-a sad, ironic love, since Lew's overdeveloped sense of right and
wrong was immutable-but his harmonious relationship with her daughter was
sometimes so maddening that she cried herself to sleep. How she longed to have
a normal, loving relationship with Francie. She wondered whether that might
ever be possible. "She's better, Rich, really," she said, silting down in the
chair he had pulled out for her. Rich Cooper was a dapper-looking man. He was
fluent in all the Romance languages and was currently breezing through his
Japanese lessons. He had a certain adaptability to different cultures and
mind-sets that others sometimes mistook for glibness. But to underestimate him
was to give him an advantage he would exploit to its fullest. He was in his
early forties but his unruly sandy hair and quick blue eyes gave him a boyish
air. He was small and compact and possessed of a seemingly inexhaustible
nervous energy. He was the only man she knew who could spend five days working
the Milan couture show, fly off to Tokyo, then jet to Paris for a week and
return to the office ready to work. His favorite thing was to travel, to meet
new faces and win them over to his cause. He was fervid about
Serenissima-always had been-and he took great pride in its enormous success.
From time to time, he had brought up the idea of going public, but Margarite
was firmly against it. "Think of all the added capital that will flow in!"
Rich would say excitedly. "A virtual avalanche, bella!" But, no, she would
tell him. Going public meant a board of directors, answering to investors, the
threat of being taken over or, worse, ousted from their own company. Margarite
had seen it happen time and again. "What's ours is ours," she had told him
firmly. "And I intend to see that it stays that way." "So, bring me up to
date," Margarite said now as she opened her overstuffed Filofax. For the next
hour, Rich gave her a rundown on salesup 30 percent for the quarter; research
and developmenta new overnight cream that dissolved the puffiness of too much
alcohol and not enough sleep; the franchise divisionseventy-five and counting;
the German putsch-the department store experiment at Kaufhof and Karstadt had
been wildly successful, and their first two stand-alone boutiques were
scheduled to open in the spring in Berlin and Munich. In fact, Rich, told
her, he had just wrapped up the deal with the German partners who were going
to build and manage the boutiques. - There was not a negative note to Rich's
profit aria, and yet, watching him, Margarite could not shake the feeling that
something was amiss. He played nervously with his silver Pelikan fountain
pen-a gift from the Germans-and seemed to rush through his presentation
instead of drawing it out, relishing every moment as he had every right to

do. When he was finished and she had initialed the papers and co-signed every
contract he had placed before her, she looked over to bun and said in her
usual blunt style, "Okay, what's up?" For a moment, Rich said nothing. He
rolled the Pelikan between' his fingers like a drum majorette with a

baton. Then, abruptly, he shoved his chair back and went to the windows. He
pulled apart the heavy drapes, peered out across the city to the Hudson River
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and, beyond, the smoky haze of industrial New Jersey. "Rich...?" "I wish to
God you hadn't come back." "What?" He let go of the drapes, turned to face
her. "I had the letter all drafted. It was going to be typed up this morning,
sent over to Tony's office." She stood up, her heart pounding in her chest.
"What letter?" She could see him take a deep breath, bracing himself, and she
felt a painful constriction in her throat. "I've sold my share, bella."
Margarite stared at him, her mind in a numbed state of shock. She could not
think of even one word to say except "Shit!" The kind of unconscious expletive
you come out with when you see a car coming at you broadside and you know it's
too late to do anything but brace yourself for the impact and hope the seat
belt and air bag are enough to save you. What was, going to save her now? she
wondered. At last, as the shock, dissipated, she found her voice. "You
bastard. Why?" He shrugged, looking sheepish now in the face of her growing
anger. "Why else? Money." "Money?" Outraged, she could hardly believe what she
was hearing. "You mean you aren't getting enough money, enough perks, now?" He
shrugged again. "There's always more money, bella." Bella. "Stop that! You've
no right to call me that anymore." He went white, and stricken, he turned back
to the window. "You see now why the letter would have been better." Margarita
put her fingers to her throbbing temples. She went to the credenza, poured
herself a glass of water, fumbled in her purse for some extra-strength
Bufferin, downed them with a gulp. Then, blotting her lips, she turned to

him. "Why didn't you discuss this with me before-" "Because," he said,
rounding on her, "you haven't been here in months!" They stood close together,
painting like two animals caught in a crossfire of headlights, terrified,
unsure what step to take next. "Rich"-she put out a hand-"let's talk about
this now. It's not too late to-" "It is too late, Margarite. I signed the
papers late yesterday. It's a done deal." She looked into his blue eyes,
trying to fathom the truth. This was so unlike him: It was as if she were
seeing an entirely different person from the one she had come to know over the
course of their twelve-year partnership. How many times had he been over to
the house? He had come to Francie's Communion, had bought her that six-foot,
cuddly bear she still loved, had presented her last year with that massive
multimedia system-stereo speakers and all-for her top-of-the-line MAC And now
this: betrayal. Why? For money? "Who did you sell out to?" "Oh, come on,
bella, nothing's going to change. I'll still be working here. I signed a
personal services contract-" "A contract!" He reacted to the sneer in her
voice. "A paid employee in your own company." She shook her head, raked
fingers through her dark, thick hair. "Madonna, listen to yourself. You still
don't get it These petzinavanti, whoever they are, own you. The minute they
don't like the job you're doing or disagree with it or, even, don't like the
suits you're wearing or the smell of your breath, you're out of here, no
recourse. Everything you've worked for for more than a decade, down the drain,

over, finis." She stared at him. "Oh, Rich, what have you done?" "What had to
be done," he said, turning away from her, "believe me." "Right now I don't
believe anything or anyone." She finished the rest of the water, poured

herself more. Her throat was so dry. "So who is it? Perelman? Am I now
co-owned by Revlon?" "No, no one like that," he said, biting his lower lip.
"In fact, this is the company's first foray into cosmetics. It's name is Volto
Enterprises Unlimited. They're out of West Palm Beach in Florida, but they
have offices all over the globe. They flew me down to West Palm," he
continued, in a pathetic attempt to attach his enthusiasm to her. "Christ, you
should see the layout they have there. This huge white stucco mansion over the

Atlantic-breathtaking.”" "So they had people schmooze you, probably fuck you
till you couldn't see straight, then greased you," Margarite said, the disgust
evident in her voice. "What was Volto's head honcho 1like?"™ "I don't know. I

never met him. Just a bunch of uppermanagement people-the board of directors,
I believe-and, yeah, some good-time, urn, people." Rich was bisexual, which
was often something of an asset in Europe. "And a shitload of lawyers. It was
unbelievable." "Breathtaking ... unbelievable," she said bitterly. "I can't
wait to meet my new partners." "Nothing's going to change." But he had already
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turned away from her, as if even he could not believe his words. "The Volto
people will be in tomorrow to take a meeting with both of us. You'll see,
then, that this isn't going to be the disaster you anticipate." "Madonna, what
cabbage patch did you grow up in?" She found herself on the verge of laughing,
which was okay because it stopped the tears from forming. She finished her
water, went straight for the sambuca. "You betrayed me, betrayed everything we
had together." Silence. Air rushing through the vent like a live wire, buzzing
like the blood singing in her temples. "I trusted you and you sold me out."
She swung the empty glass at his head. "Bastard!" Every Thursday at five Tony
D. had a massage. Even when he was out of town-which he often was, in L.A.work
stopped on that day at that hour so he could relax. Relaxation was one of
Tony D.'s requirements of life. He found deal-making impossible without it. A
clear mind enabled him to conceive of new ways to fuck people over with
impenetrable paragraphs of legalese that, like soft time bombs, would tie his
adversaries into knots one, two, or five years hence. When, as now, he was
working in his New York office, he retired at four forty-five to a back, room
adjacent to the gym he had had installed during the recent renovations. It
was just four-thirty and Tony was on the phone with the head of Trident
Studios in L.A. "Listen, Stanley, my client has a legitimate beef." He nodded
his patrician head. "Sure, I know all about it. I negotiated that sonuvabitch
contract with your legal department. There's three months of my blood in it
and that's why I'm telling you it's not gonna work.. . . Why? I'll tell you
why, Stanley, that prick of a producer is stepping all over my client. He
wants him gone That's right, outta there Good, Stanley, scream all you want,
get it out of your system now. Because if you don't do as my client asks, I'm
gonna see that your studio is closed down tighter than a duck's ass. The
unions will... A threat, Stanley? Are you serious?" He pushed a toothpick to
the other side of his. mouth. "You know me better than that. But I am what
might be called a weatherman Yeah, that's right. And at the moment from
where I sit there's a storm front heading your way so my advice to you is pull
in your sails-all of them-before you capsize." Tony D. slammed down the phone
with an exhaled "Schmuck!" He thumbed his intercom. "Marie, when Stanley
Friedman calls back, I'm not in. And call Mikey in L.A. Tell him three days
at Trident, he'll know what you mean." .] That ought to clean Mr. Stanley
Friedman's clock, he thought What would three days without a working studio
cost Friedman? Plenty. He glanced at his slim gold Patek Philippe. Four
fortyfive. He stretched, rose, and went through a door at the rear of Ms
office, kicking off his handmade loafers. All things considered, it had been a
good day. Padding through the gym, he entered the massage room. He went to
the window, stood looking out at Manhattan with blind eyes. Then he closed the
thick curtains against the twilight glare of the city, disrobed, took off his
jewelry, and lay facedown on a padded table with a freshly laundered towel
draped over his hairy buttocks. The masseuse, the same one he had used for
five years, entered the outer office, was sent by his receptionist down the
long, richly paneled hallway smelling of new paint and a tweedy Berber carpet
to the reception area of his own suite of offices. There, she and all her
equipment were thoroughly searched by a pair of bodyguards. Then, and only
then, was she escorted into the massage room. She entered today as always
without a word, placing an audiotape in the stereo-Enya's "Shepherd Moons." He
heard the water running as she washed up, then the soothing scent of rosemary
as she opened a bottle of oil and, warming her hands by rubbing her palms
briskly together, got down to work. The placid music washed over him as her
strong, capable hands began kneading the tension from his neck and shoulders.
As always, as he sank deeper Into the growing lassitude, memories of his
childhood surfaced like long-buried artifacts at an archaeological dig. The
comforting smell of bread baking as his mother hummed a Sicilian tune under
her breath; her forearms covered with flour and confectioners' sugar, white as
a ghost's, thick as a plowshare. The sharp odor of rosemary reminded him,
too, of the acrid smoke of the crooked, hand-rolled cigars his father used to
make from Cuban leaf down in the dank cellar. The one time he snuck down there
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to have a look around, his father beat him senseless. That was okay; he had
been stupid, straying into a man's world before he was a man. His taciturn
father, who spoke infrequently about sports but never about his job in a dingy
factory across the river in Weehawken where he was daily exposed to the
chemicals that one day killed him like that, wham! Better than a decade of
emphysema or a year or two of lung cancer, Tony overheard a neighbor say to
his mother at the funeral. Later on, when he got into Princeton, Tony D.
realized that his father never spoke about his job because he was ashamed of
it, ashamed of his lack of education. And when Tony graduated law school, his
only wish was that his father had been there to witness his triumph. He
grunted now as the masseuse's fingers dug into the nerve complex at the base
of his neck. His breathing deepened as he relaxed even more. The rosemary
reminded him of Sunday dinners at his brother's. Marie knew how to cook, you
only had to look at her to know. But she was sweet and she had given Frank two
strapping boys. More than Margarite ever gave him. Besides, Marie didn't know
the meaning of back talk. She knew a woman's place and kept to it, let Frank
bring home the bacon. While he was just a glorified messenger boy, a stooge,
fronting for Margarite. God damn Dominic and his obsession with

women! "Relax, Mr. Tony," the masseuse said in a gentle whisper. "You're
tensing up again." Yeah, well, who wouldn't,. Tony thought as he felt her
fingers kneading deeper. Christ almighty, the humiliations he had to put up
with. A bossy wife who thought she was a man, who couldn't-or, worse,
wouldn't-give him a son. A daughter who was happier away from home in some
place in Connecticut where Margarite had stuck her, wouldn't even tell Tony
where. And then there was this thing she was having with that fucking ex-cop
Lew Croaker. It was enough to drive any real man insane. But Tony D. knew he
had to be cool. Patience, never his long suit, was the key. If he could be as
patient with Margarite and Francie as he was in his contract negotiations with
the studios, he'd be okay. In like Flynn. The bitches would have to respect
him, after a time. A reconciliation would come. Margarite would see how
idiotic this fling with Croaker was and he could bed her again, maybe even get
her to pop out the son he wanted so dearly. You weren't really a man until you
sired a male child, that's what the old man had said, his hands filthy from
the Weehawken chemicals, and he was right. He turned his head from one side
to the other to ease the strain, and that was when he saw the heavy curtains
move. He lay very still, his heart thudding slowly and heavily. He blinked,
looked again. Stirring still. But that was impossible. This building was like
so many of the city's modern skyscrapers: the windows did not open. A breath
of fresh air came to him, stinking of soot and car fumes. He moved his arm, so
slowly the masseuse did not detect it "Doris," he said softly, "I think I'd
prefer the lavender." "Yes, Mr. Tony," the masseuse said, lifting her hands
off him and moving silently to her equipment bag where her containers of oils
were grouped with a thick rubber band As she bent over her capacious bag, the
curtains billowed outward and Tony sat up. They parted to reveal a large
circular hole cut in the window glass. The precisely cut glass lay like a
gigantic lens, gripped by a pair of powerful suction cups, on a wooden
scaffold that window washers use. The man who had cut the glass took one step
into the room. He was dressed in the anonymous denim overalls of a window
washer. His right hand was filled with a 38 fitted with a snub-nosed silencer.
He grinned at Tony D.'s nakedness, showing crooked yellow teeth. "Bad Clams
says, 'Good-bye, Tony.'" Phut! Phut! The sounds were insignificant, much as if
Tony had passed wind, but their effect was anything but. The grinning man
spun backward, his mouth frozen in that same smirk but his eyes opened wide,
registering shock at the silencer-equipped Colt .45 in Tony's oily fist He
grabbed onto the curtains, pulling them half Off their track, blood spurting

from chest and throat. Then he pitched to the floor. "Too bad you won't be
able to tell Bad Clams anything," Tony said into eyes already beginning to
film over. : He heard heavy gasping and turned, seeing Doris with one hand in

her mouth, the other clutching something white, perhaps the bottle of scented
0il she had just taken from her bag. Her eyes were wide and staring as she
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backed up against one wait. "It's okay," he said reassuringly. "It's all
over." He got off the table and, holding the .45 at his side, walked toward
her. "You're safe now." He tried a smile, but still panicked, she was fixated
on the gun. Just like a woman. The last thing he wanted was anything to alert
the building security. His was a strictly legit business, and any event to the
contrary could kill his reputation. Hence the silencer on his .45. He lifted
it, placing it gently on the massage table, coming toward her with his hands
raised and open. "See? There's no problem. It's over." He was within a pace of
her and he could see her breathing calm. She took her hand from her mouth.
Tiny white ovals were imprinted oh the skin where she had almost drawn

blood. "Doris?" He touched her. "Okay? Are you all right?" "It's not me I'm
thinking of," Doris said as she buried the four-inch stiletto blade in his
sternum. "Oh, fuck! Wha-?" He fell against her, then opened his mouth to
scream and found her fist jammed into it. "Bad Clams says you should take
better care of yourself, Mr. Tony," she said, staring intently at him as if he
were a frog she was about to dissect. He wanted to curse her, to reach for
his weapon, but he could manage neither. His legs had turned to jelly and his
extremities had turned to ice. He grunted instead, as she quite expertly
dragged the small but razor-sharp blade up through his lungs and into his
heart and his full mass came against her. Dead weight, Doris thought as she
pushed him down to the floor. She wiped the handle of the blade, then dragging
the would-be assassin over, pressed his still-warm fingers around the folding
handle. Looking around, she used a towel to drop the Colt between the two
bodies. She picked up the white tampon within which she had secreted the
stiletto. She jammed it into her bag, gathered up the rest of her equipment.
Shouldering her bag, she ducked through the neat hole in the windowpane,
clambered out onto the scaffolding, and was gone. 2 Tokyo/Palm Beach/ New
York "So you followed him all the way back here." "Yes," Nicholas said. "What
kind of place has this mysterious Vietnamese gone into?" Nicholas looked at
the bat-winged glass and ferroconcrete building in the center of the arty,
tourist area of Roppongi. "See that buttressed glass bubble terrace on the
second floor? He went into the French restaurant there called Pull Marine.
It's new, I'm told. Ultra-opulent place with prices ro mated." Tanzan Nangi
had not turned to face Nicholas. Instead, he continued to sit in the leather
backseat of his Mercedes limousine, staring through the smoked-glass window
out at the steel-gray skyline of Tokyo that rose above Roppongi's

rooftops. Five minutes ago, the Mercedes limo had slid to a stop behind
Nicholas's black Kawasaki. Earlier this morning, he had had Koei drive him
back to the dockside near Tsukiji where he had left it. From the car, he had
phoned the hospital and was told that Watanabe was in stable but guarded
condition, so weak that he had not yet regained conscious ness. When he did,
Nicholas knew he would have to question him. Nangi had come in response to
Nicholas's video summons via the Kami. Nicholas supposed he might not have
emerged from his unknown den were it not for the startling news that the
CyberNet data had been stolen. What did Nangi see, Nicholas wondered, in
Tokyo's rainbefogged cityscape? Individual signs and shapes were blurred into
a gilant pachinko parlor, a riot of neon colors and loud whirs and whistles,
nothing more than an approximation of reality, which was what this city of

symbols really was. "And whom did he contact there?" Nangi said. "A woman,"
Nicholas said. "Her name is Honniko." "She has the data now?" Kanda Torin
said. "Yes." Nangi had not come alone and this surprised Nicholas. He was

accompanied by his new vice president. The many things Nicholas wished to
discuss with Nangi could not be brought up with Torin here, and again he felt
the change in his special relationship with his friend and mentor. So long
from Nangi's side, he could not shake the concern he felt for him. Nangi was
no longer as vigorous as he had once been. Last year's lightning trips to
Russia, Ukraine, Singapore, mainland China, and Hong Kong had taken their toll
on the older man. Perhaps they had even had some cause in his heart attack.
But there was still the question of his behavior. True, he was obsessed with
saving Sato and, therefore, with the success of the CyberNet. But this very
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obsession made Nicholas all the more guilty for deserting him during the onset
of this crisis. Nangi moved uneasily, and pale light flared off his
artificial eye. He had been through much in the war, not the least of which
was losing his best friend, the man who had willed him Sato International.
"This is a disaster of incalculable proportions," he said, shaking his head
slowly back and forth. "We must get the CyberNet data back at all costs."
"Still, it is inconceivable to me how the data were stolen at the reception,”
Torin said. "It speaks of a gross lapse in security." Of course, he was
comfortable criticizing an area not currently under his control. Was he
angling for that cut of the pie, as well? Nicholas wondered. "This is the
second such breach within eighteen months. Another tech, Masamoto Goei, was
found selling Sato secrets. I suggest a fullscale investigation be launched."

Yes, he was. "Linnear-san did well to save Watanabe-san's 1life," Nangi said
without enthusiasm. He sighed and raised a hand, perhaps in acquiescence to
the young vice president's suggestion. "Perhaps, Torin-san, we erred in

rushing the TransRim CyberNet into service more quickly than was prudent."
Torin was silent. He was smarter than to try to answer that loaded question.
No matter what he said, he'd look bad. But Nicholas used his reticence to ask
the question most on his mind since the reception last night. "Nangi-san,
could you explain to me who or what Denwa Partners is? Torin-san introduced
their name at the presentation as the co-owners of the CyberNet." Nangi passed
a hand over his face, just as he had last night when he had video-logged on
the CyberNet to Nicholas at the office. "Ah, yes. I have not had time to tell
you, Nicholas-san. But during your long absence, in order to accelerate the
start-up date we were forced to bring in several partners." "Partners? Why
wasn't I advised of this? We had an agreement." Torin's brow furrowed in
consternation. "Nangi-san, pardon this unforgivably rude question, but didn't
you inform Linnear-san of the partners' agreement via the Kami?" Nangi closed
his eyes, ignoring Torin's query. "But, you see, we didn't have any choice."
He gestured to the young man on his left. "Actually, it was Torin who came up
with the idea." Nicholas gave a brief glance at Torin, who sat ramrod
straight, his -handsome face a complete cipher. "I think it was quite
brilliant, really," Nangi said. "Bringing in corporate partners spreads
goodwill, which along with the success of the CyberNet, is what we most need
now." He shook his head like an old terrier. "Terrible about the prime
minister. Did you hear? It was broadcast early this morning. What a shock. And
now this CyberNet disaster. But Torin-san is good, very clever, indeed, and
now that the CyberNet is operational, I've given him the task of running it
day to day." As if this were a signal, Torin leaned forward and pulled down a
small, polished burlwood door, revealing a bay, equipped with a mini-hibachi
and all the accoutrements for making tea. He began to prepare green tea for
the three of them. Nangi, though he had his head turned away from the two men,
must have known what was happening because he kept silent. Nicholas watched
Torin as he beat the powdered tea to a fine bitter froth with a bamboo whisk.
He placed the first cup in Nangi's hands. Nicholas received the second. Then
he lifted his own. He watched Nangi with the anxious covetousness of a nanny
with her sickly charge, as if his good or bad health would directly reflect on
him. Nangi finished his tea, but apparently it failed to calm him. He said,
"The launch of the CyberNet was all perfectly orchestrated. Perfect. But now
that the data have been stolen, I don't know what will happen." Nicholas
stared out the window while sooty rain slid slowly down the pane. He did not
care for Torin's attitude. It was almost as if he were indicating that
Nangi's brain was deteriorating, that his memory was not what it had once
been. He worked to clear his mind of anger and concentrate on the matter at
hand. Everything had changed at the moment he had discovered that Nguyen was
working for Mick Leonforte. What did Leonforte want with the TransRim CyberNet
data? He wasn't foolhardy enough to attempt to start his own competing
cybernet with the information; Sato's lawyers would slam him with so many
infringement suits he'd be out of business in a matter of months. What

then? Nicholas had no idea, but he knew he had to find out. His encounter
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with Mick in Floating City had been profoundly disturbing. And, if he were to
be brutally honest with himself, it had been preying on his mind ever since.
There was something strange about Mick-and terrifyingly familiar as well. It
was as if he had known Mick long before they had ever met. But that was
impossible, wasn't it? "More tea?" Nicholas turned to see Torin, solicitous
as a geisha, bending over Nangi, but Nangi shook his head, turned to Nicholas,
said, "Find that data. You must bring it back to us. The CyberNet is our only
hope." "Nangi-san, we must speak-" But his friend was waving him away. "I am
tired. We will talk later, yes?" Nicholas looked up, saw Torin holding open
the limo's door. As he stepped out into the drizzle, Nicholas said to Torin,
"Please come with me a moment." The younger man nodded in that curiously
obsequious manner that Nicholas suspected he trotted out to hide his rapacious
appetite for advancement and power. Nicholas watched Torin fastidiously open
a black umbrella over both of them. Nicholas said, "Now I think you had better
bring me up to speed on everything." Torin, who continued to industriously
play the servile manqu6, said, "Of course, Linnear-san. You were so helpful to
me last night. I want to be of as much assistance as I can." Nicholas was
aware that Torin was baiting him, playing to his impatient occidental side. It
was a common tactic by which canny Japanese most often trapped Westerners. He
was certainly prepared to play this the Japanese way, but that did not mean he
wouldn't have some surprises for the younger man. "As you know, my absence
from the office has put me at something of a disadvantage. I am going to have
to rely on your reports to make certain I am fully briefed on Sato business."
Torin nodded, a ghost of a smile playing across his pressed-together lips. "I
am honored, Linnear-san. Though there is, doubtless, no replacement for your
legendary firsthand impressions, I will endeavor to provide an inadequate
substitute." Despite himself, Nicholas was impressed. Torin had managed to
insult him in the guise of praising him. On the other hand, he did not like
being chided for his absence, especially by Torin, who had no business
rebuking anyone of superior status. Putting his growing personal animosity
firmly aside, Nicholas said, "Nangi-san is acting oddly. He seems cold,
distant. Also, he was supposed to have informed me of the CyberNet partners
agreement but he did not. Have you any idea why?" "Perhaps the heart attack
has changed him. I have read this sometimes happens." Having delivered this
fleshless answer in a clipped manner, Torin stood erect as a soldier, his free
hand placed demurely at the small of his back. Again, this slick mask of the
loyal manservant was delivered with the artistry of a No performer. Nicholas
waited a beat while he scanned Torin's blank face, before continuing, "Have
you any opinions of your own?" "Any {personal opinions would be presumptuous
of me." Nicholas, who had begun to get the measure of him, said, "I take that
to mean that you do have an opinion of Nangisan's condition. If that is so,
I'd be very much obliged if you would share it with me." "As you wish, sir."
Torin cleared h{s throat. He seemed more relaxed now, perhaps only intent on
what he was about to say, but also because the interview was going in the
direction he had set it on. "My opinion is that over the course of the past
year Nangi-san has suffered a series of-I don't know what-mini-strokes."
Again, Nicholas felt a clutch of fear. Life without his mentor seemed
impossible. "Is there any medical evidence to support this theory?" "No, sir.
There is not." Torin's head swiveled as he tracked the movements of two men
who came abreast of them and then, in a double halo of black umbrellas, walked
past. "And it is just a personal opinion. Frankly, I would not repeat it to
anyone other than you." "That's very good of you, Torin-san." Nicholas nodded,
hiding how disturbed he was by this news. "That will be all. Oh, and I want
all pertinent particulars on the Denwa Partners as soon as possible." Torin,
appearing as obedient as ever, nodded. "Yes, sir." With his hand on the limo's
door handle, Torin turned back to Nicholas. "If I may ask, sir ..." "By all
means." "Nangi-san spoke to me of the theft of the TransRim data. May I
inquire as to how you could leave the stolen material in the hands of someone
you have identified. Would it not have been more prudent to take her-and the
datainto custody?" Nicholas spent a moment reassessing the acuity of this
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young man. He had asked a very pertinent question, and it was imperative that
Nicholas allay any suspicions he might harbor. "The material would be safe,
that's true," Nicholas said carefully. "But we would know nothing of the
people who have stolen, it. And, sooner or later, they would try again and we
might not be so lucky that time." "I see." Torin nodded like a student
absorbing a beloved professor's theories. He opened the car door and furled
his umbrella. Drizzle turned his slicked-back hah: shiny as a samurai's
helmet. With impeccable timing, he said, "By the way Nangi-san wished me to
tell you that he has called in a favor on our behalf. A member of the Tokyo
prosecutor's office-a man named Tanaka Gin-will join you on this
investigation." "I don't need a Tokyo prosecutor or anyone else for that
matter. I work best alone. Nangi-san knows that." "I am sure he does." The
ghost of the smile lingered on the corners of Torin's mouth as he climbed into
the limo. "I am the messenger in this matter, nothing more." Before Nicholas
had a chance to reply, Torin slammed shut the armor-plated door and the
Mercedes nosed out into traffic, rain sizzling on its highly polished

surface. "We're closed." Nicholas eyed Honniko. She was dressed in a lustrous
green-gray Tokuko Maeda suit of shingosen, a new Japanese synthetic that was
highly tactile, could be manufactured to have any texture imaginable. This one
appeared to be a cross between silk and linen. It also covered her gray

heels. Her pale blond hair was done in a short bob, and her lips, a frosted
bow, were painted the palest pink. She wore a wide cuff of incised, brushed
gold on her left wrist but was otherwise devoid of jewelry. She looked slim
and elegant, just what you would expect from the hostess of a restaurant like
Pull Marine. The interior walls were a muted gold-leaf, except for the bar,
which was copper-topped, reflecting the light in distorted sections. A small
stage projected from one corner, and each table had on it a thick,

saffron-scented candle. There were so many Vietnamese artifacts the place
looked like any of the new upscale restaurants sprouting up in newly affluent
Saigon. "I'm not here to eat," Nicholas said. Perhaps it was a trick of the

light, but the room appeared to curve, much like the shell of a

nautilus. Honniko was perhaps thirty, but her dark, slightly almond eyes
seemed older than that. She possessed a sweetness that was leavened by a
no-nonsense air that made you believe she knew her way around demanding people
and thorny situations. "You don't look like a salesman and we're not
appreciably behind in any payments, so you can't be a process server." Her
eyes widened. "Are you a cop?" "Now why would a cop come in here?" "I can't
imagine." "I'd like a drink." He stood in the doorway, filling it up in spirit
rather than in bulk. "Beer all right?" she asked, leaving her podium and
going behind the bar. She was smart enough to figure out she wasn't going to
get rid of him any other way. "Suits me." He pulled up a barstool, watching
her long, slender fingers as she pulled the bottles of Kirin Ichiban out of
the ice chest, popped the tops. Instead of drinking hers, she made water rings
on the bartop with the bottle. "Been here long?" She looked up. "Are you
speaking of the restaurant or of me?" "Why don't you choose." "Three months
for the place, but of course it's been under construction for a year before
that." "Your place?" She laughed, a soft, throaty sound. "Hardly. But I can't
complain. I get my piece.”" "I suppose it isn't enough." "What a curious thing
to say." Her lips pursed and she could not help keeping the smile on her face.
"But, you're right. It's never enough." "You know a man named Van Truc? Nguyen
Van Truc." "That's a Vietnamese name." "It is." Her brows furrowed as she made
a show of searching her memory. "We have a couple of Vietnamese who come in on
a regular basis, but none with that name." "Are you sure? Nguyen's the
Vietnamese equivalent of Joe Smith.' "Still, it's not familiar to me." She
pushed her Kirin away. "You are a cop." "Van Truc owes me money. I've
followed him all the way from Saigon to get it back." Behind him, the door
swung open and a deliveryman wheeled in a cart of soft drinks. Honniko excused
herself, signed the manifest, then called to the back of the restaurant. A
bent-backed Japanese emerged in rolled-up sleeves and a dirty apron and took
possession of the shipment. "If this man comes in here, I will be certain to
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tell him you are looking for him." Honniko turned back to Nicholas. "Is there

anything else?" "You move with the relaxed grace of the true geisha." He saw
that be had astonished her. He had given her the highest compliment and she
knew if. "Thank you." He slid off the barstool. "What do I owe you?" "On the
house." She smiled, but something dark was swimming far back in her eyes.
Perhaps it was curiosity. "What are you, part American?" "Brit, actually. My
father served with MacArthur." "My father was an MP stationed here after the
war. We never went home." There was a moment then between them when the

unspoken bond of their oriental mothers passed between them like DNA from cell
to cell. Perhaps she was about to say something, but at that moment, the phone
rang. He bowed as she spoke briefly into the cordless receiver, giving her a
traditional Japanese farewell. Putting down the phone, she seemed about to say
something, then giving in to protocol, she bowed him out the door. The white
sun was at its zenith in Palm Beach, the full blast of its light spread across
the water. The royal palms clattered in the heat. It was just past one in the
afternoon, but Vesper Arkham and Lew Croaker had been hard at work since
three-thirty the previous morning. In fact, for Vesper, the work had begun
years before. Originally spying clandestinely for the Kaisho, Mikio Okami,
Vesper had been inserted into Looking-Glass, the top-secret federal espionage
and assassination bureau. While there, she had discovered that someone was
stealing ultra-high-tech weaponry from the Pentagon's Defense Advanced
Research Projects Agency, known as DARPA, and selling it on the worldwide
black market. This was very bad news for America as a whole and the Pentagon
in particular. The thought of the U.S.'s most highly advanced experimental
weaponry in the hands of Saddam Hussein or the Colombian drug cartel was
nothing short of terrifying. And it became even more so when Vesper discovered
that the leak within DARPA appeared to lead back to someone inside
Looking-Glass. Ever since she had discovered that Leon Waxman, the late head
of Looking-Glass, had been Johnny Leonforte, she had been trying to discover
whether it had been the Leonfortes who were behind the consistent theft out of
DARPA. DARPA was black-budgeted, which meant that Congress did not vote on
appropriations for it. In fact, officially DARPA did not exist. And yet,
someone had breached its defenses and was selecting plum weapons from its
arsenal. Caesare Leonforte? Vesper suspected as much. It made sense, since
Caesare's father, Johnny Leonforte, had had access to DARPA through
Looking-Glass. If the elder Leonforte had been Caesare's entrée into DARPA,
Caesare was "smart and clever enough to maintain the pipeline through bribes
or extortion or both to keep it going even though Johnny was dead. 1In
Vesper's mind, the need to plug the leak in national security, to bring
Caesare to justice, had turned into something of an obsession. She had been
conned by Johnny Leonforte, just like everyone else at Looking-Glass, and she
was determined to make the son pay for the sins of his father, along with
those of his own evil making. To that end, she had gotten herself reassigned
within the Federal government, into the Anti-Cartel Task Force, and had asked
to have Lew Croaker hired as an independent field operative assigned to her.
This was not so difficult as outsiders might think. For one thing, the federal
agencies were a labyrinth of overworked, undermotivated bureaucrats handling a
mare's nest of paperwork each day. If you knew which routings to use,
assignments with the proper signatures could be manipulated without undue
strain. Vesper's old boss, Leon Waxman-Johnny Leonforte-was dead. And Vesper
herself had an extensive network of supporters-shadowy people for whom an
operative with her abilities was an invaluable asset. These men were so high
up in government then- word was akin to God's. Once outside the ACTF, she had
quickly discovered that it had already targeted a company named Volto
Enterprises Unlimited. It was a Bahamian shell corporation that the ACTF
believed was a conduit for hundreds of millions of dollars annually of IGG,
ill-gotten gains. And the man getting filthy rich from the IGG, the man behind
Volto itself, Vesper had read with a certain quickening of her pulse, was
believed to be Caesare Leonforte, Johnny's son. That's when it all came
together for Vesper. She had always wondered how Johnny Leonforte had
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successfully masqueraded as Leon Waxman. It was true that Johnny had obtained
a superbly forged legend-official documents such as a birth certificate, high
school and college records, credit history, even Army records, and for
verisimilitude, a divorce decree from the State of Virginia. He'd also had
extensive plastic surgery performed on his face overseas. Still, Vesper had
asked herself, how had Leonforte passed the sophisticated vetting set up by
Looking-Glass? A little digging gave her the answer. During the time of
Leonforte's Wring the entire federal government was on one of its periodic
austerity kicks. Squadrons of lower-echelon workers were laid off, including
the vetting staff, who only worked part-time anyway. In their place, he hired
National Security Services, an independent security vetting service. Scouring
a maze of computer records, Vesper had subsequently discovered that NSS was a
wholly owned subsidiary of Volto Enterprises Unlimited. No wonder Johnny
Leonforte had beaten the elaborate security system. In effect, he'd cleverly
short-circuited it: he'd been "vetted" by his own son! And still the pieces
of the puzzle kept fitting together. Lew Croaker had told-her how Nicholas
Linnear, who was also working with Mikio Okami, had stolen highly classified
computer data from Avalon Ltd., one of the most notorious international
arms-dealing organizations, that showed hundreds of millions of dollars in
payments to Volto. And last year, Avalon Ltd. had somehow gotten hold of
Torch, an antipersonnel nuclear device shot out of a handheld rocket launcher
that had been developed by DARPA, the Defense Advanced Research Projects
Agency. Then she had unearthed the fact that Caesare Leonforte owned

Avalon. That someone had to have access to the most secret documents in
Looking-Glass. Now that she'd unraveled the puzzle, Vesper had to admire how
beautifully it was put together. Caesare put Johnny in place; perhaps he had
been the one who provided Johnny his bogus bona fides as Leon Waxman. In
return, it looked likely that Johnny gave Caesare the information he needed to
infiltrate DARPA's security system and plunder its riches. Now it looked as if
Caesare was using Volto to launder and warehouse the enormous profits from
illicit arms trading he made through Avalon. Vesper and Croaker had had the
white mansion in West Palm under surveillance for a week. During that time,
she had made careful note of everyone who had come and gone: the suits, the
sentries, the lawyers, the businessmen visitors, the gangster-type visitors,
the party girls-and, interestingly, boys. Then there were the regular
Services: daily deliveries of rolls and bread from La Petite Bakery, fresh
flower arrangements by Amazonia, twice weekly pool maintenance by Blue Grotto,
weekly pest control, tree and lawn care, the list went on for two
single-spaced pages. Vesper's thoughts snapped back to the present. She was
sitting at a table in a trendy Palm Beach restaurant with Lew Croaker.
Outside, along Worth Avenue, the heart and soul of Palm Beach, the inveterate
shoppers needed something to stoke their second wind. In twos and threes, they
staggered in out of the oppressive heat, shopping bags clutched between
lacquered talons as long as finishing nails. Vesper, preparing herself
mentally, looked into the enormous mirror that ran along the side wall so she
could keep an eye on the entrance without turning her head. The restaurant was
ostensibly owned by a pair of enterprising Argentine brothers, dark and
smoldering, who loved women more than they did business. Which was just as
well, because they were a front. II Palazzo was, in fact, owned by Caesare
Leonforte-or, to be perfectly accurate, one of his subsidiary

corporations. Vesper crossed her legs, ordered another martini. She was
heart-stoppingly beautiful with cornflower-blue eyes and hair like spun gold,
blunt cut, that hung over one side of her face. She wore a sleeveless Herve
Leger dress that showed her long legs-and every other part of her-to their
best advantage. That was, she reflected, what a $3,000 outfit could do for
you-make you look drop-dead sexy instead of cheap. An hour ago, Croaker,
looking like a high-living dude on the prowl, had picked her up at the
marble-topped bar that snaked its way down one side of the restaurant. Plenty
of people had seen him do it, which was the point-they were not supposed to
know one another. He was a bear of a man with a rumpled, almost pushedin face
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that somehow made him seem resolute rather than plain. You could also be
intrigued by that weird polycarbonate and titanium biomechanical hand the
Japanese surgeons had given him. They were sharing a huge bowl of Manila clams
and a Caesar salad, and to anyone who looked their way they certainly seemed
to be having a time of it. He told jokes and she laughed. Speak of the
devil, she thought, as in the mirror she saw Caesare enter Il Palazzo with his
entourage, larger than usual today. This was her cue. Caesare apparently was
a creature of habit. He had come here for lunch every day this week, which was
why Croaker had suggested they make contact here. Initially, Vesper had been
against his plan. Croaker had told her about his runins with Caesare.
Leonforte had tried to use Croaker against Margarite, knowing that they had
been having an affair, and when Croaker had tried to get away, had made an
attempt on Croaker's life. This is nuts. Bad Clams'll kill you on sight, she
had said. But Croaker had shaken his head. Not this bastard. That's too
direct. Trust me, he'll want to torture me first. Caesare was swaggering into
the restaurant. Vesper closed her eyes now and, one sense at a time, detached
herself from the world around her. Soon enough, she was enveloped by the
beating of her heart, thundering like the beat of ceremonial drums. She could
feel the air rushing in and out of her lungs as they inflated and deflated. As
she concentrated on this, her heartbeat receded until there was only the
peculiar silence of thought. The beat-beat-beat as the wings of unseen birds
filled her up as if she were a crystal vessel. She turned her head, her eyes
snapped open, and she found herself gazing into Caesare Leonforte's eyes.
Croaker had been correct. In person, there was something feral, almost
deranged, flickering in their depths. Even from across the large room he
seemed impressive. He had powerful arms, a narrow waist, and an unruly shock
of coarse hair. This, combined with his wide, wry grin, gave him the aspect
of a reckless adolescent. Then, you came to the eyes and a chill went through
you. While Caesare stared at her, she sat by Croaker's side, entirely
relaxed, waiting. She was fully briefed on Caesare;. she knew he was not your
typical gun-toting hood. Smart and perhaps half-mad, Bad Clams ruled the West
Coast families without quarter or remorse. Ever since he had come to power, he
had coveted Dominic Goldoni's hold on the East Coast, and with Dom's
assassination fifteen months ago he had begun to probe for weaknesses. "He's
seen us," Vesper whispered to Croaker, and for Caesare's benefit, threw her
head back and laughed at something clever Croaker might have said. Then she
whispered, "All your backups have been set." She was talking of their unit of
the Anti-Cartel Task Force. Something in the tone of her voice warned him.
"If you're getting cold feet, forget it. And for Christ's sake don't worry
about me. I've been around feds almost all my life. I can handle them."
"Forrest's a good man but hardheaded-like you." "I said, don't worry. I'll
handle Wade Forrest and all my other fed playmates at the ACTF. They're
bureaucrats at heart-political and ruthless. That makes them predictable."
Croaker was right about her. Like a bride just before her wedding, she had
begun to have doubts about this whole scheme. She had had to make a deal with
Forrest, who headed the special group within ACTF that had been after the
Leonfortes for years: his intelligence and backup in exchange for sharing
whatever they learned and letting him in on the kill-if there was one. Forrest
had had to admit that the plan she and Croaker had cooked up, though
unorthodox and dangerous, was the best shot at getting inside the Leonforte
organization. // Bad Clams is the one siphoning off the country's most
advanced weapons out of the DARPA labs, I'll find out, she had confidently
told him. Forrest was impelled to believe her, not only because of her record
with Looking-Glass but because he had to. He had run out of other options. So
he had agreed to play backup, which was fine as far as it went. But as Vesper
had taken great pains to point out to Croaker, though Forrest was absolutely
reliable, as a fed he was sure to have his own agenda. She was going to use
Bad Clams's vulnerable spot-his love of beautiful women-to get inside his
organization, get close to him. But in doing so, she was putting her neck on
the chopping block; as Forrest had pointed out, she'd be totally vulnerable
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and beyond immediate help should the scam blow up in her face. It was a daring
and dangerous plan, but it was their only chance to bring Bad Clams down. Or
it was going to get all of them dead. "He's coming over," Vesper

said. Caesare disengaged himself from his entourage as they were being seated
at a round table laden with flowers on the upper level and, like a moth to a
flame, headed toward Croaker and Vesper. He waved away two of his bodyguards
who had begun to follow him. Still, they quartered the room with their narrow,
blank eyes, like hunting dogs on point. "And the signal," Vesper said with a
false laugh. "Don't for God's sake worry," Croaker said. "Your luscious body
at the window. How could I forget that?" Vesper, smiling sweetly at Croaker,
felt Bad Clams' proximity. It was as if she had spent too much time in the
Florida sun. Her skin prickled, burning slightly as if it had been rubbed

raw. "Croaker," Caesare rumbled, "fuck're you doing here?" Croaker looked up
into Bad Clams' face to see that he was unabashedly staring down Vesper's
cleavage. "What does it look like?" Croaker spread his hands. "I'm taking a

vacation before I get back to my sportfishing business in Marco Island."
"You're blowing smoke up my ass," Caesare said in his most charming voice.
"Your business is mono, dead." His head swung around and he fixed Croaker with
a steely gaze. "Shouldn't you be back in NYC, trying to get into Margarite's
panties?" "Who the hell is Margarite?" Vesper said, playacting in a small,
hurt voice. Caesare's face opened up into his most charming grin. It was the
one he used when he wanted to win over and influence people. "I don't know
what line this wise guy's been feeding you, but he's got a steady squeeze back
home. A married squeeze, to boot." "Shit!" She threw down her napkin. "And I
thought you were being straight with me." "Sit down!" Croaker blazed,
continuing their charade. He was actually enjoying it, Vesper was a born
actor. "Don't listen to this guy. He's got a hard-on for me." Caesare's grin
got wider as he bent over Vesper. "The only thing I got a hard-on for, my
dear, 1is you." He extended a hand. "How about you join my company over there.
I'll show you a really good time." "Butt out," Croaker said. At which point,
Caesare turned on him. "You better watch your mouth, wise guy, before you find
yourself eating outta your neck." Croaker moved his biomechanical hand, the
stainless-steel nails beginning to extrude from the finger ends, when Caesare
slammed down a knife with a short, thick blade. The point pierced the hand's

titanium back, pinning it to the table. Caesare put his face up against
Croaker's. "I told you once before not to fuck with me, asshole, but you just
go along whistling your own tune. Now you'll see how stupid that was." He gave

an oddly courtly bow, looking like an 0Old World doge as he presented Vesper
with a red rose from an adjoining table. "A beautiful flower for a beautiful
woman." Vesper inhaled its fragrance as Caesare took her hand. She smiled up
into his face as he led her away. As he did so, he turned back to Croaker.
That demented light in his eyes flared like a nova as he grinned broadly.
"Know what, asshole? I'm gonna take my time an' think of what else I can take
away from you." It took all of Croaker's resolve to sit tight, stare at a spot
behind and above Leonforte's left shoulder, and ignore his manic cackle. What
next? he thought. Will he kick up his feet and click his heels in

delight? Bad Clams might laugh as he took Vesper away. But the laugh was on
him, wasn't it? Croaker thought, pulling the blade out of his hand. He flexed
his fingers, one by one, testing their response. He felt no pain, and of
course there was no blood. Many of the hand's circuits were selfrepairing, but
there were others that could be damaged. He put on a sour glance as he saw Bad
Clams seating Vesper next to him at the large round table. His plan had
worked. Vesper, posing as a Florida bimbo, was inside, as close to Leonforte
as you could possibly get. Now, she would have to use all her skills to stay
there. Caesare was attracted to her, that much was obvious, but she would have
to work to ensure that he did not view her as simply a one-night

stand. Margarite, preoccupied with Rich Cooper's betrayal, was heading toward
her Lexus. Memory was so odd. Afterward, she could recall only seeing Frankie,
her driver, swing out of the Lexus where he had been reading the Daily News's
racing pages. She could see his smile as he headed around the front of the
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car. She could even remember seeing the bulge under his jacket where his .38
was bolstered in his armpit. Then it seemed everything happened at once. Her
bodyguard, Rocco, appeared to slip, going down by her side. She looked down,
saw one leg crumpled under his body. He was clawing for his gun when his head
blew backward, spraying blood and brains all over a dowager walking down the
block. She screamed and Margarite turned to see Frankie crouching down beside
the offside fender of the Lexus. He was shouting for her to get down. Then he
was running toward her, stretching out, leaping in front of her, twisting in
midair as a bullet caught him beneath the chin, destroying his cricoid
cartilage. Another shattered his right shoulder blade, but as a practical
matter, he never felt it because he was already dead. Margarite felt a hot
spurt as Frankie fell against her. She tried to catch him but he was dead
weight and she went to her knees. "Frankie! Jesus and Mary, Frankie!" Her
hand, trapped under him, felt the cool metal edge of his .38. Instinctively,
she pulled it out from under him. She was already aware of a swirl of
movement, of people screaming, yes, the beginning of chaos, but within that
the outlines of three thugs running toward her, guns drawn. Who were they?
Imported talent. Out-of-town professional hit men, she'd bet. Her heart was
pounding painfully. He's coming after me, she thought. First the Leonfortes
murdered Dom and now it's my turn. She tried to stand up, but the .38 was
caught in a fold of Frankie's coat. Margarite cried out, used the heel of her
shoe to roll him over, his dead eyes turned upward, a line of red spittle
running from the corner of his mouth down his chin. One of the three thugs
was on his knee, leaning against a parked car in a sharpshooter's stance, a
.45 aimed at her. Margarite got the gun free, swung it at the end of an
ironstraight arm, squeezed the trigger. The kneeling man was blown backward by
the shot, his arms upraised. His-two pals stopped dead in their tracks,
momentarily stunned. She got off another shot, then she was up and running,
swinging into the Lexus through the open driver's door, switching on the
ignition even before she had fully slid behind the wheel. One foot found the
accelerator, slid off it in her near-panic as she threw the Lexus in gear. She
screamed as a shot shattered her rear window and she stamped on the
accelerator, swinging out into traffic without checking the side mirror,
clipping the headlight of an oncoming taxi. Horns shrilled angrily along with
brakes. Another shot ripped through the interior of the Lexus and she was
off, correcting for the overswing caused by the crash, speeding through a red
light, almost broadsiding a dilapidated truck that was lumbering along,
clearing it and almost running over a delivery cyclist, stamping hard on the
brakes, making the U-turn on Park Avenue in a welter of flying safety glass
and torn chrome and plastic, heading downtown like a bat out of hell toward
the Midtown Tunnel and home in 0ld Westbury. The driver turned the
bulletproof limo into the crushedshell driveway of the huge white mansion in
West Palm Beach with its Tara-like columns, 0ld World porte cochere, thick
hedges, and pristine manicured lawn. It stood at the end of Linda Lane where
it debouched onto Flagler Drive. Its site was not as flashy, perhaps, as one
on Ocean Boulevard just to the northeast of West Palm in Palm Beach proper,
but then it was far more secluded, and just as important, its approach was
through a solid middle-class residential district, rather than the black
ghetto just west of Palm Beach. 1In overlooking the bright blue water of Lake
Worth, the mansion did not have a view of the Atlantic, but it also lacked the
flocks of tourists and curiosity seekers that drove by the glitzy areas in an
almost unending stream. "Here we go," Bad Clams said with what Vesper thought
was an inordinate amount of glee. "Weimaraner alert." The limo came to a halt
just inside the iron gates while Bad Clams slipped down a window, said, "New
blood." A gimlet-eyed sentry glowered, while another bearlike man slammed open
the rear door. He had with him a powerful Weimaraner on a short choke chain.
The Weimaraner stuck its ugly snout into the interior where Vesper was sitting
beside Leonforte. A genuinely scary monster, it looked as if it had been fed a
diet of bloody meat and steroids for the past six months. As it brought its
powerful forepaws onto the carpeted floor, the sentry eyed Vesper with sullen
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lust. "Open your bag," he ordered. Vesper snapped open her handbag so the
dog's muzzle could root around in her personal possessions. So this is how
it's going to be, she thought. Bad Clams, crude but magnetic, was no dummy. He
had presided over the large table, regaling his entourage with stories ranging
over many topics. All the while, his hand was exploring Vesper's thigh beneath
her tight dress. Before he went too far she had clamped her fingers over his.
This had astonished him and, not unexpectedly, had increased his ardor. It was
Vesper's experience that men coveted most what they could not have, so it had
come as no surprise to her when Bad Clams had cut the luncheon short to invite
her home. The sentry grunted as the Weimaraner strained to sniff her. "Out of
the van." Vesper looked over at Bad Clams, who was staring at her with such
fixed intensity it would have made her blood run cold had she not been
prepared for him. "You gotta problem with my security, babe?" She smiled
sweetly. "Not a one." Clambering out, she drew on dark glasses, stood
perfectly still in the Florida harsh sunlight while the sentry slipped the
Weimaraner's chain. The dog almost skipped in its elation to be free. Sunlight
sheened its sleek gray coat. It stalked around her, then buried its nose in
her crotch. The sentry, watching her face, broke out into a smile. Nobody
said a word. Vesper's cool blue eyes held the sentry's until he was forced to
look away. Bad Clams laughed. "Some pair of balls on her, right, Joey?"
"Yeah, sure, Mr. Leonforte," Joey said, re-leashing the Weimaraner. Bad Clams
gestured. "Come on back inside, babe. You passed." He watched her as she
ducked her head to get inside the limo. "You okay?" "Sure. As long as that dog
doesn't mistake me for lunch." "Leave that to me," Bad Clams chuckled. He
covered her knee with his hand as they went up the drive to the porte cochere.
Vesper sat back, content for the moment The mansion was as white inside as it
was on the exterior. It must be a bitch to clean, Vesper thought. Not that
that would mean anything to a sport like Bad Clams Leonforte. Curving walls
made of blocks of translucent glass gave the sunlight a kind of explosive
echo. The furniture, which looked made-to-order, had that low, sleek,
frictionless look of ultramodern Milanese fashion. A pair of white leather
sofas crouched like a pair of commas around a sunken pool in which spotted
carp swam with lazy indifference. A ridiculous bronze fireplace large enough
to stand in was filled with an enormous display of fresh flowers, the riot of
colors startling in the stark formality of the room. Music was playing: Jerry
Vale on one of those CD endless loops. "You like this shit?" Bad Clams asked
rhetorically as he strode to the stack of matte-black audiovideo equipment
that glowed like the control in an airplane cockpit. "Personally, I can't
stand it," he said, taking the CD off-line, "but the staff, you know, it's
kind of like a tradition. Reminds 'em of mom and pop or somethin'."™ "Does
Jerry Vale remind you of your father?" He paused, turning slowly to look deep
into her eyes. Perhaps he was just paranoid about whether she knew who his
father was. She slowed her heartbeat with the same method she used to fool a
lie detector. That kind of thing was fun for her-a challenge worthy of her
extraordinary mind. She was a Phi Beta Kappa graduate of Yale, and of Columbia
University with a degree in clinical psychology, plus a doctorate in
parapsychology. She had also been a member of Mensa. "My old man never
listened to Jerry Vale," Bad Clams said with exaggerated care. "Opera was his
bag. Give him a good aria an' within minutes he could be in tears." Vesper,
feigning disinterest, was scanning his CD collection. She pulled out a jewel
box. "How about this?" Bad Clams took the CD from her, looked at it. "Gerry
Mulligan? Really? You like jazz?" She nodded. "Some, like Mulligan and Brubeck

and Miles. Not the pop-fusion crap." She had done her homework, memorizing his
CD collection in the time it would take other people to register the names of
a few titles. "Me, too." Bad Clams slipped the disc into the player, and

Multigan's elegant baritone sax drifted through the room. Without warning, he
swung her around and, taking her in his arms, began to dance. He was
surprisingly good at it, light on his feet, looser, more open to the beat than
most men. His hips swiveled opposite hers. He had drunk quite a bit at the
restaurant but he showed no signs of being high. She felt him, weighty as a
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dark star, pulling her inward with a force not unlike gravity. For a moment,
she felt frightened, out of control, as if, like the Weimaraner outside,
something inside her had slipped its leash. Whirled around, she took a deep
breath, swallowing whole the disconcerting feeling. For Vesper, a
self-imposed orphan, a child of the streets who knew what it was like to be
savage and homeless, her worst nightmare was to feel out of control. She had
been born in Potomac, Maryland, to Maxwell and Bonny Harcaster, but they were
no longer a part of her life, if they ever had been. Gifted or doomed with a
mind outpacing her body and her emotions, she had early experimented with
drugs, sex, alternative lifestyles, everything and anyone she could lay her
hands on. Nothing was too outré or taboo. She knew very well about AIDS-one of
her friends had died of it long before it hit mainstream America between the
eyesand still she did not stop experimenting. She could not. Remaining still
was her only fear, back then. Totally out of control, she careened from one
bizarre encounter to another, self-destruction part of an alien vocabulary she
could not recognize. Like a discarded coin, scarred and grimy, she had been
plucked off the mean streets by Mikio Okami. She had been absolutely alone
when he found her, severed from humankind as if she had been a leper. In her
feral and feardriven state she had tried to bite him, to scratch his eyes out,
believing with the fevered paranoia of the streets that he meant to rape her.
It took time to purge her delirium, and still she distrusted him because she
was convinced he wanted to tame her, to break her spirit, when all he wanted
to do was to set it free. Now, dancing groin to groin with Bad Clams
Leonforte, Vesper's old fear of losing control welled up once again,
threatening to strangle her. She had for so long kept her wild emotions in
check that the thought of returning to that ungovernable state had seemed
unthinkable even a half hour ago. But in Caesare's arms she seemed to have
been taken up by a primal force, thrown sideways out of herself-the self she
and Mikio Okami had painstakingly built through three years at Yale and four
at Columbia, then five years in Okami's service. He had forged high school
grades for her, and she in turn had scored full marks on the SATs, had wowed
college examiners in interviews. She had had her pick of colleges, all at full
scholarship. Mikio Okami had been right, the whole world had been waiting to
take her up in its arms. Caesare's hand was at the small of her back, moving
in an almost imperceptible circle. She stared into his eyes as he drew her
hips against his. She saw the red spark; the scent of dementia was upon him,
and it was so recognizable to her that her nostrils flared. If he were,
indeed, mad, then it was an insanity with which she was intimately

familiar. The very thought of it, a triumphant yowl in the night, caused a
shiver to run down her spine. Mulligan's sax blew through the pockets of soft
shadow and blazing light, bouncing off the glass blocks as if they were
mirrors. Outside, the royal palms dipped as if in threequarter time, and the
shore lights blazed in the hot, spangled afternoon. Vesper, swaying back and
forth in Caesare's arms, felt caught in the magnet of time, drawn inexorably
back to when she was in her teens, tight as a rubber band, when she had
managed to exceed every limit society put upon its denizens. She was a citizen
of no land, accountable to no one, feverishly fucking one woman after another,
loving them harder, treating them more roughly perhaps than any man would.
Which was why her recruitment by Mikio Okami had been a godsend, because he
had offered her a legitimate outlet for all her birds in flight, their talons
drawn, their beaks open in a perpetual screech. For the longest time, she had
thought of her-well, her mind for want of a better word-as a flock of falcons,
borne on the night wind, driving her aloft. Of course, this was probably
drug-induced imagery, but it stuck with her nonetheless. Now, as Caesare's
lips came down over hers, she felt the stirring of her falcons as they shifted
restlessly on the dark perch where she had relegated them when she had seen
Mikio Okami for what he was, had accepted him. And she knew if she did not
find some way to deflect them, they would soon take wing and take her where
she had promised herself she would never go again. Caesare was whispering her
name and she closed her eyes. She was aware that he was backing her toward
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one of the curving glass-brick walls, and her heart rate climbed. She felt the
cool glass against her back and Caesare came against her. She was flooded in
green light, diffused through the translucent brick, diamondlike sunlight
bouncing off the water in the pool, casting a rippling funnel of illumination
on the ceiling. She drew one leg up along his thigh, surrendering, and his
hand was at the place she had been denying him all afternoon long. He cupped
her, then pressed his middle fingers gently in, splitting her open. Her head
went back and she released a low moan as her falcons took wing from out of the
darkness, the exile into which she had plunged them. Talons extruded, they
began to scream in her ears. Once, when she was seventeen and in the full grip
of her madness, her lust for women had caused her to consider undergoing the
operation that would have completed the transformation she believed already
begun. Strange as it might seem, Caesare Leonforte was the first man she had
been with who made her forget that she had ever wanted to be a man. He was
panting now as he peeled her elasticized dress up over her hips. Her fingers
unbelted and unzipped his trousers. When she freed him, he was hard and heavy
and she could not wait. She rubbed him against her and almost fainted with the
sensation. Then she guided him inside, all the breath rushing out of her at
once, to be replaced by a liquid heat that filled her up. At the feel of him
inside her, she began to spasm, losing herself in the ecstasy of orgasm that
made her cry out. She bit the meat of his shoulder, pulling him hard against
her, coming again, shuddering and slipping down the glass wall. He followed
her, on top of her, the weight feeling good, making her feel protected and
whole. Somewhere, deep down, a tiny part of her that was still rational
quailed at such insanity. But it was soon drowned out by the crying of the
falcons, which merged with Vesper's sobbing moans as she was shaken by yet
another orgasm. This was too much even for Caesare, who felt himself
ejaculating. The feeling was quite beyond his control, and stunned, he hunched
against her spasming body, wanting nothing more than to get more deeply inside
her than he already was. That was the moment he knew he was in trouble. She
slept where she lay, wet with her own fluids and his, for the moment drained.
While Caesare rose to start making his phone calls, while Mulligan's eternal
sax continued to drift through the mansion, Vesper dreamed she was back at
Columbia, immersed in the parapsychology program, but in the curious symbology
of dream she was thinking of Caesare. She had entrapped him by using the force
of her personality, drawing him to her at the restaurant with a silent
beckoning. But, this time, her charism-the charism that had terrified her,
that she had been running from, that Okami had forced her to face and to
manipulate-had backfired. It had somehow opened her up to his magnetism,
letting the falcons free. And now she was in the most dangerous position of
her life. 3 Tokyo/New York "The French have a saying: Between the hour of
the dog and the wolf lies the end of all things." "Is that a real time?" Mick
Leonforte smiled. "Indeed, yes. It is the hour between twilight and dusk, when
the sun has slipped behind the horizon but the night has not yet arrived, when
the goat herders of the Luberon mountain range instruct their dogs to bring
their charges from the grazing lands before the wolf can strike them down."
Mick pursed his lips. "It is the hour when anything is possible." Ginjiro
Machida, the chief of the Tokyo Prosecutor's Office, sucked on teeth stained
by tobacco the color of old ivory. "The end-" "Or the beginning," Mick said.
"The mutability. You see, it all ties in." "How so?" "History is constantly
being rewritten by the present." Mick moved restlessly around the
rhomboid-shaped room, prowling like a caged animal. "Great minds are defined
by their ability to reinterpret the past, reject the lies propounded by a
conspiracy of so-called historians, and extract the hard truths buried there.
After all, what is history but a synthesis of language and text. But language,
by its very definition, is notoriously unreliable, and texts are by and large
ambiguous, open to interpretation, and therefore, distortion." The two men
were in Machida's Tokyo house. It was a cultural landmark, having been built
in the 1920s after designs of Frank Lloyd Wright. It was constructed entirely
of concrete blocks that had been carved in a vaguely Mayan pattern. The result
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was both otherworldly and wildly futuristic, a combination that most people
found forbidding, oppressive, and much too intense. Machida, however, adored
it. Restrained in every other way, the house was his one passion in life, and
keeping it in pristine condition had become an obsession. "I am a
deconstructionist," Mick was saying. "By careful textual analysis I dismantle,
history piece by piece until, by peeling away the layers of misinterpretation,
misrepresentation, and manipulation-in other words all subjectivism-I come
upon the truth." Machida stared into the varnished stone and polished bronze
hearth while he considered this. He was a dark- complexioned man with a flat
face, slicked-back hair, and the predatory manner of a successful litigator,
which is precisely what he had been before ascending to the exalted apex of
the Tokyo Prosecutor's Office. He had a wide mouth and huge, coal-black eyes
that seemed to see everything at once. At length, he turned to Mick, who
stood slouched in a black Issey Miyake suit, looking every inch a visitor from
another planet. "You deny everything that has come before. You manipulate. In
effect, you murder the past." "No, no, no. Just the opposite," Mick said. "I
seek a reinterpretation, a forum to show-as in the case of the so-called
holocaust-how past events have been misinterpreted-in some cases, as with the
Jews, systematically manipulated to portray a victimization that never
actually occurred." Machida possessed that form of stillness, a serene
authority, most prized by the Japanese. Without it, one could never ascend

into the starry firmament of business or bureaucracy. "Six million Jews did
not die by Nazi hands. This is your contention.”" "Yes." "And all the
documentation-" "Staged, doctored, faked." Mick made a gesture, the flat of

his hand cutting diagonally through the air. "I told you, the systematic
manipulation of past events is endemic. The science of history is only now
making itself heard all over the globe. But its time is coming. I promise you,
it will not be denied." Machida allowed himself the ghost of a smile, as he
went to a silver and black marble deco bar decorated with a frieze of borzois
and whippet-thin women. "Yes, your philosophy is quite dynamic, quite
compelling." He laughed. "You won me over in a single sitting, and these men
well, so as not to be indiscreet, let me just say that they are
predisposed to this body of thought." As if you're not, Mick thought as he
strode across the room. Putting his face close to the chief prosecutor's, he
said, "You know what clay pigeons are? That's it, exactly. You take care of
getting me in to see these bozos and I'll do the rest." Machida, who did not
care for close proximity to others, did not give so much as an inch. "Often,
you know, I wonder at- the wisdom of entering into an alliance with you."
"Then get the hell out," Mick snapped. "I don't care for partners with dancing
feet." Machida, who had poured them both large glasses of Suntory Scotch, now
handed one to Mick. "I can't get out. Not at this late date. I have gone to a
great deal of trouble to locate and identify all the members of Denwa Partners
who would be, er, responsive to your message. Promises have been given, deals
have been struck, compensation has changed hands. You have been in Asia a long
time; you understand these things." Mick politely took a sip, then put the
glass down. "Yes, I do." He didn't much care for Japanese Scotch. "Good."
Machida made no physical movement, but something inside him seemed to extend
out, pushing against Mick like a negative charge, making his skin tingle and
the little hairs at the back of his neck quiver. "Because I know you have had
partners in the past. None, I believe, have survived. Those are bad odds."
Machida shrugged without seeming to move his shoulders. "This does not faze
me. I have made and maintained my reputation on situations with bad odds. They
are, so to speak, my rice." "Is this a threat?" That ghost of a smile returned
to play at the corners of Machida's wide mouth. "When you know me better, you
will see that I never make threats. I make predictions." Mick had also been in
Asia long enough to understand this game of who had the larger katana. The
Japanese were absolutely passionate about seeing how far you would allow
yourself to be pushed before you held the line. It was only then they might
grant you a measure of respect "Everywhere around me," Machida continued, "I
see the closed faces of those who fear the changes proposed by the so-called
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reformers. I, alone, am unafraid of these reformers because they have no
power. I am the power. I buy and sell deals, I purchase people the way other
people buy rice. This is the way it has been in Japan since the war in the
Pacific and it is how it will remain. The reformers are not only powerless,
they are naive. Their “coalition' is a joke. Already, it has fallen apart so
many times that defections have made its face unrecognizable. Special interest
is what, in the end, makes Japan run like a well-oiled engine. The old Japan
will abide; I will abide, despite the ineffectual efforts of the
reformers-political or otherwise." Mick knew all this, of course. It was why
he had come to Machida in the first-place. "As Nietzsche said, 'If you want
the bond to hold, bite on it-free and bold.' If I have had no partners who
survived their bond with me, it was because they lacked the will-or the
courage-to bite on it boldly." Machida clacked his white teeth together
loudly. Possibly he was amused, although it was difficult even for Mick to
tell. At that moment, the doorbell rang, and without moving at all, Machida
said, "An unfortunate but necessary interruption." He gestured. "There is a
wide range of interesting books in the library down the hall. Some of them are
even in English." "I read Japanese," Mick said, instantly regretting the
admission. You never knew when such an advantage would come in handy, whether
among friend or foe. ©Nodding to Machida, he went down the hall, out of

sight. When he had made certain Mick was out of sight, Machida went into the
entryway and opened the front door. "Chief Prosecutor," Takuo Hatta said,
bowing deeply. Machida ushered him inside. He was a small, compact man with
iron-gray hair cut so short his scalp gleamed through. He wore round,
steel-rimmed spectacles, his watery eyes magnified by the thick lenses. He
carried a battered leather attaché case, which he clutched as if it held all
the secrets of the state. "I thought I told you to buy yourself a new attaché
case," Machida said with some distaste. "This one looks as if the dogs got to
it." "Yes, Chief Prosecutor," Hatta said in the midst of an orgy of continuous
bowing. "I simply haven't the time to-" "Are you complaining about the
workload?" "No, Chief Prosecutor." "Because I did you a great favor by naming
you my administrative adjutant. The way you botched the Noguchi prosecution
was enough for serious reprimand. I cannot understand how you failed to
conduct a proper set of interviews. It is inexcusable that you missed
Noguchi's illicit connection with Tora Securities. You are a competent
administrator, but when it comes to people ... pah!" With that sound of
disgust, Hatta winced, watching from the corner of his eye as Machida went to
the bar, drank a sizable gulp of Scotch. There was another glass there and he
almost downed that, as well. "Every time I see you my 'stomach turns over," he
said unkindly. "Noguchi is still laughing at your incompetence. You dishonored
the entire office." He turned around. "And I would have demoted you save for
the fact that my former adjutant resigned to move to Kyoto the day your
debacle came to light, I needed an adjutant and there was no one else
available. Bad luck for me, perhaps; good luck for you." He came back across
the room. "When I tell you to do something, do it. Get a new attaché during
your lunch break tomorrow." "Yes, Chief Prosecutor." "Now, have you reviewed
the brief Tanaka Gin submitted on Tetsuo Akinaga?" Hatta dived into the open
attaché. "Right here, Chief Prosecutor." Machida took the folder from his
adjutant, grunted as he read. "Perhaps I did not make such a blunder with you,
Hatta-san. You demonstrate you are not stupid. Plus, your - single status
affords you the luxury of working my late hours." Hatta bowed. "I do not
deserve such praise, Chief Prosecutor," he said, watching as Machida went
through the brief, which was to be filed the next morning. Machida was
notorious for nitpicking a brief until it was virtually unassailable in court
Machida was frowning. "I'm only on page two and I already see problems." His
forefinger stabbed out. "Here, here, and here. Ministerial signatures are
missing, noted testimony is missing or incomplete." He looked up. "We cannot
bring Akinaga into court with the brief in this state. Where is Tanaka Gin?"
"He is working the Kurtz murder, Chief Prosecutor." "Ah, yes. Gin-san has a
reputation for piling his plate high, eh, Hatta-san?" "Yes, Chief Prosecutor.”
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"This Kurtz matter is high profile. The man was an iteki, a foreigner, and a
fabulously wealthy one at that, involved in business all over Asia. I need
Gin-san on that case and I have no one else for reassignment." His forefinger
stabbed out again. "I have an idea, Hatta-san." He pushed the folder into his
adjutant's hands. "You rework the Akinaga brief, obtain the missing material.
I have marked the trouble spots. Then I will review it with you." He nodded,
settling the matter in his mind. "In the meantime, you will have to petition
the court for a postponement." "Akinaga-san's attorneys are apt to make the
most of it. Gin-san has already been granted two delays in order to get the
brief to this state." "Just do it," Machida said dismissively. "Keep me
informed if you run into trouble." But by Machida's tone Hatta knew he was
expected to gain the delay on his own. "Yes, Chief Prosecutor. First thing in
the morning." Machida saw Hatta but, shutting the door firmly behind him. When
he turned around, Mick was already standing in the living room. "Trouble in
paradise, Chief Prosecutor?" "Nothing a few more billion yen would not cure."
Machida sighed, pouring himself another Scotch. "This recession is becoming
tiresome." "Even for the Dai-Roku, I imagine," Mick said, bringing the
conversation back to where it had been going when they were

interrupted. Machida turned. "It is not, perhaps, a good idea to mention this
word aloud." "What, here?" Mick guffawed. "This is your own home, for Christ's
sake. Lighten up, will you? We're talking a group of guys here." Machida
looked as if he were chewing on a lemon wedge. "Dai-Roku is more an ideal
than a group. There are no meetings, no notes taken, only verbal exchanges
made, never over any electronic media. Dai-Roku is a way of life, a
continuation of traditions of strength and value prevalent in samurai Japan
before the Meiji Restoration of the nineteenth century stripped away their
power and influence." Mick shrugged. "Group or ideal, it makes no difference
to me. I struck a deal with you because I had been told that you could make
contact with the Dai-Roku, that you could identify those within it who were
also Denwa Partners in Sato International's TransRim CyberNet. And that you
have done with admirable efficiency." Machida bowed deferentially. "You did
the right thing," he said with a warning note. "Dai-Roku does not take kindly
to gaijin-to Westerners. If you had been foolish enough to attempt to contact
them yourself, you would have run into a stone wall. Those who adhere to
Dai-Roku all have great power and influence and insight into the way the world
will be tomorrow and tomorrow. They trust me implicitly. Why, how many
services have I done them-and they me." He chuckled a moment. "With me as an

intermediary, they will see you. As for the rest ..." He shrugged, indicating
that the rest would be up to Mick. "That is why they're perfect for my plan,"
Mick said. "I need visionaries, people who are as concerned with all the

tomorrows as they are with today." They had come to a kind of understanding,
at least an equilibrium. But Mick did not for a moment believe Machida's
assertions of humility. That, he knew, was just the Japanese way of
communicating, that damnable Confucian thing all Asians had of being humble,
of saying "can do" when they meant "can't do" or "won't do." Everything was
possible in Asia, if you were foolish enough to believe it. Mick suspected
that Machida was not the Dai-Roku's lackey runner, as he apparently wanted
Mick to believe. Mick believed that he was one of the men he needed to win
over, to sell his potent brand of deconstructionism. If, as Machida
maintained, Dai-Roku was a kind of philosophy of samurai purity, it functioned
as a loose-knit alliance of businessmen and bureaucrats who not only believed
in this almost mythical purity of purpose but, in more practical terms, had
come together .out of mutual necessity. The recent evolution in Japanese
politics had proved that business could no longer go on as usual-the kickback
schemes to keep politicians in one's back pocket were no longer feasible as a
simple solution to getting favorable legislation passed or assuring tax breaks
or industry incentives that would give one's company an edge over all one's
rivals. More subtle forms of influence peddling were required if those who
believed in Dai-Roku were to maintain their positions and continue to build
their wealth and -suzerainty. These men-all captains of multibillion-dollar
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keiretsu or chief ministers of their respective bureaucracies-were akin to the
feudal lords of seventeenth-century Japan. Each had his particular fiefdom
from which he derived his power and status in society. Therefore, those
domains were of paramount importance to them. Mick knew that for all their
vaunted influence, deep down these men were running scared. Yet they
maintained the disposition of a glacier. Change came to them in infinitesimal
degrees, if it came at all, and then only after an earthshattering

struggle. The endless stream over the past six years of political and
business influence peddling, illegal-contribution and kickback scandals that
had ruined companies, brokerage firms, and had, at last, brought down the
long-ruling Liberal Democratic Party, had rattled them. They saw, in the
increasing scrutiny not only by law enforcement officials but also by the
normally placid and indifferent public, a threat to their mini-empires. The
inevitability of change was what these men refused to grasp. Mick and Machida
had gone into partnership in order to capitalize on these men's fear, to
harness thenpower and influence in ways they had never conceived of. To
exploit them in the way they spent their lives exploiting those beneath their
social station. Machida seemed a willing confederate in this scheme perhaps
because of all those who adhered to Dai-Roku, he lacked the requisite moneyed
background to be considered fully an equal. Also, Mick believed, Machida
secretly felt the others tolerated bun simply because of his position. As
chief prosecutor he was in the ideal position to keep them abreast of the
latest investigations and to warn them of impending crackdowns, raids, and
sting operations-all everwidening nets in which these men or their cronies,
associates, and those they kept on secret payroll might one day be

caught. Now, with the scheme in place, it was Mick's job to convince the
Dai-Roku change was not only continuing to occur but that-surprise!-it could
actually be used to make them wealthier and more influential. In one sense, it
could be said that Mick was selling them nothing, using a sophisticated
version of the con game. But, on another level, he would refute that. Because
his own passion was as strong-possibly even stronger-than theirs. Mick wanted
nothing less than to change history, to move the Nietzschean philosophy into
the twenty-first century: the complete control of the commerce of business and
thought. It was his right and due as an Ubermensch, a Nietzschean Superman;
who better than he to control the destiny of the world. And to think that the
very technology of this new age would bring it to him. As more and more
Japanese companies became comfortable with the vid-byte technology of the
CyberNet, they would use it more and more to instantaneously transmit data
over lines that would be proclaimed secure. A veritable treasure trove of
secrets would come spilling into Mick's lap: Sony's newest digitized
electronic breakthroughs, Masushita's technology for a tiny video camera worn
inside the rim of a pair of eyeglasses, which companies were currently on
Mill's most favored list, even which way the yen would go. So many, many ways
to make money, to gain a crucial edge over a competitor. So much to do and so
little time to do it in. This ambitious takeover of international commerce he
had no doubt he could do, assuming he had enough money, leverage, and the
right people behind him. He had already had a number of years building his
underground arms and drug networks throughout Southeast Asia from his former
base of Floating City. Now it was time to get into the legitimate end of
commerce. This he meant to do here in Tokyo, where the tenor of the
times-militancy-the temperament of the people-subservience-seemed to him
ideal. And, of course, Tokyo was where Sato International was; Sato with its
TransRim CyberNet. If all went as planned, he would be inside Sato within a
matter of weeks-if he could convince the Denwa Partners to go along with him.
They would, of course, because he had done his homework, he knew these men and
what made them tick. What he would offer them, they would find irresistible.
These men feared change above all else because it was the status quo in Japan
that lent them their power. They could see cracks forming in their
powerpolitical scandals, bribery links to brokerage houses, giant construction
companies they owned-a vast and swelling outcry from the media and the public.
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These things they feared and reacted against instinctively. Mick would give
them what they needed to allay their fears-an establishment of a new status
quo that enhanced their power base. How could they resist? Once they made that
crucial decision, he would control them. They would be his entree into Sato
International. And once there, he would exert his influence, quickly,
decisively, in true Nietzschean fashion, causing the ruin of the man he had
come to view as his nemesis, his doppelganger: Nicholas Linnear. Margarite
awoke from a dream-stalked sleep cramped and grimy-eyed. She uncurled herself
from the backseat of the Lexus. She got out of the car and stretched. It was
just past noon, not surprising since she had not fallen asleep
untilwhat?-four, five in the morning? Then she got behind the wheel, drove out
of the telephone rest stop, and hit the first 7-Eleven she came to. Over a
steaming hot coffee and a Drakes cake, she pondered her situation. Perhaps she
had carried paranoia too far by not checking into any one of a number of
anonymouslooking motels that dotted the Long Island Expressway, but she had
not wanted to take a chance. She took another sip of overroasted coffee and
massaged the back of her neck. Late last night she had been within a couple
of miles of her mansion in 0ld Westbury when it occurred to her she was doing
just about the most foolish thing she could do. Wasn't it logical that the
people who had tried to kill her would have her house staked out? Sure. She
had been in such a panic leaving the scene of the abortive strike against her
that she had not been thinking straight Clearly, she needed to get away and to
implement a well-considered course of action. She .had to call Tony, and this
she did while she kept driving on the Long Island Expressway past her
customary exit. "Call Tony's office," she had said to the phone mounted on
the center console of her car. She glanced at her watch, gave a little scream.
She had to wipe away blood-Rocco's or her driver Frankie's-before she could
see the numerals. It had been seven-thirty. Tony would be finished with his
massage by now and back at work, making his most important West Coast

calls. "Hello. Who's this, please?" A strange voice on the other end of the
line. When she identified herself and asked for Tony, he said gruffly, "Hold a
sec', don't go away." She heard a muffled word on the phone, something that
sounded like Lew Tennant, and she automatically thought of Lew Croaker. My
God, how I miss him, she thought. He'd know what to do in this crisis. "Mrs.
DeCamillo? That you?" Another voice, deeper, a whiskey baritone. When she
answered, he said, "My name's Jack Barnett, Mrs. DeCamillo. I'm a detective
lieutenant with the NYPD." That was it, she thought. Lew Tennant. Lieutenant.
"I'm afraid I have some bad news regarding your husband.”" An icy chill gripped
Margarite's modes. She swerved off the expressway onto the trash-strewn grassy
verge where she braked to a halt, watching her hands shake. "Is he dead?" "I'm
afraid so, Mrs. DeCamillo. Murdered in his office." Bad Clams. So many
emotions rushing through her like a wind blowing down a canyon. Tony dead. She
felt as if her soul were being scoured clean by the hand of God. She slowed
her breathing into deep inhalations, struggling to clear her mind, so she
could ask the right questions. "Mrs. DeCamillo? Are you still there?"
Concentrate, damn it! "When did it happen?" she said, slamming the door

shut. "I beg your pardon?" '"What time was Tony killed?" She was impatient
now because this information was crucial. "I'm not sure. But it couldn't have
been more than an hour ago. The blood hasn't yet fully coagulated." "I see."
There was a small pause. "Mrs. DeCamillo, I wonder where you are. You've had
quite a shock, maybe someone should be with you. Plus, it would be helpful if
we could talk to you." "I'm afraid that's impossible, Lieutenant ..."
"Barnett, ma'am. Jack Barnett." "I'm on the road right now and it will be some
time before I can get back to the city." She looked around her at the cars
whizzing by as she listened to the silence build at the other end of the

line. "Do you think that's wise, Mrs. DeCamillo? I mean, your husband has
been murdered. The people who did this could be looking for you. At the very
least, I'd think you'd want protection." He is right about that, she thought.
Cars and more cars swimming by like schools offish, blurred and indistinct,
each carrying passengers with their own life stories. An uncaring cavalcade of
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metal and flesh-ignorant of what's happening to my life. First, my partner
betrays me, selling my company out from under me, then my bodyguard and driver
are gunned down and I am almost killed at just about the same time that ¢ Tony
is murdered. "Mrs. DeCamillo?" Lieutenant Barnett's voice broke into her
thoughts. "If you know anything about the circumstances of your husband's
murder or you believe you have any information regarding the perpetrator or
perpetrators, it would be in your best interests to tell me. Plus, it could
help stave off a potential bloodbath." "What the hell is that supposed to
mean?" "A lawyer like your husband with a lotta different business interests,
it's only natural he'd made some very powerful enemies. Mrs. DeCamillo, I
wonder whether we're connecting." "Go to hell."™ "I know you're upset. But, see
what I'm doing, Mrs. De- Camillo? I'm reaching out to you the best way I know
how. Do you think you could take even one step in my direction?" Margarita
suddenly felt Vulnerable, sitting on the side of the LIE with her rear window
a spiderweb of broken glass. I've got to get out of here, she thought. "If
you want to know who killed my husband, talk to Caesare Leonforte," she said,
severing the connection. That was when the full brunt of the paranoia had
taken hold, and instead of pulling into a motel, she had stopped at the
telephone drive-by and had stayed there. The way the ground had been
systematically cut from under her was all too much of a coincidence, she
thought now as she finished her too sweet Drakes cake. It had been as
meticulously coordinated as a military campaign. Who the fuck were the people
Rich sold out to? What a schmuck. Bad Clams had played him like a Steinway.
She had little doubt now that Caesare Leonforte must own or at least control
Volto, the company to which Rich had sold his half of Serenissima. She was
shaking with rage and fear. 1I've got to try calling Lew and Vesper again, she
told herself as she caught a window in the traffic flow and accelerated into
the right-hand lane with a screech of tires. She'd tried them last night with
no success. But first, she had to get to Francie. Her daughter was the most
important person in her life, and now that danger had appeared at every side,
her primary instinct was to get to her as quickly as possible. She'd tried
calling last night, had gotten the answering machine. She'd checked her
datebook and had seen that Francie was coming back from a horseback riding
show sometime today. Margarite exited the LIE and reentered heading
westbound, on her way to the Throgs Neck Bridge. She turned on the CD player,
needing some music to calm her nerves, but nothing happened. She turned to a
classical radio station, instead. For the past nine months Francie had been
living with Julie Longacre, Margarite's friend in Connecticut. Julie was a
horse fanatic and a first-rate rider, and Francie had taken to her right away.
Lew's advice to Francie had convinced Margarite to keep her daughter out of
the family situation that had caused her problem in the first place. So
Margarite had secreted her at Julie's. Not even Tony knew her whereabouts. And
Julie, a divorced heiress with horses, hunting dogs, and all the paraphernalia
to go with it, treated secrets like a sacred trust. Margarite knew she had
been foolish and out of touch, believing that she and Tony could hide their
problems from Francie. Children had a way of being far more clever than their
parents could possibly believe. And that, of course, made them more vulnerable
to pressures and evil forces within the family. Tony DeCamillo had been just
such an evil force, but it was still possible for Margarite to understand how
she had fallen in love with him. He was handsome, bright, and best of all, had
access to a different level of society than she had been brought up with. The
glitterati of Hollywood all knew Tony-many had been his clients. Margarite, on
Tony's arm, had met them all. She would never forget attending her first Oscar
telecast. It was like being picked up by a whirlwind and being deposited in
Oz. Of course she had been blown away. Of course she had looked up to Tony as
some kind of God. Of course she had married him. Then had come the

nightmare. She paid her toll, went across the bridge, and picked up Route

95. Tony had wanted a baby machine. He'd told her on their honeymoon that he
expected her to give him a child a year. And sons! My God, how he flew into a
rage when Francie was born! He had changed the moment of his daughter's birth,
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shunning the infant and physically punishing the wife who in his mind had
betrayed him by depriving him of his son, his heir, the continuation of his
branch of the DeCamillos. She rocketed past the Pelhams, the Lexus humming
happily while the wind whistled eerily through the shattered glass. How did
she feel now that Tony was dead? Could she mourn him? Not really. Truth to
tell, she felt lighter than air, as if a long-standing ache with which she had
learned to live had suddenly vanished. It astonished her how easy it was to
breathe, how sweet each breath she took in now seemed. She felt dizzy with
relief. But behind all that crept the anxiety of the many pronged attack on
the Goldoni family and on herself. Bad Clams was behind this, she was sure of
it. No wonder he had waited so long to make his move. He needed the time to
coordinate all the pieces of the attack, and he needed to hill her into
thinking he might never attempt to take over the East Coast Families, what had
been Dominic's territory. So far every phase had worked to perfection, save
the hit on her. That she had managed to escape was, she knew, something of a
miracle. She must have her own personal angel looking over her shoulder. But
now, as she entered Connecticut, the fear for her-and for

Francie-intensified. Whom could she trust? She no longer knew. It occurred to
her that no matter how much power Bad Clams had managed to muster, he would
still need help-from inside her own Family. Who had betrayed her and Tony?
Probably one of the Family capi who had been promised more territory and
influence tinder the Leonforte regime. Abruptly, she swerved to the curb,
braked to a halt. For a moment, she sat slumped over the wheel, trying
unsuccessfully to slow her breathing. Oh my God, she thought. Oh my God! She
stared into her side mirror, scrutinizing the street behind her. What if she
was being followed? Given the nature of the recent well-coordinated events, it
was more than possible. She was driving her own dark red Lexus with gold trim
and her MGDC vanity license plate. She would be all too easy to spot She
scrabbled in her handbag, extracted the .38. She opened it, thankful Dom had
insisted she take lessons, and checked the cartridges. She found she had only
fired one. One? It seemed as i1if she had emptied all the chambers at her
would-be assassin. She closed it, hefted it in her palm. Once again, she felt
awash in paranoia and wondered if Dominic had lived his entire adult life in
this state. But paranoid notion or not she had given it credence, because if
she was being followed, she was taking them right to Francie's doorstep. She
wasn't about to make the mistake Tony had made in underestimating Bad Clams.
He was smart enough to know that Francie was Margarite's weak spot. If he had
a fallback plan now that the murder had failed, it would surely entail
Francie. If he could find her. She was damned if she was going to give him
his chance. Still scanning the street, she said, "Call Julie," and the phone
dialed the number. While it rang, she prayed that Francie would answer. But,
instead, her heart sank as she got the answering machine. After the beep, she
said, "Francie, darling, it's me. Hope you had a good time at the horse show.
If you'd call me when you get home, I'd appreciate it. I'm in the ear and I'll
be here till very late. Speak to you soon, baby." She broke the connection,
hoping that her terror hadn't been apparent in her voice. Then she said, "Call
Lew," dialing Croaker's portable-phone number, but it just rang and

rang. Damn, now what? Next Saturday night she was expected to be the guest of
honor at the Joey Infante and Kate Dellarco wedding. She knew that, come what
may, she needed to make an appearance there if she had any hope of holding on
to Dominic's domain. The Sicilian Infantes and the Neapolitan Dellarcos were
two families that had been at each other's throat, and their escalating war
was destabilizing the entire East Coast operation and bringing down fleets of
homicide cops to deal with the corpses piling up in East New York and Ozone
Park. How to handle this inflammable situation had been Margarite's first
test of power management. She had discovered that Joey and Kate had been
seeing each other secretly, like Romeo and Juliet. But unlike Shakespeare's
star-crossed lovers, Margarite was determined to bring about a happy

ending. She and Tony had called a meeting with the heads of the two families
and, at it, had brought in the two lovers. Vitriolic invective had almost
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turned to physical violence. Tony had quelled that soon enough, and then,
slowly and quietly, Margarite had outlined just how the love between these
members of the two families could help heal the wounds. She had given them
the emotional underpinnings for a permanent truce, and then Tony, with his
relentlessly logical litigator's brain, had provided the practical

framework. Now, after months of negotiations and diplomacy the deed was about
to be done. At the wedding of Joey and Kate the Infantes and Dellarcos would
finally bury the vendetta that was decimating them and weakening the East
Coast Families alliance. This was why she had to be there. The wedding was
the cornerstone of the new regime. If it fell apart, so would Dominic's
legacy, which he had entrusted to her. She was already at a loss as to how to
operate in the male-dominated world of the Mafia without her husband as her
mask. Ostensibly, he had been Dominic's successor, but it was she who knew
all of Dom's secrets, she who made all the decisions. Now, with Tony gone,
she was naked in the light. Which one of the Family heads would follow her, a
woman? None. This was why her role had been such a well-kept secret. Only
Tony had known, and she suspected he hated her for usurping what he saw as
rightfully his. Dominic, however, in his usual brilliant manner, had seen
matters entirely differently. To this day, Margarite had no idea why he had
asked her to take over his position as head of all the East Coast Families. He
must have known what an impossible task he was leaving her with. And yet he
had persisted. And she, partly as dutiful sister, partly as fascinated
initiate, had acquiesced. But now look where it had got her, alone and exiled,
betrayed from within and under attack, bereft of her power. Surely, Dom could
not have envisioned this bleak future. Putting her face in her hands, she
wept, her shoulders shaking, engulfed by self-pity. When, at last, she was
cried out, she turned her head, willing the phone to ring, but it remained
silent as a serpent Francis, where are you? Please, God, keep her safe from
harm. She jumped as the phone rang. For an instant, she hesitated, then she
breathed a little sigh.. Francie. She opened the line. "Hello?" "Hello,
sweetheart." Her heart constricted. "Who is this?" "They messed up, Margarite.
They were supposed to take out your bodyguard and snatch you-no fuss, no muss.
Oh, well, it's getting harder to find competent help." "Caesare?" "In another
time, another place, we could have been pals," Caesare Leonforte said. "Closer
even, maybe. Pity." She closed her eyes. "What do you want, Caesare, my
death?" "Oh, no. Not only your death, Margarite. I want it all. Everything

Dominic built, everything that is yours;" He chuckled. "Not so much to covet,
in the scheme of things. But I will have it all, Margarite." "Not if I have
anything to say about it." "But you don't, sweetheart. You're nothing: a

skirt, a twist, a woman. Now that Tony's gone I've cut off the head. The
Goldonis only have you." He laughed. "And I've put an end to you." Her hand
tightened on the grip of the .38. "I put a bullet through the heart of one of
your assassins. I'll do the same to you." "Oh, I believe you, sweetheart. Even
though you're a woman you're a damn fine shot. I can't afford to have you
barreling around like a loose cannon, so I'm going to order you in from the
cold." "You'll never be able to order me to do anything." "Never say never,
Margarite. Dominic would have told you that." "Don't use my brother's name."
"Come in, Margarite. I promise you won't be harmed. I'll give you directions
right now-" "Fuck you!" "How ladylike. Well, darling, you force me into the
distasteful position of using leverage. Did you wonder why your CD player
isn't working? That's because we outfitted your Lexus with a phone monitor.
Your daughter is at Julie's, isn't she? We ran Julie's number through a
contact at the phone company and came up with the address. Want to hear it?"
Margarite's blood had run cold. Francie! "Bastard." "Thirty-eight thirty-seven
Fox Hollow Lane in New Canaan." Margarite screamed. "Are you all right,
sweetheart? I think I heard a noise." Margarite leaned over the phone.
"Caesare, i1f you harm Francie in any way, I promise you I will hunt you down
no matter where you are, no matter how long it takes." "I don't doubt you'd
try, which is why I haven't the slightest intention of hurting her. Assuming
you give yourself up. You have an hour, Margarite." He gave her an address in
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Sheepshead Bay, off the service road of the Belt Parkway near Coney Island
Avenue. "If you're not at this location at that time, I'm afraid I cannot take
responsibility for what happens to your daughter." She was weeping despite
biting her lip in an effort to hold it back. "Oh, Caesare, she's just an
innocent child," There was no answer and she ground her teeth. Her eyes felt
hot, stinging with tears. "You'll have to bring her or I won't come in."
"Forgetaboutit." "I need proof." "This is war, Margarite. I give no quarter."
"Neither do I." "You fuckin' bitch, you give me any more trouble an' I'll
bring her fuckin' finger to the meet, get me?" "You do that, Caesare, and I
promise you I'll personally gouge your eyes out and make you eat them."
Perhaps the tone of her voice made him relent. Maybe he meant to give in all
along and had just been torturing her. "Okay, okay. You come in an' she'll be
there. Satisfied?" " "In one piece?" "In one piece, sure." Her mind was
awhirl in shock and grief. "I need more time." "No, you don't." "I won't make
it, I know it. There's traffic, the bridges, I'm almost out of gas. Plus, I
have to find a pharmacy." "A pharmacy? What for?" "What do you think, idiot. I
just got my period. I need-" "Enough! I don't want to hear this." "For the
love of God, Caesare, we're talking about my child's life." There was a brief
pause, during which Margarite just had time for a quick, silent prayer. "All
right, sweetheart, I'll give you three hours. But that's all the time Francie
has." Tokyo's mistlike drizzle had turned into a metallic rain that bounced
off vertical neon signs and Shinto shrine torii gates alike. There were plenty
of the latter in the Asakusa temple district where Nicholas met Tanaka gui. He
was standing in front of a conical private residence, beneath a single
cryptomeria set into a grating of concrete blocks. Tanaka Gin was a slender,
dark-faced man with the kind of laconic grace one often found in Japan's
cinema detectives or samurai heroes. He had about him an air of mystery, as if
his mind were a safety deposit box filled with secrets. His hooded eyes were
deceiving. He seemed half-asleep, but Nicholas felt certain that he would
appear this way even if he was running full tilt after you down an alley or
putting the pressure on you in an interrogation cell. "Linnear-san," Tanaka
gui said, bowing formally, "it is an honor to meet you." "The honor is all
mine, I assure you," Nicholas said, returning the bow. He stowed away his
Kami. The everefficient Kanda Torin had digi-faxed him the information on the
dozen or so members of Denwa Partners. The data had come into his Kami as a
stream of ones and zeros, which the unit had translated into Japanese kanji.
"Your reputation precedes you-especially the cases you put together against
Tetsuo Akinaga and Yoshinori." He was referring to two men-one a prominent
Yakuza oyabun, the head of a Japanese underworld family; the other the most
influential unaligned politico with the reputation of making or breaking the
last eight prime ministers. "Your reputation as the latterday reformer is
formidable." The success of the prosecution of Akinaga's case was of
particular importance to Nicholas. Tetsuo Akinaga was the oyabun of Tokyo's
powerful and murderous Shikei clan. Yakuza, who proudly considered themselves
outsiders in Japanese society, preferred ironically fatalistic names of
theirclans. Shikei meant capital punishment. Akinaga had been a member of the
Kaisho's inner circle, a purported friend and disciple of Okami's, but in fact
his bitterest enemy. All of Okami's other enemies were gone, washed away in a
tide of blood. Only Tetsuo Akinaga remained. "I have an excellent and
dedicated staff," Tanaka Gin said. He Stood in the rain without the protection
of an umbrella. His sole concession to the weather was the lapel of his
iridescent green trench coat, which he had turned up to keep the water from
running down his back. "It was good of you to meet me at such short notice."
"I am as anxious as you are to discover the identity of the people involved in
the theft of the CyberNet secrets." Tanaka Gin used a key to open the patined
bronze door, in the process stripping off three lines of bright orange police
tape. warning! police crime scene! entry forbidden! they had printed on them
in kanji. He stepped inside and Nicholas followed. Nicholas found himself in
an astonishing replica of a colonial-Saigon villa. Aqueous light, tinged by
neon, seeped in through the jalousied windows. The smell of incense and star
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anise wafted in the air. But something hanging like the web of a giant spider
made Nicholas start involuntarily. Tanaka gui closed the door behind
Nicholas. "Let us be frank, Linnear-san. I have agreed to help your
investigation because Tanzan Nangi asked it of me. He is a man for whom I have
great respect." He went to a long side table, turned on two bronze lamps. "As
it happens, I have much on my plate. I am investigating the murder of a German
businessman, Rodney Kurtz, and the subsequent hit-and-run death of his wife,
Giai, a Vietnamese national." He spread his hands. "This is where Mr. Kurtz
was killed." Nicholas nodded. "As long as we are being frank, Prosecutor,
allow me to say that I never asked for your help and, in fact, prefer to work
alone." "That is a dangerous occupation in Tokyo. Officially, I would not
advise it." "And unofficially?" Tanaka Gin smiled. "I know something about
you, Linnear-san. Nangi-san speaks of you in the manner one would talk about
his progeny. This I take as significant." He paused a beat. "I am willing to
offer you assistance as you need it. But it would be ... unfortunate if your
investigation caused me or my office any embarrassment" "I take your point,
Prosecutor. And I appreciate the advice." Nicholas could sense Tanaka Gin,
behind his halflowered lids, sizing him up. "Yes, I believe you do." Nicholas
watched Tanaka Gin using a pocket flashlight with a powerful beam to
illuminate the walls one by one. It lingered on a section speckled with what
could be dried blood. "Do you wish me to leave, Prosecutor?" With the beam
still full on the blood spots Tanaka Gin said, "I believe you knew the
deceased, Linnear-san." So this was what he meant, Nicholas thought. I know
something about you. "I met him perhaps once or twice. I did not know him."
Now Tanaka Gin turned on his heel and his hooded eyes fixed Nicholas. "No? But
he was a partner in the Trans- Rim CyberNet." Damn Kanda Torin and his
overweening desire to get the CyberNet on-line, Nicholas thought. This
prosecutor knows more about the partnership deal than I do. "If he was, it
comes as news to me," Nicholas said. "If you have done your homework,
Prosecutor, you know that I was not involved in the TransRim partnership
itself." Tanaka Gin's eyebrows raised slightly. "Can this be possible? Your
own American computer techs developed the CyberNet technology. How is it
possible you have been kept out of the loop?" Ask Torin, Nicholas thought. To
Tanaka Gin, he said, "Nangi-san made that decision while I was otherwise
occupied overseas. As I understand it, the business climate dictated we get
the CyberNet on-line as quickly as possible. Since Sato itself was unable to
raise that much capital so quickly, Nangi-san decided to turn to outside
partners. I think it was a good idea. Right now the keiretsu can ill afford to
take on the onerous debt the TransRim start-up costs would impose." Tanaka Gin
made no reply, but walked toward the wall. "I wonder whether it was here,
near the bar. In any case, some wicked blade-nothing our people have ever seen
before-pierced his flesh, not once, but many times. Over and over." "A
slasher." Without turning around Tanaka Gin slipped a couple of photos out of
his breast pocket, handed them to Nicholas. They were of Rodney Kurtz's
corpse in situ, Nicholas saw by the light of one of the bronze lamps.
Close-ups of his face, neck, and shoulders. "Where did you find the body?"
"Not here in the house. He had been dumped near Tsukiji." Tanaka Gin meant
Tokyo's enormous fish market. The light, brighter now with Tanaka Gin's
proximity, wavered slightly. "Arcane weapons, I believe, are a specialty of
yours, Linnear-san. Can you tell me what kind of weapon the murderer used, a
spike or-" "Not from these photos. This body is too ripped up to make a guess.
But if you'd keep your people on the lookout for any new murders that fit this
pattern-" "Done," Tanaka Gin said, making a note on a slim pad. "Perhaps not
a slasher, then. There is a pattern carved into his forehead." Indeed, there
was. "A vertical crescent," Nicholas said, studying the photos in greater
detail. "Precisely." In one of them, Nicholas saw the beginning of a curious
dark blotch in the lower right corner of one photo, where Kurtz's chest began.
What could that be? Another wound? He looked up to see Tanaka Gin watching
him. A look of intense curiosity was on the prosecutor's face. "They say that
even at the point of death you could will yourself to show no emotion." Tanaka
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gui cocked his head to one side. "Is this true? I wonder." Nicholas handed
back the crime-scene photos. "Why would this concern you?" "It is you I am
dealing with now, Linnear-san. Before I do, a common ground must be struck."
Tanaka Gin made a gesture that might be construed to be conciliatory. "I think
you would agree all relationships work best this way." "All except those with
women." "So? I would have said especially with women."™ "I can see you are no
romantic, Prosecutor," Nicholas said, walking out of the lamplight into the
darkness to stand beside the other man. "Where love is concerned, not knowing

what is ahead is often most important.”" "Ah, I see the difficulty. You were
speaking of love and I was referring to sex." Tanaka Gin played the beam of
light slowly across the speckled wall. "Too often the two are not compatible.”

Nicholas took a. look around the room. "Gin-san, I wonder whether you would
allow me access to the rest of the house?" "As you wish. I have no objection.
The place has already been dusted for fingerprints and photographed." Nicholas
went off through the house. He looked through rooms filled with a mortal
silence, but in his inner mind he heard a screaming, an echo perhaps of the
pain that had existed in this house for some time. He opened his tan/ion eye,
on the lookout for anything out of the ordinary. Black fingerprint powder lay
everywhere like soot from a leaky furnace. He went through the dining room,
Kurtz's study, all the bedrooms. The marble master bathroom was ultraluxe. It
contained a shower, a Japanese cedar bathtub, and a fiberglass Jacuzzi. The
juxtaposition of the traditional and the modem was jarring. He sat down on
the edge of the Jacuzzi. Where it abutted the wall was an access panel for the
Jacuzzi plumbing. Something about the panel caught his eye. Bending over, he
examined one of the four screws that held it in place. Was that a scratch on
the plate near it? No. He unscrewed the screw, saw a human hair carefully
wrapped around the threads. Its end, sticking out slightly, had looked like a
scratch. There was no doubt in his mind that it had been deliberately set
there. Why? To let someone know if the plate had been tampered' with? He
unscrewed the plate, put it aside. Inside, he found an expensive,
hardened-steel combination wall safe. That explained the carefully wound hair.
He ran his fingertips around the door and discovered that it was unlocked. He
swung it open and peered inside. Empty. Ransacked by Rodney Kurtz's murderer?
It would seem so. And whoever it had been had been meticulous enough not to
disturb the hair and clever enough to have seen it. When he returned to the
living room, he found Tanaka Gin standing in exactly the same

position. Tanaka Gin said, "There were pubic hairs on the dining room table
and on Kurtz's desk. Curious, don't you think?" "Sex and death. A strong,
almost uncontrollable connection among certain people." Tanaka Gin turned.
"Certain people?" He nodded slowly, as if divining a hidden meaning to
Nicholas's words. "Can't you Jjust see the man as he held Kurtz while he drove
the blade in, quite deliberately, again and again. The man was passionate but
there was, I think, no red haze, no frenzy. It was all quite well thought
out." "Was this before or after he had Kurtz's wife in the dining room and
Kurtz's office?" Tanaka Gin appeared to be doing no more than counting the
blood spots. He took a deep breath. "That depends, doesn't it?" "On what?"
"Whether or not she was involved in the murder." His eyes slid sideways to
gather Nicholas into their web. "Witnesses to Giai Kurtz's death say that she
was with a mana Westerner. After the black Mercedes hit her he took off after
it and no one saw him again." It was at this moment that Nicholas realized
just how good a detective this man was. "You're certain it was a Mercedes?"
"Absolutely. We found it early this morning at a building site in Shibuya,
abandoned and burned to a cinder." He snapped off the light. "By the way, the
medical examiner has determined that Kurtz was murdered ten to twelve hours
before the wife was struck by the Mercedes." "Do you think she was
deliberately killed?" "Hit-and-runs are not routine in this city. But perhaps
this one was different." Tanaka Gin shrugged, his thin frame outlined like a
charcoal sketch by the lamplight. "This is my working hypothesis, anyway." In
the dimness, the two men stood shoulder to shoulder, breathing in the scents
of sex and death. "Tell me, Linnear-san, what does the image of vertical
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crescent mean to you?" Nicholas hesitated. He had seen that symbol before. It
was ngoh-meih-yuht, a phrase in an obscure Chinese dialect that meant "the
crescent moon." It was the Gin, the Two- Edged Sword, the initiation symbol
into a cult of myth and magic. It was part of a Vietnamese Nung tribe tattoo
he had seen on the Messulethe, Do Duc Fujiro, the man who had tried to murder
Mikio Okami. The Messulethe were terrifying psycho-magicians; so ancient
legend had it, they were descended from the Cycladeans and the Titans. It was
even rumored that their magic had been the precursor to Tau-tau. But Okami
was not a part of this investigation and Nicholas did not want him involved in
any way. Also, he had killed Do Duc on Japanese soil and he did not want that
incident investigated. He said, "I don't know." "This man who destroyed the
Kurtzes, I think, is exceptionally dangerous." Tanaka Gin's head swung around,
his eyes glittering in the low lamplight "Would you tell me if it did mean
anything to you?" He was an excellent interrogator, as well, Nicholas thought.
"Of course. I have nothing to hide."™ But he could not shake the terrible
sensation that had hit him like the stink of a charnel house the moment he had
stepped through the Kurtzes' front door that another Messulethe had been
loosed. He was very close to the blood-spattered wall and he felt himself
sinking down, inward toward kokoro almost despite himself. Something dark and
inexplicable seemed to be calling to him like echoes beneath a deep-water
lake. "Interesting. I would imagine a man who is sworn to protect the Kaisho
would have much to keep secret" Tanaka Gin shrugged. "But perhaps I am
mistaken. After all, what can I, a civil servant, know of such things?"
Nicholas felt a kind of schizophrenia come over him. Part of his mind reacted,
dismayed that Tanaka Gin knew something of his relationship with Mikio Okami.
That could prove dangerous. But part of him was already adrift from the bonds
of time and space. He had put the fiat of his hand against the wall. The
fingers, barely curled so their ends made contact, acted like a fiber-optic
cable, transmitting data. The world had canted over on its side, diminishing
in Akshara as if he were flying away from a spit of land. Time dissolved tike
a lozenge in the mouth, and he was back in this room as it had been the day
before. Tanaka Gin was right in at least part of his hypothesis. "He" was
here," Nicholas whispered. Tanaka Gin's torso swayed forward as if drawn by
the suck of time collapsing in upon itself. "Who? Who was here with Giai
Kurtz? Her husband?" "At first, yes. Then, later ..." Tanaka Gin was
breathless. He had heard of Nicholas Linnear's arcane powers, but he had been
loathe to believe the stories. However, looking at Nicholas's drawn face, he
knew this was no illusionist, no rigged freak-show exhibit. Whatever was
happening was real, and he thought, there is real hope here for me. "Yes, what
happened later?" "Kurtz was murdered here." "In this house, you mean." "Right
here." Nicholas moved his hand over the wall. His face seemed even more
twisted, deformed, .as if it were being illuminated from below. "Someone else.
Some . . ." Abruptly, he shuddered. He was quite white. "Linnear-san are you
all right? What is it you saw?" "I..." "Who was with Giai Kurtz?" "The same
person who murdered her husband." Tanaka Gin emitted the smallest sigh. "Did
you see him?" There it was again, that familiar static in his mind that .he
associated with Mick Leonforte and with-what?-a feeling or sensation like a
host of insects crawling inside him, tiny pincers clipping his flesh. Perhaps
dark presentiment described it best. But he could not say any of this to
Tanaka Gin. "I saw ... something." "What was it, a shadow?" He is still not
himself, Tanaka Gin thought. What had happened to him? "Linnear-san, you must
tell me everything." Nicholas stared at the prosecutor for a long time, but
his eyes were oddly focused, as if he saw something inside Tanaka Gin's body.
Outside, cars hissed by and trucks making nighttime deliveries ground their
gears and passed on to unknown destinations. "You can trust me, Linnear-san.
This I swear to you." Nicholas nodded, a spastic jolt of his head. "Tell me
what your Tau-tau revealed to you. We will come to an understanding, you and
I, because I think we can help one another." Nicholas was staring out the
jalousied window where lights sparked and danced on the river. "How can I help
you?" Tanaka Gin lifted his arm. "Shall we sit down a moment?" They sat on a
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rattan sofa, while the light from the Golden Turd across the Sumida filtered

through the jalousies. But almost at once, Nicholas jumped up. "This is a
violent place, filled with hatred and rage." "So I've heard. There are rumors
that Mr. Kurtz beat his wife." "Did she ever file charges?" "No. But

unfortunately that is the norm in pattern physical-abuse cases." Nicholas,
silhouetted by the lights, seemed all alone and a little bit lost. Tanaka Gin
could understand just how he felt. It had only been a month since Ushiba's
death. Friendship such as theirs had been should not be so abruptly severed.
He was still trying to recover. "I want to trust you," Nicholas said. "Now is
a time when I must trust someone." "About Kurtz. There's something about the
body I haven't told you." Tanaka Gin's steady gaze regarded Nicholas with
equanimity. "Some of his organs were missingheart, pancreas, liver." So that
explained the dark smudge at the bottom of one of the photos, Nicholas
thought. It had been part of the hole through which the organs had been
removed. "They had been excised with surgical precision, the medical examiner
assured me. The vertical crescent, the missing organs, do these mean anything
to you?" They did. Dominic Goldoni's heart had been taken from him when the
Messulethe killed him, but Nicholas was not going to tell Tanaka Gin about
that. "No, but I'm willing to do some research." "That would undoubtedly be
helpful." Nicholas wondered how much irony to read into that comment. Again,
he had the impression that the prosecutor knew more than he was letting on.
But he had not time to dwell on this because he was trying to work out
something significant. And physically shocked as he was, he knew he needed to
solve this problem to clear his head, to try to forget what he had seen while
he had been in contact with the death wall. It was like a new wound, pulsing
in the center of his mind. We will come to an understanding, you and I,
because I think we can help one another. That was what Tanaka Gin had said,
and Nicholas could see his point this was no ordinary murderer and the
prosecutor's instincts had told him so. Obviously, he knew something about
Tau-tau, knew some potent stimulus left at what he believed to be the murder
site might bring on the psychic dislocation of time and space that allowed
Nicholas to "see" what had happened here. That was why he had asked Nicholas
to meet him here at the Kurtzes' instead of at his office, which would have
been standard operating procedure. He must be desperate for my help, Nicholas
thought. The two men were silent for some time, Nicholas because he was
working out the vectors of this new situation, the prosecutor because he
wanted to give Nicholas time to recover his inner equilibrium. At length,
Tanaka Gin stirred. "When I arrested the oyabun Tetsuo Akinaga, I did so in
public. He lost a great deal of face.. Perhaps that was a tactical mistake on
my part. Akinaga-san is a formidable enough foe without enraging him. But I
was very angry myself because, in a way, he caused the death of an honorable
man and a good friend." Tanaka Gin looked away, at the wall and its tiny
constellations of blood spots. "In any event, he warned me, "There are
mechanisms in place within your own department that will lead to your
destruction.' Those were his words exactly. I have not forgotten them nor the

look in his eyes." "Bluster from a man trying to regain some face." Tanaka Gin
inclined his head. "My thoughts also, Linnear-san. Except that Akira Chosa,
another of the Yakuza oyabun, told me much the same thing. 'If it's corruption

you're after, look to your own department,' he said. As you have said, I have
developed some small repute as a reformer. Understandably, this has alienated
me from more people than you would imagine. Also, it has spawned some powerful
enemies in highly unexpected places," Tanaka Gin cleared his throat "Someone
is hindering my case against Akinaga and I cannot tell who it is."™ "You think
I can?" At last it was becoming clear: Gin's acquiescing to Nangi's request,
allowing Nicholas the run of a murder crime scene, his deliberately leaving
provocative clues in situ. Here was Gin's need, spread out on the table. "I
know it, Linnear-san." Tanaka Gin's eyes glittered. "It is the Tau-tau. How
you were able to see-the violence here, the rage inside the marriage."
"Perhaps there was that between Rodney and Giai Kurtz, but what I see, what I
feel here, is far stronger. It is from someone else." "The murderer,
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Linnear-san!" "Yes, perhaps." Tanaka Gin, his eyes alight, leaned forward.
"You saw him, didn't you? Tell me who he is."™ "I don't know. I can scarcely
believe what I..." Nicholas had to start all over again, but his voice was now
a harsh whisper as the psychic wound that had been opened at the death wall
regathered its force. "Gin-san, I reached out with Tau-tau, with my mind to
see who murdered Rodney Kurtz and perhaps Giai Kurtz as well ... and it was
like looking into a dark mirror." He pressed his fingertips to his temple. "I
saw myself." Experiment in Terror The man who sees two or three generations
is like one who sits in the conjuror's booth at a fair, and sees the same
tricks two or three times. They are meant to be seen only once. -Schopenhauer
Ozone Park, N. Y. Spring 1961 For as long as he could remember, Mick
Leonforte had had the same dream. He was a young man-not the boy he had been
when he first started having the dream-and he looked nothing like the darkly
handsome Mediterranean-blooded person he saw in the mirror every morning. He
was blond and blue eyed, smartly dressed in white-always white-and he was a
long way from his family apartment on 10lst Avenue and Eighty-seventh Street
in the Ozone Park area of Queens. Exactly where he was he could not say.
Maybe it was Florida or Europe or something because there were palm trees and
cool trade winds and sunlight sparkling off a green ocean studded with luxury
yvachts. But maybe it wasn't Florida after all because everyone was speaking a
foreign language, not Italian, not English, even him. Anyway, come to think of
it, he'd been to Florida once with his father and his brother, Caesare, and
this wasn't it. For sure, it was someplace exotic and he was with someone
heavenly, a girl tall and lean with long brown limbs so shapely you didn't
want to take your eyes off them, and blond hair tied back off her oval face in
a French braid and green eyes cool and deep as that ocean. She was sitting
next to him on the buffed tan leather of the gold and black Stutz Bearcat's
seats, and her tan knees were visible below the hem of the silk skirt she'd
had to hike up to get into the car. She was smiling at him while a few wisps
of hair by her ear fluttered against her cheek. The sight of those knees and
just an inch or two of thigh above was enough to give him heart
palpitations. "Michael," she said into the wind. "Michael." She always called
him Michael, never Mick, and he loved her for it. But then he adored
everything about her, so much so that the feeling was like an ache in his
heart, as if she were part of him, inside nun, privy to all his thoughts, all
his secrets. All the darkness. And still she loved him. He felt lighter than
air, as if he could scale the white clouds painted on the sky like
cartoons. In the dream, he drove her in his Stutz Bearcat along a road that
wound through dark green cypresses that rose thin as pencils out of a white
cliff that hung at the water's edge. Every so often they'd pass a house,
bright with a tomatocolored tiled roof, its stucco walls white and pristine as
milk. The feeling of freedom was like a drug in his veins. It pulsed like a
tropical moon over water, shivering his spine. He reached out to touch her
and she grabbed his hand, engulfing his fingertips with her ripe red
lips. Then they were on a slate dance floor at an open-air nightclub that
hung high above the ocean on a cantilevered terrace, lined with heavily
scented roses. A band in tuxedos was playing "Moonlight Becomes You," and the
girl was in his arms, warm and syrupy, as if she were made of honey. Her eyes
held his and in them he could see reflected the line of Chinese lanterns
strung diagonally across the dance floor, tiny saintly auras through which
they passed, one by one, as they danced. What he particularly loved was that
the band was playing just for them. There was no one else in the nightclub and
no one else would come. This was his place, and tonight, he did not want to be
disturbed. As if reading his mind, the band segued into "Moonlight Serenade"
and he drew the girl closer to him so that he felt her hard body from breasts
to knees, felt her like an electric current as her thigh slipped between his,
felt himself getting hard, not just his penis, but his entire body-his mind,
as well, until she was all he could think of, even the band and the Chinese
lanterns and the ocean fading into a pale distance, leaving him there with
her, united. He could recall with an almost suprareal clarity the first time
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he had had this dream. Upon waking, he lay staring up at the ceiling with
blind eyes, watching the play of light thrown off by the Chinese lanterns,
strains of "Moonlight Serenade"™ still in his ears, the ineffably exquisite
feel of her resilient thigh rubbing his crotch to unbearable smoothness like a
sculptor's cloth. Then a sharp rap on his door dissolved the dream's last
residue, and he turned his head as the door of his bedroom opened inward and
his sister, Jaqui, poked her head in. "Time to get up, Michael." That moment
was, for bun, frozen in time, as with an immense erotic charge and a superhot
gush of mortification he realized that she was the girl in his dream. Michael
Leonforte's grandfather, for whom his older brother, Caesare, had been named,
had emigrated to the New World in 1910. He had lived in an area of East New
York called the 0ld Mill. It was a Sicilian ghetto at the bottom of Crescent
Street at Jamaica Bay known familiarly by the younger generation as the Hole
on account of the fact that its streets were twenty to thirty feet lower than
any other in Brooklyn, or anywhere else in the five boroughs of New York, for
that matter. At the turn of the century, the city fathers had declared all
streets had to be a certain height above river level and they raised those
found wanting. All except those in the Hole. No one knew exactly why. Perhaps
there were too many existing houses there already or, more likely, because it
was a ghetto and no one gave a shit. 1In the early days, Mick's grandfather
raised goats, selling their milk and their flesh to his fellow immigrants.
Soon, though, he graduated to protection, which was far more lucrative. He
also emigrated for the second time-out of the Hole and into a spacious
third-story apartment in a brownbrick building on 10lst Avenue and
Eighty-seventh Street in Ozone Park, an area of Queens within which Sicilians
and Neapolitans resided as uneasy neighbors. Even in those days, moving from
East New York to Ozone Park was not an easy thing. Both areas were populated
by hooligans, wiseguys, toughs, and just plain crazy button men in training.
East New York was dominatedand always had been, it seemed-by the F&R, the
Fulton- Rockaway Gang. They owned the turf bounded by Rockaway Avenue and
Fulton Street, south of Atlantic Avenue. In Ozone Park, the Saints held sway,
a newer but no less savage group of young men and pimply teens that had been
born in the 1950s. Not to be outdone by their older enemies, the Saints even
boasted a six-man suicide squad-point men in any turf rumbles. These certified
madmen rode Cross Bay Boulevard in a prized Ford, full-panel, low pickup truck
and were armed at all times with tire chains, handguns, and a variety of
unpleasant-looking knives. It was in this highly charged atmosphere that Mick
grew up. Every time you went out into the street you had it in mind to defend
yourself. But if outside life was violently confrontational, his family life
was no less so. As the younger of the two brothers-he was also younger than
his sister, but in the family scheme of things she didn't counthe was
constantly tormented by thoughts of his father, John. 1In those days, no one
spoke about Johnny Leonforte, not Johnny's older brother, Alphonse, not
Johnny's own father, Grandfather Caesare, for whom Mick's older brother had
been named. What had happened to Johnny Leonforte? No one would speak of it.
If he was dead, his children had not been told; if he was alive, he had never
contacted them. To be sure, there were rumors in the neighborhood of
humiliation and disgrace of such magnitude that it had broken Grandfather
Caesare's spirit. Some said the Leonfortes were never the same again. But if
anyone knew the exact nature of the secret, they would not say. Mick did not
know what to believe, but Caesare, always the hothead, was constantly on
guard, ready to get bloody to defend his absent father's honor. The fact that
Mick would not join him, was in fact silent on the subject, only served to
further inflame him. Grandfather Caesare was slim and very tall, and he was
so smart it didn't matter that he lacked the usual Sicilian trait of physical
intimidation. Everyone was automatically terrified of him. As for Alphonse, he
was as big as a bear and just as tough. Many was the bruising fight he'd get
into just for the sheer pleasure of mauling another human being. Mick's older
brother, Caesare, wished for that ability, but all he got for it was a series
of bloody noses and, worse, Uncle Alphonse coming to his rescue. This constant
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humiliation he took out on Mick, who seemed to lack all the skills at petty
perfidy that Caesare possessed in spades. Caesare, having been named after
his beloved grandfather, was the favorite, that was common knowledge inside
the household, and perhaps as things fell out, outside as well. Uncle Alphonse
had a strap hanging on the inside of the door to the bathroom that he used on
Mick and Caesare with liberal and gleeful intent, recalling, perhaps, the
beatings his father had inflicted on him in the "backhouse," as the outhouse
was called. In this situation, Mick had two choices: he could hew to the
traditional upbringing his odd family provided and continue to love his
father's memory as Caesare did, or he could rebel and hate his father for
abandoning the family. What it was inside Mick that caused him to choose the
latter path: it was impossible to say. But the fact was, by the time he was
fourteen, he was already inwardly estranged from a father he could not
remember and was immutably bonded to his grandfather. 01ld Caesare, in his
ubiquitous black suit and fedora, looked like a Sicilian crow on a fence rail.
His black eyes, ringed by squint lines, peered out from the penumbra of the
fedora's brim with a startling clarity. He had these enormous square hands
that invited attention. He would sit at the kitchen table, a water glass of
valpolicella in front of him, smoking cigarettes, which he placed between the
pinky and ring finger of his right hand. Yellow with nicotine, this right hand
felt like a bear's paw when it gripped Mick, which was often. Grandfather
Caesare was animated when he spoke or lectured on topics that were dear to
him. He could come to an important point in his narrative, jam his cigarette
into his mouth, and clamp Mick's shoulder with a viselike grip whose terrible
intensity at first made Mick tremble. "You're a good boy," he would say.
"You're smart enough, but it's a different kind of smart. This work-the
biziness-it is not for you-unnerstand?" Mick would come to understand what the
old man meant, but all he got from his grandfather then was that he was loved
even though he was different. For the moment, that was enough, though it
wouldn't be for long. Mick's brother, Caesare, was a complete mystery to

him. Looking in Caesare's eyes, Mick could see a light that seemed not very
distant from the one he observed in red stars as he peered through the
telescope his grandfather bought him that year for Christmas. Each night he'd
throw the telescope over his shoulder and climb up to the roof, setting it up
on the black asphalt to peer through the bigcity light-haze into the
night-darkened sky. What he saw there fascinated him because in imagining
himself far, far away he could look down upon Earth and see continents other
than his own. He was also as far away as possible from Uncle Alphonse, who
was, 1in any case, increasingly away setting up his family in his new home base
of San Francisco. Every so often, up on the roof, as he was folding up his
telescope for the night, he'd hear a heavy car door slam, and looking over the
parapet, he'd see Grandfather Caesare walking across the courtyard, coming
home after being driven from a nighttime meeting at his office or perhaps at
the Fountainbleu Florists on Fulton and Pine streets, where a lot of
heavy-duty meets were set. Seeing the old man from above with his black fedora
and the spring still in his step after so many years gave Mick the sense of
continuity he'd never received from a father who was entirely absent. What
Mick liked best was to visit his grandfather at work. His office was above
the Mastimo Funeral Home on Conduit Avenue. Tony Mastimo was an old-time
funeral director with four daughters and no son to carry on the business. He
was old and tired when he sold out to Grandfather Caesare, but perhaps not as
old and tired as he made out to the world at large. Caesare made him an offer
he was smart enough to accept. Now he lived with his new wife in a small but
neat row house in Bay Ridge and played boccie when he wasn't taking her on
trips to Europe. It was a good deal for everyone involved. Within six months
of taking over, Grandfather Caesare had magically turned the funeral parlor
into a cash cow. Within a year, he had opened two other Mastimo Funeral Homes
in Queens, all of them instantly successful. Such was his charisma and his
repute. Grandfather Caesare's rise in Ozone Park was altogether meteoric, but
not without its rough spots. Jealousies quite naturally erupted both from
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those who were his rivals and from the family remnants of those who had been
displaced. Those latter were no longer around. Most had simply disappeared,
although it was true that several of the most vocal and openly antagonistic
had been found in the backseats of anonymous cars in the junkyards at the end
of Pennsylvania and Fountain avenues. To a man, they displayed a single bullet
hole through the backs of their heads, which was enough to subdue or at least
silence the rest of Grandfather's enemies. Grandfather liked three lumps of
sugar in his espresso and a generous dollop of anisette. This and many other
minuscule peculiarities Mick memorized instantaneously so that after school,
when he visited Grandfather at his place of business above the Mastimo Funeral
Home on Conduit Avenue, he could provide these services for the old man. Most
often Mick took the Green Bus Line, but sometimes in good weather he biked
over. Naturally, his brother, Caesare, scoffed at such servitude, since he
was already out on the street with a gun he knew how to fire, but Mick ignored
his brother. Unlike his older brother, who was eager to make his bones, daily
violent confrontation with the dangerously low IQ gavonnes of either Ozone
Park or East New York held no special interest for Mick. And when he was with
Grandfather while he was working, he could silently observe all that went on:
the capi who came to do business and to genuflect before the old man, the
friends who gathered at the round oak table to smoke hand-rolled cigars and
drink wine, clear spirits, and espresso, and to talk. He learned from his
grandfather the nuances of command, the necessity for humor and the darkness
of life. Gradually, he discerned something that fascinated him: his
grandfather had many acquaintances and, it seemed by the number who sat with
him, even more enemies, but almost no friends, or at least people in whom he
could confide with openness. "Friendship is a strange and unruly animal,”™ his
grandfather once said to him as he stirred the sugar into his espresso. "Like
a lame dog you take offa the street and nurse back to health who then bites
you onna hand, you must treat friendship with equal amounts of apprehension
and skepticism." They were alone in Grandfather's office, which when it didn't
smell of espresso and anisette and fear, smelled strongly of sickly sweet
embalming fluid. Outside, it was pissing down rain, the traffic along Conduit
hissing like serpents aroused from slumber. He took a long drag of his
cigarette and seized Mick's shoulder in his bone-crushing grip. The smoke, let
out in a soft sigh, closed one eye. "Me, I prefer the company of my enemies
and I'll tell you why. I know who they are and what they want from me." He
turned Mick around so that he could fix the teenager with his black eyes.
"Besides, the more time you spend with your enemies, the better you get to
know 'em." He smiled then, and it was as if Mick's whole universe expanded
exponentially. "But you, you smart dunce, you already know that, don't you?"
Grandfather then did an extraordinary thing. "Here, sit down nexta me," he
said. He pulled over a cup and poured espresso into it. He plopped in three
cubes of sugar, stirred it with a small spoon, then pushed it over in front of
Mick. "Drink up. It's timea you enjoyed a little of what you bring to me." It
was the first and only time that Grandfather Caesare in any way acknowledged
that he knew why Mick so often visited him at work. Mick's older brother,
Caesare, may have had no respect for Mick, but he was not above using him when
the need arose. Mick was not then so much the rebel that he could refuse his
brother, but somehow, he always ended up regretting his involvement. Take the
incident of the turquoise Fairlane. One day Caesare comes to Mick and he says,
"Hey, kid, I need ya t'do somethin' for me. It's easy, don't .worry. Even a
civilian like you can do it, no sweat." He put two sets of keys into Mick's
hand, one for a car. "I wancha to go inta Manhattan. There's this faggoty
blue Ford Fairlane parked ata meter on Tenth Avenue. By Fiftieth Street, okay?
All's you gotta do is get in an' drive it to this here address around the
corner from the Jamaica Avenue post office, right?" He told Mick an address.
"This other key'll open an apartment ona fourth floor. Piece of cake." He put
a twenty-dollar bill in Mick's hand. "There's twenty more when you deliver
both keys to the man'll be there, okay?" Mick nodded. "Right. Got that
driver's license I gotcha says you're eighteen?" Mick nodded again. "Fuck you
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waitin' for? Get goin'." This Mick did. Not that he didn't resent being spoken
to this way. Not that he didn't have misgivings about anything his brother
asked him to do. But family was family. The Fairlane-actually a beautiful
turquoise-was parked just as Caesare had said. The meter still had time on it
and it had a full tank of gas. It was some beautiful set of wheels, and Mick
spent a half hour admiring every line, every dazzling inch of chrome. At last,
he started her up and pulled out into traffic. Everything was fine until some
schmuck ran a red light at the big intersection at Thirty-fourth Street and
cut him off. He almost accordioned the front .end of the Fairlane, and
although he was able to keep the car from being scratched, he was royally
pissed off. The other guy, a civilian in a brown suit, was so shaken up he
shook his fist in fury at Mick. That was not the smartest thing for him to
have done because it got Mick even more pissed off. All the pent-up anger at
his father and his brother erupted out of him like a volcano blowing its top,
and he strode over to the other motorist, hauled him out through the open
window, and beat the back of his head against the chrome of his white Chevy
until blood started to run. Perhaps it was the sight of blood running, but he
suddenly came to his senses, and letting the motorist fall against the car, he
strode back to the Fairlane on rubbery legs, slammed it in gear, and roared
away. He arrived in Jamaica without further incident, passing by the grimy
stone facade of the post office on Jamaica Avenue. He parked across the
street from the apartment, locked the car, and went up the brownstone stoop
into a dim vestibule that smelled of garlic and rosemary. He took the stairs
two at a time, thinking about what he was going to do with his forty dollars,
and rapped on the appropriate door. When there was no answer> he used the
keys and let himself in. He was in a sparsely furnished one-bedroom that
smelled of old gym socks. An old Norge hummed in a linoleum-covered kitchen.
In the tiny bathroom, a tap dripped into a sink whose bottom was the same
color as the Fairlane. No one was home. Back in the living room, he went
around the brown tweed couch, glanced out the window at the Fairlane parked
beneath a Dutch elm tree, dusty with soot. He put the keys on the kitchen
table, which was covered with a faded patterned piece of oilcloth, and opening
the Norge, put some ice on the knuckles of his right hand, which were sore and
skinned from his altercation with the motorist on Thirty-fourth Street. He
wanted to leave but he also wanted his second twenty. Out in the living room,
the telephone began to ring. After a moment's inner debate, he went and
picked up the heavy black receiver. "Mick, that you?" said a familiar voice
in his ear. "Caesare?" "Fuck you do? I tol' you zackly what you had to do.
Fuck you do?" "Do?" Mick said, bewildered. "What did I do?" "Fuck do I know?
But I getta call from our man inna precinct, cops is after the man that drove
the Fairlane. Seems some insurance salesman called the police once he got to
the emergency room of Roosevelt Hospital, gave the cops the license plate
number ova Ford." "Jesus." "You tellin' me," Caesare said. "Look out onta the
street, kid, tell me whatcha see." Mick craned his neck. "Ah, fuck, a cop
car's what I see." "Yeah, you do, you little prick. An' you know what's inna
trunka that Fairlane? Ten poundsa pot an' the same of heroin." Great, Mick
thought. That fuckin' brother of mine. Now I'm in the same sackful of shit
he's in. "Fuck you doin' with that shit?" "Fuck you think I'm doin'? Makin' a
fuckin' living while you're playing busboy down by the funeral." "Grandpa says
drugs have no part of our biziness," Mick said, somewhat judiciously. "Listen
to the big shot," Caesare said, his voice dripping contempt. "Fuck you know
about the biziness, kid? Fuck all, is what. So you leave makin' the money to
me. Times is changin' but Grandpa he's still got one foot inna Hole. All due
respect to the old bird, but the world's passin' him by." If Caesare had been
in the same room with him instead of connected by voice through a telephone
cable, Mick was quite certain he would have wrung his neck or at least tried
to for that kind of remark. As it was, all 'he could muster was, "Fuck you."

"Hey, watch that fuckin' mouth, kid." Caesare chuckled. "Well, now you know
what's what, here's what you gotta do. You gotta get the shit outta the trunk
without the cops knowin'." "But Caesare-" "Just do it, kid," Caesare barked,
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"or I swear I'll come over there myself and beat you black-an'-blue." Mick
slammed down the receiver and stood with his hands jammed in the back pockets
of his trousers. He peered out the window. Fuckin' cops. They'd be sitting
there all night waiting for him to show. What the hell was he gonna do? The
light was fading. At six o'clock, he was still wondering how he was going to
get Caesare's stash when he saw the cop car take off. A couple of minutes
later, another one took its place. He sat up and paid careful attention.
Sure. He should have thought of it before: shift change. When was the next
one? He racked his brain for the information he had picked up on the street.
Four in the morning. He settled into the apartment, made himself some pasta
with tomato sauce, then got a couple of hours of sleep. He was up at one and
then three. After that, he couldn't fall back to sleep. Besides, there was no
time. He had to be in place when the shift changed. And he knew he had to be
lucky. If the four a.m. car arrived before this shift was up, he was

rucked. It didn't. At four on the nose, the cop car swung out of its spot,
cruised off down the street. As it turned the corner, heading up to Jamaica
Avenue, Mick was tearing across the street, key in hand. He fumbled at the
Fairlane's trunk lock, got it open. He filled his arms with Caesare's shit,
slammed the trunk shut, and hotfooted it out of there. It should have been
that Mick was happy to drop the shit into his brother's lap and Caesare pissed
at how he'd fucked up, but the funny thing was, it turned out just the
opposite. In fact, Mick was so scared by his brush with the cops, he was in a
towering rage when he came into the house. After a brief glance to make sure
they were untouched, Caesare put the packages aside and, grabbing Mick around

the shoulders, bent his head so he could kiss the top of it. "Kid, I gotta
admit I never thought I'd say it, but you're so okay you should come work for
me." "Hey, cut it out," Mick said, flailing his arms like a windmill. He stood

back from his brother, looked around to make sure their mother or Jaqui wasn't
in the wvicinity. Then he pointed a finger at his brother and, with heretofore
unknown storm clouds beetling his brow, said, "You sonuvabitch, if you ever
get me involved in your stinking drug runs again, I'll cut off your balls."
Instead of taking offense, Caesare laughed. Why wouldn't he? This was his
younger brother talking, a skinny kid who preferred hanging out with their
grandfather than making his bones on the street like every other male his age.
Who could take anything he said seriously? But Caesare did object to one
thing. "Keep your fuckin' voice down. Fuck'samatta wich you? Ya wanna
broadcast this alia way to the women?" Mick knew what Caesare really meant. He
didn't give a shit about the Leonforte women, who were, in any case,
nonentities as far as the biziness was concerned. He was terrified Grandfather
Caesare would get wind of what he was up to, and then, the favorite or not,
he'd really catch it. "I want my money," Mick said. "Sure, sure, kid."
Caesare drew out a roll of bills, which he carried just like the older made
men they saw around the neighborhood. He peeled off a bill. "Here's your
twenty." But Mick shook his head. "I deserve more than that." "Fuck for?"
"Hazardous duty, Caesare." Mick held out his hand. "I got your shit past the
cops. You owe me." Caesare looked hard into his younger brother's eyes and saw
he wasn't kidding. He also knew the kid was right and he laughed. "Fuck you. I
tol' you forty an' that's what you gettin'." Mick grinned at him. "I wonder
what Grandpa would say to all these drugs you're selling." "You know fuckin'
well what he'd say." Caesare's eyes squinted hard. "You little extortionist."
But he was grinning as he forked over another two twenties. "Here, fuckface,
don't spend it all in one place." "Eighty dollars," Grandfather Caesare said,
staring down at the four twenty-dollar bills Mick had laid on the round table
in his office. The place stank of formaldehyde, cigar smoke, and stale sweat.
Mick had watched for three hours while the old man negotiated with his allies
and enemies for pieces of turf that had been under dispute so long they were
known as a battle zone for the Saints and the Fulton- Rockaways to let off
steam. Now, with increased vigilance by the cops, that no longer seemed like
such a good idea. The settlement had been hammered out at last, but it hadn't
gone down well with all parties. The dark-faced Frank Vizzini of Bay Ridge,
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known as the Importer, and the sausagelike Tony Pentangeli of the Rockaways,
who controlled the truckers, both afraid of change and dissensions within
their families, were adamantly opposed to the plan. Paul Vario, who took a
piece of everything that went in and out of Kennedy Airport, was neutral, as
was Black Paul Mattaccino from Astoria, who, like Grandfather, controlled
segments of the insurance and fire protection industries, as well as the
Fulton Fish Market and the humongous importexport business owned by the
Venetian, don Enrico Goldoni. All of them were into the unions. That was one
pie big enough to go around the table. Grandfather's negotiating skills,
however, had won the day, along with the solid support he got from Gino
Scalfa, one of the dons from East New York, who looked like a puffer fish and
commanded a great deal of respect. He was one of the first dons Grandfather
had gone to see when he had moved out of the Hole. During the murderously
tense session, Mick had observed how his grandfather had cleverly preyed upon
the various dons' personalities in order to manipulate their

votes. Cataloging this skill more than compensated for his scurrying around
the table, serving men who didn't even know he existed. Now, at last, they
were all gone. "Openna window," Grandfather Caesare said. "It's close in
here." He sighed deeply as Mick let the fresh air in. "Makes me kinda sad," he
mused, almost to himself. "What does, Grandfather?" Mick asked as he poured
some anisette into a cordial glass and stuck it in front of the old

man. Caesare picked up the glass, watching how the light played off the
crystal and the liquor. He took a deep breath. "That's the smell that makes
it all worthwhile." He downed his anisette, sighed again. "Fix it inna you
mind, Mikey, because it's the most important smell in life, more important
even than the smell ova woman." He pursed his lips. "It'sa smell of fear and
it'sa good smell." He looked down at the twenties spread out in front of him.
"This money?" Mick, relieved that he hadn't been asked where he got the eighty
bucks, said in a rush, "I wanna invest it." "S'matta, you haven't gotta bank
account?" "Banks is for goofballs. I wanna invest it with you." Mick went to
pour him more anisette, but Grandfather waved him off. He rose, stretched,
then put on his hat. "C'mon, I wanna show you somethin'." Then he pointed to
the four bills. "Take that whicha," Grandfather liked to drive. He had a '59
emerald green Caddy that was kept in pristine condition for him. He had a
driver, of course, but truth to tell he preferred to drive. That was one of
the great things about America, he had always said. Driving. As he aged, he
had taken even more pleasure in driving that Caddy, and only Mick suspected
part of the reason he did was that he could still do it, and a skill like that
was becoming increasingly important to him. This evening, he took Mick west
about ten miles along the Belt Parkway down to Sheepshead Bay. In those days,
a couple of country clubs and a hotel, -the Golden Gate Inn, were down there
by the Belt Parkway right at the bay, catering to the ginzoes. They liked the
water. Who knows, maybe it reminded them of Italy. Grandfather parked the car
off the service road at the verge of where it got thick with overgrown weeds
and the ferocious, unlovely underbrush of the city, and they got out. The sun
was just going down. Seagulls were wheeling, calling to each other from out of
a sky the color of mother-of-pearl. Grandfather stared down at the water,
which, in taking on the color of the sky, had disappeared. "Beautiful, isn't
it?" Mick nodded. Grandfather pointed. "Know how many people I know about
inna bay tied to cement blocks? Twenty. And that's just me." He laughed, a dry
sound like the scraping of boots against a cement sidewalk. "You know, that
Gino Scalfa, you remember him, the fat one. He comes down here by himself
every evening, stares inna water. Why? It keeps him sharp, he says, because it
reminds him what happensa guys who get too greedy or too wise or too ambitious
too soon. An' he's right. That's our world." He sighed as he took the
twenties out of Mick's hand. "You know, whatchew asking me?" "I know." "Well."
The old man made quite a show of folding the bills and pocketing them. "Let
'em grow, Jjust like seeds, right?" He touched the brim of his fedora. "Not
only enemies out there inna water, you know. Friends, too. Some of 'em I even
miss." He turned to Mick and quite suddenly in a very low voice said in
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Italian, "Mikey, I'm gonna tell you the secret of Me, Not my life, but yours.
Don't wind up sounding like a mick. Educate yourself. Education is the key to
knowing yourself, and without that you'll be lost like all these penny-ante
hoodlums looking to make a name for themselves. Education is history and
history can teach us everything we need to know because in history all the
serious mistakes have already been made. A student of history is bound never
to repeat them, and let me tell you, not making mistakes is what it's all
about." Grandfather Caesare's enormous hands pumped up and down. "This is
America and it's a mistake to think of it like it's Sicily. It isn't, not even
the Hole, much as we wanted it to be. Now I see even the wanting was wrong."
He pushed his hands apart, palms up, and switched back to English. "I mean,
why'd we come here, anyway, to do the same things we were doing inna old
country? No. We came for opportunity, yeah. But we also came to change." He
winked at Mick. "Not too many paisans understand this, and inna end they're
the ones'll die like dogs with their faces inna pavement." Looking at the
milky stars through the lens of his telescope, Mick heard his grandfather's
voice. Educate yourself. There were the Big Dipper and Orion, the weaker
stars made smudgy by the city's glow. He wished his brother had heard
Grandfather. We came for opportunity, yeah. But we also came to change. Maybe
then Caesare wouldn't think Grandfather was over the hill. Then, again, maybe
not. Caesare had his own way of looking at the world-his own kind of
philosophy-that, like it or not, Mick had to admire. He didn't agree with it,
and he certainly didn't like his brother any more for it, but he was already
three steps ahead of the wiseguys and would-be wiseguys all around him.
Caesare was destined for great things, Mick knew, if he didn't the like a dog
with his face in the pavement. One night, a month or so after Grandfather had
taken him down to Sheepshead Bay, Mick was up on the roof of his building
staring at the stars. His eye ached with the strain of peering through the
city's light at the pristine sky above. He heard the door open behind him and
took his eye away from the telescope. Rubbing it to get some circulation back
into it, he saw a small figure emerge onto the tarred roof. "Jaqui?" "Hi,
Michael," she said. It was the .beginning of June, had been one of those
quintessential New York days that was as scorching as midsummer. Night had
brought only minimal respite. Mick stared at his sister, who was dressed in a
thin white cotton halter dress and sandals. Her shoulders and legs already

glowed with the inner light of summer. "How's it going?" "Okay," he said,
choking off the specter of his recurring dream. He pointed upward. "Just
stargazing." "I think it's great that you do that." "You do?" "Sure. You're
not on the streets with those bums." "I have no interest in bums," Mick said
brazenly. "Good for you." Jaqui, who had been named by her mother in atypical
Italian fashion after someone she had read about in Life magazine, did not
speak like anyone else in Ozone Park. She was studious and conscientious and,

in her quiet way, proud of both traits. It was rumored in the family-though
Mick had never heard it spoken of-that she might become a nun. Certainly, she
was a regular Mass-goer and often disappeared into the Sacred Heart of Santa
Maria Convent in Astoria. She was beautiful, it was true, with her wide-apart
green eyes and luscious lips, but what Mick loved most about her was that she
moved through Ozone Park as if it did not exist She was immune to the daily
violent altercations, the gangland turf wars, the guns and cigars in the
house, evenand perhaps most importantly-the closed doors behind which the men
met to discuss the biziness. At nineteen, she was absolutely untouched by the
savage world of the uneducated men, so different from thenmother, who, after
all, cooked for Grandfather Caesare and his cronies. In living by their rules,
their mother had in some way become like them. But Jaqui was as isolated from
them as the twinkling stars were from the streetlights of Ozone Park. In a
way, she was already in that place where Mick longed to be, on another
continent, unknown and far away. Somewhere, from some other rooftop or
perhaps an open window, Doris Day was singing "Love Me or Leave Me." Never
deceive me, Mick thought. There was a sentiment not well known in Ozone

Park. When Jaqui walked, it seemed to Mick as if she were dancing, and as she
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moved dreamily toward him, he could not help picturing a cantilevered terrace,
a tuxedoed band, a string of Chinese lanterns, elements resurrected from the
dream he'd had so many times it had the substance of reality. "Can I look?"
she asked. "Sure." He beckoned and she put her eye to the lens. "What you're
looking at is Orion. It's a constellation." Jaqui looked at him with her cool
green eyes and laughed. "I know that, dummy." But it was a gentle laugh, not
anything like Caesare's, which was like a cattle prod in his ribs. Then she
put her eye back at the telescope. "How many stars in Orion?" "Seven," he
said. "Two shoulders, see 'em? And then three dimmer ones, those're his belt.
And then, lower down, two more are his knees." "I can't find the belt." As he
bent over her, he smelled the clean citrusy odor of her hair, and he felt his
knees grow weak. Immediately, his cheeks burned with shame. How could he feel
this way about his sister? But it wasn't just a physical thing, it was more.
He knew that, and somehow the knowledge calmed him somewhat. She was like a
part of him that had broken off, a piece he had been searching for. He put
his hands on her soft shoulders, moved her just slightly. "There." "Yes. I see
them now. Oh, Michael, how beautiful." Of 'course it was so. Beautiful stars
as opposed to ugly Ozone Park. How he longed to be with her on that
cantilevered terrace on, a continent far, far away. His fingers moving over
her shoulders felt her skin raised in goose bumps, and her hair drifted onto
his knuckle. "Jaqui?" She took her eyes from the lens. "Yes, Michael?"
"Nothing." He looked away and swallowed hard. What was he going to say to her?
What madness had been about to escape his mouth? He put his hand up to his
forehead to see if it was still burning with blood. She clasped her hands
behind her back and smiled. "You know what I also think is great?" "What?"

"That you're sticking it out in school." She pursed her lips and shook her
head. "That brother of ours is going to flunk out. I just know it. He's more
interested in using a gun than in using his brain." "What brain?" It was easy

to make a joke at Caesare's expense when he wasn't around. Jaqui frowned. "He
isn't stupid, you know, not like the rest of those gavonnes he runs with.
They're like the gang that couldn't shoot straight. If they had half a brain
between them, they'd be dangerous." Mick laughed, delighting in her insight.

"Yeah, well, you know how Caesare is." "I sure do. Tough as a bull and twice
as stubborn. But inside that big bark of his lies a first-rate mind." She
sighed. "If only he'd take your lead for once and apply himself to learning."

"Caesare? Not a chance. He's too busy lapping up all the street has to give
him." Jaqui stood very close to him. Her breath smelled like the roses in his
dream, and for a dizzying moment it seemed to him as if they had been
magically transported inside his dream, that it was real and the rooftop in
Ozone Park was, in fact, the dream. Someone else's nightmare. "Michael, this
life makes me afraid. I'm not like Mom, just sitting still while all the
wildness, the death, swirls around me. I can't imagine myself waiting
patiently for a man to return home from that war. The fear, it's like
something sleeping in my bones, you know?-like a disease that I'm fated to
have but hasn't yet come to life." She shuddered and Mick could do nothing
else but hold her. Her head on his shoulder was almost more than he ~ could
bear. "I want out, Michael," she whispered in his ear, "so badly it's a taste
in my mouth." She pushed away from him so her beautiful green eyes could meet
his. "It's crazy, 1isn't it, what I just said?" Tell her, stupid, a terrifying
voice inside him begged. If there ever was a time, this it is. Tell her
everything. But all he said was, "Not at all. I understand." "You do? Really
and truly?" It was one of her favorite phrases. Where she had picked it up, he
had no idea. "Really and truly." Her smile was radiant as she hugged him to
her. "Oh, Michael, thank God there's someone in the family I can talk to." Now
he understood the dilemma that bound them together as closely as did his
recurring dream. I'm not like Mom. The men were off limits to her, and their
mother was too traditional to understand the radical thoughts in Jaqui's head.
But he understood, better than she would ever know. "You can always talk to
me," he said, "about anything." "You're not like any of them." She sat on the
parapet, ran a hand through her hair, and the lights of the city were
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reflected in her eyes. "No wonder you come up here every night. It's so far
away from everything down there. All the evil energy, the stupid violence."
She looked up at him, the naked, innocent look in her eyes stabbing at his
stomach. "Why are men so violent, Michael? It's a question I ask myself over
and over." "I don't know. Maybe it's in the genes, you know, a territorial
thing, like in the old days protecting the family." He had caught her
interest. "War is in men's blood, is that what you mean?" "Yeah, kinda. They
can't help it." "But you're not like that." "Maybe I got a genetic
deficiency," he joked. They laughed together and he felt them drawing even
closer, the dream and reality overlapping, exchanging places, reality and
unreality fusing with the intoxicating scent of roses. Then she shivered.
"This discussion sounds eerily like a part of Friedrich Nietzsche's
philosophy. Have you heard of him?" "No." "He was a nineteenth-century German
philosopher whose theories on the nature of man were expropriated and maybe
even distorted by the Nazis. They used him to, in part, justify their aims of
ethnic cleansing. He was all for the primitive man-who lived in the tropics
and the primeval forests of the soul. Nietzsche had only contempt for those
men who dwelled in the temperate zones, whose morality was, in his mind at
least, timidity." "In other words, he believed that war lived in men's blood
and souls." Jaqui nodded. "I'd say so. And he'd also say that the most warlike
men, like, for instance, Napoleon and Cesare Borgia, were misunderstood.
Nietzsche believed that these men were condemned by moralists looking for
evil, but in fact, Napoleon and Borgia were merely acting out the true nature
of man." Mick found this ideology irresistible since it at once made clear to
him two points of view he had up to now found irreconcilable. Grandfather had
said that education was the key to success because it showed you who you were,
and Mick believed him. But what about Caesare? He was largely self-educated,
having terrorized the local school into submission. He came and went there of
his own volition. And yet, in his own despicable way, he was already
successful. He had a fully formed outlook on life, an inner perspective, and
now in Nietzschean terms, Mick could understand his success without education.
He lived in the tropics, the primeval forests of the soul. He was like
Napoleon and his namesake, Cesare Borgia. At that moment, he heard the slam
of a heavy car door and he looked over the parapet on which Jaqui was

sitting. She turned to look down also, and they both saw Grandfather Caesare
walking across the courtyard as his driver took the Caddy to the parking spot
across the street that, by common consent, was always left vacant for

it. Mick was about to call out to the old man when he heard a sound. It might
have been a voice, harsh and piercing in the night. It might have said,
"Caesare Leonforte!" The old man must have heard it as well because he halted,
turning back toward the street. And that was when Mick saw the two shadows
stride into the courtyard. At the same instant he yelled a warning, they
opened fire. Bright yellow flames leaped from the muzzles of their handguns,
and a great booming echoed off the stone facade of the courtyard. Blood
spurted from the old man's chest and head as he was thrown backward. Jaqui
put her hand to her mouth and screamed. Mick had the presence of mind to pull
her down from the parapet where she could be seen by the assassins. He
crouched down with her, feeling the involuntary tremors rippling through her.
Her green eyes were wide and staring, and she was biting on a knuckle in order
not to scream again. A tiny rivulet of blood trickled between her fingers, and
when Mick pulled her hand, away, he saw the series of small crescent marks her
teeth had made as they punctured her skin. He felt her trying to stand up and
he kept a tight hold on her. She opened her mouth to protest, but he put a
hand across her lips, shook his head, making a gun out of his forefinger and
thumb so she would get the idea that they were in danger unless they remained
hidden. A voice began to wail from an open window fronting the courtyard.
Voices began to shout. Mick stood up, peered over the parapet. The courtyard
was alive with people, but of course the assassins were nowhere in sight. Mick
let go of his sister, ran to the side of the building facing 10lst Avenue. He
saw a dark-colored Cougar pulling out, heading very fast toward the light at
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Eighty-eighth Street. It was going to run the light, which had just turned
red, but at almost the last instant the driver saw the cop car nosing up the
side street and screeched to a halt. Mick ran for his telescope, lugged it
back to his vantage spot. Swinging the barrel over and down, he peered through
the lens at the back of the dark-colored Cougar. The cop car had turned on its
siren and flashing tights, headed directly for his house. He just had time to
make out the license plate number of the Cougar when the driver threw it in
gear and hot-rodded down the avenue as the light hit green. "Did you see
anything?" Jaqui said, her eyes wide. "The police are here. Can you help
them?" Mick, thinking of how she had said he wasn't tike all the other males
in Ozone Park, said, "There's wasn't anything to see." He could see the
disappointment in her eyes. "Really and truly?" "Really and truly." He folded
down the telescope, put his arm around her. "Let's go downstairs." They came
out into the courtyard, having first deposited the telescope in the apartment.
Sadly, it was an all too typical scene for Ozone Park. Women were weeping. The
cops had already cordoned off the body and were interviewing everyone for
potential witnesses. Caesare, in a rage of frustration and fear, was shouting
at the cops. John was gone and Alphonse was three thousand miles away in San
Francisco. Jaqui went immediately to their mother, who was sobbing in the arms
of several other women. Mick moved through the crowd until he was at the
closest perimeter. His grandfather lay facedown in the courtyard in a pool of
blood and brains and feces. It was a more horrifying sight than he could ever
have imagined, and he stared fixedly at it, drinking in the horror as if for
fortification. Slowly, he began to tremble. Behind him, in ones and twos,
the people dispersed as they were let go by the police. Caesare, vowing
revenge, had stormed off. Mick's mother, half-fainting with shock, had been
led into the house, and now Mick and Jaqui, having endured the cops'
indifferent questions, stood together as police photographers took flash
photos of the crime scene. Soon enough, the coroner arrived. "You don't have
to stay for this," Mick said quietly. Jaqui took his hand, squeezing her
fingers between his. "Yes, I do." And there they stood, in the stone
courtyard. No band was playing, and instead of the glow of Chinese lanterns
the night was filled with the harsh light of flashbulbs popping. And with the
stench of death instead of the attar of roses in his nostrils, Mick was left
with his grandfather's ironically prophetic words: And inna end they're the

ones'll die like dogs with their faces inna pavement. "You want what?" "I
told you, Caesare, a trace of this license plate number." Caesare Leonforte
squinted at his younger brother. "You're a cute kid, ya know that, but I got

no time for you now. I'm tryin'ta run down every fuck inna Fulton- Rockaways.
I don't know who to whack first, the Vizzinis or the Pentangelis. Not to
mention I'm not too sure where this young don, Dominic Mattaccino, stands.
Y'know, with his father, Black Paul Mattaccino, to this day no one knows how
he died. Then the widow takes up with Enrico Goldoni, it's not even a year
since Black Paul kicked the bucket. And her brat Dominic takes over, thinks
his shit don't stink. Maybe he ain't even Black Paul's son." Caesare threw up
his hands. "An" what's Goldoni anyway, a fuckin' Venetian, for Christ's sake,
that's maybe not even Italian." The hands spun like pinwheels. "What the
fuck's he know from la famiglia, uh? Grandpa might've trusted him, but not me.
This is fuckin' war. I got suspects comin' outta my ears, an' now this." The
two brothers, along with perhaps a dozen of Caesare's cronies, button men and
minor family heads, were in Grandfather's office above the Mastimo Funeral
Home. Despite the clamor and grim tension, it seemed cold and lonely, and Mick
was just now realizing how much Grandfather Caesare's presence filled it

up. "I know that." "Okay, you wanna be useful," Caesare said, "gimme an
espresso." "But I need this. It's very important. I think these wiseguys stole
my telescope off the roof, the telescope Grandpa gave me." Caesare tore at his
hair. "Stolen telescopes? Madonna, Richie, whattam I gonna do with this kid?"
"Whyint I make the fuckin' call?" Richie said. "Get'em off our backs." Caesare
snapped his fingers. "Go on. Fuck not?" An hour later, the call back came from
one of the Leonfortes' contacts at the 106th Precinct. Richie, the receiver
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held between his shoulder and ear, scribbled frantically on a scratch pad.
"Yeah, yeah, got it. Thanks." He cradled the receiver, ripped off the sheet,
gave it to Mick. "Here, kid, don't get inta no trouble wid dis or your brudda
will kill da bothuv us." "Thanks," Mick said, pocketing the paper. Outside on
the street, the late-afternoon sun was shining and a small breeze was ruffling
the leaves on the elms and plane trees. Cars whooshed by on Conduit Avenue,
and a bus spewed diesel fumes into the air. Mick took a look around his world
and found that it all looked different. There was a sheen, no, more like an
aura, like the halo around a saint's head, over everything. The outlines of
buildings and people came to him with the superreal crispness of things seen
through the lens of his telescope. Colors were so vivid they almost made his
eyes water. He would have slipped on his sunglasses, but the sensation felt
too good. Back home, he went into his brother's bedroom and, reaching into
the back of the closet, pushed aside the neat stack of winter clothes. Behind
that, he took down an olivecolored metal ammo case from World War II. He had
been with Caesare when he had bought it at a war-surplus store and, curious as
to why his brother would want such a useless item, had spied on him as Caesare
had filled it and had carefully hidden it away. Now he brought it over to the
bed and opened it. Inside, wrapped in oilskin, was a .45-caliber handgun and
rounds of ammunition. Mick took out the gun, hefting it in his hand. He
loaded it as he had seen his brother do many times, slipped extra ammo into
his trousers' pocket, and replaced the ammo case inside the closet. Before he
left the apartment, he took a wire coat hanger out of his own closet and
slipped his mother's long-bladed paring knife into the waistband of his
trousers at the small of his back. Only then did he open the slip of paper on
which Richie had written the name and address of the person who owned the
dark-colored Cougar he had seen racing away- from the scene of his
grandfather's murder. A name he did not know, an address in East New York. But
they meant everything to him now, because he realized that the moment his
grandfather had been killed his whole life had changed. Standing there with
Jaqui in the bloody courtyard, he had felt it, intangibles swinging on an
invisible axis, canting the worldhis world-over on its side. Nothing would
ever be the same again. He did not know why, but he knew it was so. He walked
more than a mile from his apartment before he stole the car. He broke in using
the wire hanger and hot-wired it without any trouble. Then he set off for East
New York. He pulled up across the street from the address, nosing into a
parking spot. He did not see the dark-colored Cougar anywhere around, so he
got out, scouted around to get the lay of the land. Then he returned to the
stolen car and sat back, folded his arms across his chest, and waited. Into
his mind swept the darkness of his grandfather's fate: to be walking across
the familiar pavement of home one instant, to be ripped asunder by assassins'
bullets the next. To die like a dog with his face in the pavement. Oh,
Christ! Tears stood in the corners of Mick's squeezed-shut eyes, and he felt
a red rage filling him. He would not-could not-allow this to be his
grandfather's fate. He was a great man, not a dog. Vengeance would be his
salvation. Mick was no longer living in the temperate zone of his youth. He
had crossed over to the tropics, the primeval forest of the soul. A cool,
clear wind blew through Mick when he opened his eyes. A dark blue Cougar was
heading down the street as if looking for a parking spot. He spotted the
license plate in his rearview mirror and it matched up. He started his engine,
pulled out so the Cougar could park. It was a joke. The driver actually waved
at him in thanks as he took the spot. Mick double-parked around the corner.
He hurried back and was in time to see a tall, dark-haired individual with
deep olive skin locking his car. He was in his early twenties and, on closer
inspection, had a scar separating one eyebrow. "Hey, there!" Mick called,
putting a smile on his face as he jogged toward the man. "Vinnie Mezzatesta."
He turned. "Fuck you want, kid?" "Not much," Mick said as he put all his
weight into a solid punch to Vinnie's solar plexus. Vinnie doubled over and
Mick hauled him into a dank and narrow alley he had discovered on his
reconnaissance. He slammed Vinnie into the wall and slapped his face. "Hey,
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fuckface! Hey, Vinnie Halfahead, you with me? My name's Michael Leonforte." He
put his lips against Vinnie's ear. "That's Leonforte, asshole.™ "So
fuckin'what?" Vinnie said. "So fuckin' this," Mick said, kneeing him in the
groin. Vinnie groaned and slumped so that Mick had to pin him against the
wall. He slapped the man until his bloodshot eyes opened and he could see

the'.45 in Mick's left hand. "So you killed my grandfather." Vinnie stared,
entranced, at the muzzle of the gun. "Kid, you're fuckin' outta your mind." -
"You and someone else." "You little fucknuthin', you know who I work for? Gino

Scalfa. Sure as I'm standin' here, you're a fuckin' dead man." Mick pushed the
gun against the side of Vinnie's neck, and as he stared him in the eye, he
reached into his waistband and in one fluid motion drew the paring knife and
jammed the entire blade into the outside of Vinnie's right knee. Pop! Pop!
The joint made all kinds of interesting noises as Mick slashed the blade
horizontally through tendons and ligaments. Vinnie yelped as he jumped like a
frog hit by a lightning bolt. Mick actually saw his pupils contract with the
pain as he let him go and he slid down the wall. "Oh, Jesus and Mary," Vinnie
cried, rocking himself, "look at my fuckin' knee." "Yeah, Vinnie Halfahead,
now you ain't standing anymore." Mick knelt beside him, ignoring the blood and
the fragments of bone sticking up through the slit skin. "You killed my
grandfather and I don't give a fuck" who you are, where you go to church, or
who you work for." He put the muzzle of the .45 against Vinnie's left temple.
"I'm gonna fuckin' blow your brains out." Vinnie Mezzatesta finally got it
through his half a head that this was no mere kid, that he meant what he said
and was not to be fooled with. The cheap hood's bravado with which he had
applied Gino Scalfa's muscle in injudicious quantities evaporated like mist in
the sun. What it left behind was what had always been there: a none-too-bright

young man without any sense of himself. "I didn't fuckin' do it," he said,
still rocking back and forth. "I only drove the fuckin' Cougar. You're right,
there was someone else." "Who, Vinnie?" "Jesus, kid, you know what you're

asking me t'do?" Mick, calmly and deliberately, drove the blade of the paring
knife into Vinnie's kneecap so that he screamed and squirmed to get away. Mick
shipped him hard across both cheeks with the barrel of the .45. "Who pulled
the trigger?" He already knew Vinnie was lying about only driving the car
because he had seen two shadows, flames jumping from two guns. Vinnie and who
else? Vinnie put his head down and mumbled something at his bloody

shoe. "What was that?" Vinnie was beginning to shiver and shake as he went
into shock. "Was Gino himself," he whispered. "Jesus, it hurts." His eyes were
tearing. "Gino pulled the trigger on your grandfather. He fuckin' had no
respect for that Sicilian ginzo, comin' inta turf Gino wanted, making deals
wid Gino's enemies. He hated that fuck from the moment he walked into Gino's
place of business. Know why? 'Cause he went to Black Paul Mattaccino first,
didn't give Gino the respect he deserved. But Gino was patient, he bided his
time. He saw how your grandfather could organize the neighborhood for him. Now
he's gonna step in nice 'n' easy and have everything set up for him." Perhaps
it was a renewal of the ethnic hatred that gave Vinnie back his braggadocio.
Or perhaps, as he was named, he only had half a brain. In any event, as he
spoke, he lunged for Mick's gun. Mick, who was watching him with such
intensity that he saw the intimation of the movement in Vinnie's bloodshot
eyes, let him get his bloody hand on the gun. That was okay by him because
while Vinnie was occupied, Mick drove the blade of the paring knife into his
chest He must have hit a main artery because blood began to fountain out of
the wound almost immediately, and he had to jump back in order not to get
drenched. Vinnie's eyes were wide with fear. His mouth flopped open and closed
like a fish gasping in the bottom of a boat. He made a vain effort to cover
the wound, then he fell over in a heap. It was astonishing, really, how calm
and clearheaded hewas. He could feel the blood pumping in his veins and there
was a feral smell in his nostrils. He had never killed before, had never even
contemplated it. Shouldn't this monumental act have changed him in some way?
He had the blood of another human being quite literally on his hands. But his
metamorphosis had already occurred. He was merely following through on this
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particular strand of what he now knew to be his destiny. It was right and
proper-merely business. Mick wiped the knife on Vinnie's clothes, then put
both weapons away. He found the keys to the Cougar. It was parked almost
directly across from the alley. He went around, popped the trunk, went back
into the alley, and making sure he was alone, hefted Vinnie's corpse and
dumped it in. He slammed down the trunk's 1lid, then he drove off. A tight
drizzle was falling across Sheepshead Bay as Mick pulled up. He sat in the
Cougar and listened to the drone of jets from the airport. There was a soft,
dank smell here that was unique. Probably, you didn't want to know what was
causing it. Maybe it was all those bodies Grandfather and Gino Scalfa had
dumped into the bay. Scalfa was already there, standing near the water, as
Grandfather had said, gazing out over the water. Mick beeped the horn several

times until Scalfa turned slowly around. "Hey, Vinnie, whatta you doin' here?
I tried ta call ya before but there was no ansa." Mick got out of the car,
came down to where the don stood, fat as a moon. "You ain't Vinnie." He

scowled, his puffer-fish face contorted in the effort to remember Mick's face.
"I know you, don't I?" "Vinnie sent me," Mick said to allay Scalfa's fears and
give him just enough time. He had the .45 in his right hand and was now close
enough to press its muzzle against the fat don's heart "The name is
Leonforte," he said, pulling the trigger. "Mick Leonforte." The bullet tore
clean through Scalfa, boring a good-sized hole in him and completely
obliterating his heart. He dropped to his knees, but Mick saw there was no
reason to shoot him again: the light was already out of his eyes. Gulls rose,
crying and circling, from either the gun's report or the smell of blood.
Mick's hand ached from the .45's heavy recoil. As Scalfa fell over, face
first, Mick launched the gun far out into the bay. The gunshot had sounded
like nothing more than a truck backfire, and in this isolated spot, no one was
likely to notice. On the other hand, he had no intention of hanging around to
find out. He dragged Scalfa's fat form back to the Cougar, did some
rearranging of limbs in the trunk, and got him in beside Vinnie

Halfahead. Mick looked around. Except for the voracious gulls, the spot was
deserted. Overhead, a large jet was streaking silently across the sky.
Suddenly, its sound rose like a bird from the bay, a deep rumble like a
portent from heaven. "You, did what?" Caesare shook his head. "Fuck're you
tellin' me?" Mick, in the somber foyer of the Mastimo Funeral Home, went
through it all again, how he had been up on the rooftop when Grandfather had
been murdered, how he had used his telescope to get the license plate number,
how he had pumped Vinnie Mezzatesta, how he had gone to Sheepshead

Bay. "Whatta you askin' me t' believe, that you, you little pissant,
bidda-bing, bidda-bam, bidda-boom, whacked this Vinnie Whatsis and Gino
fuckin'Scalfa?" Caesare threw up his hands. "Marrone, kid, you gotta some
imagination, I'll grant you that." "Come downstairs. I've got the bodies in
Vinnie's Cougar. I didn't want to leave them lying around for the cops to
find and give them an excuse to come down even harder on us." Ten minutes
later, a white-faced Caesare called for Richie and two of their buddies. As
they gathered at the rear of the Cougar, he said, "Drive this crate around to
the service entrance. There's cargo in the trunk. Get 'em out and prepare 'em
in the usual way. Then, get rid of the car. Incinerate it." "Who's in there?"
Richie asked. Caesare leered at him. "You'll find out soon enough. An', take
it from me, you won't believe your fuckin' eyes." As they drove off, Caesare
stood in the street with Mick, with the last of the drizzle coming down.
"You're one crazy bastard, you know that, kid?" He cuffed Mick roughly. "I
should be pissed at you for not cuttin' me in onna action." He grinned. "But
Jesus Christ, you whacked these two real good. Just like a professional." That
was as close as he could come to saying he was proud of his brother. Mick, who
was only now realizing how long he had waited for this moment, felt somehow
deflated. Instead of feeling proud, he found himself wondering what Jaqui
would think of a world where recognition came from whacking people. Trouble
was, he knew very well what she would think. She despised it with every fiber
of her being. "Fuckin' Gino Scalfa." Caesare was shaking his head. "I never
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would have figured. He was the old man's best friend." "Friendship is a
strange and unruly animal,”™ Mick said, recalling his grandfather's words.
"Like a lame dog you take off the street and nurse back to health who then
bites you on the hand, you have to treat friendship with equal amounts of
apprehension and skepticism." Caesare looked at him. "What the fuck does that
mean?" "It means," Mick said, "that in the biziness you have no friends, only
enemies." There was a different tone in Caesare's voice, a kind of respect
he'd never showed before for his brother. "Where, allova sudden, you get to
know so much about the biziness, kid?" "From serving espresso and anisette to
Grandpa." They went back into the funeral home, Mick had never been to the
rear where the bodies were prepared. In the four hours he was there he learned
a great deal. Vinnie Mezzatesta and Gino Scalfa were cleaned up, embalmed,
then placed in the bottom of cherrywood coffins paid for by legitimate
customers. That was because the rightful deceased were placed in these
coffins, directly on top of the mobsters. In that way, the whacked men were
disposed of without anyone knowing what had happened to them. And there was no
possibility of their corpses appearing six months or a year later in the
Pennsylvania and Fountain avenues junkyards or washing up in the bay. It was
a foolproof way of making people disappear, and as Mick discovered that night,
it was the innovative method by which Grandfather Caesare had turned a
lackluster business into a booming franchise. "Kid, you did one fuckin' job
whacking the bastards who killed Grandpa," Caesare said. "He woulda been
prouda you." He shook his head sadly. "I gotta admit it, I miss the old bird."
"Me, too," Mick acknowledged. "Yeah, but the difference is you spent all this
time with him. Looks like you were the smart one." They were upstairs in
Grandfather's old office. Mick was making espresso while Caesare sat at the
round table around which so many men of power and respect had sat and drank
and smoked and played cards and lied to one another. It would never be the
same again in here or anywhere else in Ozone Park, both men knew that. Uncle
Alphonse had no use for New York. He had come for the funeral and had gone
back to California, where the younger Leonfortes' mother would soon go.
Caesare, as well, as it turned out. Caesare wasted no time in telling Mick
how it was going to be. The Leonfortes were pulling up stakes in New

York. Times were changing. With Grandpa gone there was no reason to stay on.
Besides, there was more opportunity on the West Coast. "I'm gonna go inta
Uncle Alphonse's biziness," Caesare said. "Won't be long before I'm his
right-hand man. He's got no sona his own so ..." He stirred sugar into the
espresso Mick had brought over. The two brothers sat in silence for some time,
sipping their coffee and thinking their own thoughts. "You're welcome ta come
an' help out." Mick, who had been around this table long enough to separate
the lies from the truth, found the offer amusing. It was as phony as a
three-dollar bill. Caesare could not possibly want a potential rival for
Alphonse's affection and respect, especially not his brother. "Be your gofer,
you mean. No way. I have my own ideas. I'm going into the Army." "What?"
Caesare's cup clattered loudly into its saucer. "Are you mental, or what?"
"I've got to get out of here." "So, okay," Caesare said, digging into his hip
pocket and coming out with a wad of bills. He began to peel off hundreds. "So
how much do you need, kid? Say the figure an' it's yours. You sure earned it."
"No, no." Mick raised his hands. He caught his brother's eyes. "Caesare,
listen to me. What I did I did out of love and respect for Grandpa. I did it
because I had to. 1 didn't do it for money, understand?" "Hey, kid, don't take
offense. We're not talking blood money here, if that's your worry. The family
owes you and I want to-" "Forget it. The family owes me zip." Mick rolled up
the hundreds, put them into his brother's hand. "See, it's not just Ozone Park
I want to get out of. It's everything." Caesare cocked his head. "Everything?
I don't unnerstand.”" "I'm not sure." Caesare scowled. "Kid, you're starting to
piss me off. First, you don't accept my offer of money-made free an' dear as
one brother to another. Now, you're starting to talk crazy. I don't like any
of it." "It's not for you to like or dislike," Mick said, getting

up. "Good-bye, Caesare." Caesare pushed his chair back so roughly it toppled
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over. "Hey, not so fast, wise guy. What about Mom? You can't just leave her
like this. She's expecting you to come with us to San Francisco. With Jaqui
staying here and all, this'll break her heart." "Sorry." "Sorry?" That weird
manic light like a red star had come into Caesare's eyes. "Is that all you can
say, you ungrateful sonuvabitch." He took one step toward Mick. "I'll fuckin'
break your neck for you, kid." "That time's past." Mick put up a warning hand,
and astonishingly, Caesare halted in midstride. Mick could see it in his eyes,
that uncertainty, that knowledge of what Mick had done to the two men in the
cherrywood coffins. "Do what you fuckin' want, then," Caesare said, his hands
stuck in his pockets. "But don't come ta me for help. I won't know you." The
Convent of the Sacred Heart of Santa Maria dominated a quiet, tree-shaded
street in Astoria. Although it was by far the largest structure on the block,
it was flanked by a bakery and a dry cleaner's. On the opposite side of the
street stretched a row of neat attached brick-faced houses, all with small
aluminum awnings over the front doors. The convent was actually quite a
beautiful building. It was constructed of large blocks of white stone off
which the sunshine sparked and cascaded like rippling water. There was a
carved alabaster statue of Mary alone on one side of the gated entrance and
another of Her and the baby Jesus on the other. Mick, pulling the brim of the
black fedora down over his forehead so the wind wouldn't take it, rang the
bell at the side of the gate and was admitted. Not knowing the proper
protocol, he took the fedora off as soon as he was in the grounds. A nun in
habit met him at the front stoop. She smiled quietly at him as he

approached. "I'm here to see Jaqui," he said, his throat suddenly tight. And
when the nun looked at him quizzically: "Jaqui Leonforte." The nun smiled and
bowed him in. "You must be Michael," she said in her soft voice. "Follow me,
please." She led Mick down a series of dark stone corridors whose walls were
completely unadorned. He passed a pair of French doors that led out onto a
small courtyard opulently bedecked with flowering shrubs and vines. He caught
a glimpse of a stone bench and a small fountain before the nun led him farther
down the corridor. At its end, she opened high wooden double doors but did not
go in herself. "The mother superior will see you." Mick went into a
surprisingly small room that had been turned into something of an office. A
small niche held a plaster Madonna, and on the wall behind the desk hung a
wood and gilt crucifix. "I am Bernice." a woman in her late fifties said as
she rose from her chair. "You must be Michael Leonforte." She stuck out her
hand, shook his forthrightly with a grip as firm and dry as a man's. "Marie
Rose has spoken of you often." "Who?" Bernice took off her steel-rimmed
spectacles so that he could feel the full impact of her extraordinary pale
blue eyes. "I thought you knew. Your sister is a full novitiate, a permanent
member of the convent now. Her new name is Marie Rose." Mick, holding his
grandfather's fedora tightly in both hands, shifted nervously from one foot to
the other. "Does this mean I can't see her?" "It is not usually allowed,"
Bernice said in her steady voice that neither rose nor fell. "But, see, I'm
going away. For a long time, maybe." He ground the brim of the fedora against
his thighs. "I gotta see her." "Sit down a moment, won't you, Michael?"
Bernice said, indicating a straight-backed chair. And when he had done so, she
smiled. "I don't mean to make you uneasy." "Oh, it's not you," Mick said
hastily. "It's this place. It's so quiet." "Deliberately so." Bernice paused
for a moment, as if debating with herself whether to go on. "I understand you
had a close and unusual relationship with your grandfather." Mick nodded.
"Jaqui, urn, Marie Rose told you." "No," Bernice said, sitting down at her
desk. "I knew your grandfather quite well." "You did?" Bernice smiled again.
"You seem surprised." "Well, uh, you know, Astoria, it's a little out of his
territory," Mick said, recovering quickly. Bernice laughed, a low,
astonishingly joyous sound. "I suppose that is one way of putting it." She
reached into a drawer, took out something that she spread upon the desktop.
"Four twenty-dollar bills," she said, and those pale blue eyes impaled him
again. "I asked him to invest them." "Are you surprised that he chose to
invest your money with me rather than with the funeral home or the insurance
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companies he controlled?" Mick squinted at her. "What do you know about all
that?" "Everything," Bernice said, swiping the money off the desktop as deftly
as a Las Vegas dealer. The smile wreathed her face. "I think, in the end, you
will be pleased with the return on your investment." She stood up. "Now, go
back the way you came to the meditation garden. Novitiate Marie Rose 1is
waiting for you there." "Thank you, Mother Superior," Mick said, stumbling to
his feet. "You're quite welcome, Michael." At the door to her office, she
said in the hushed voice of a confidante, "I loved him, you know." Then she
softly closed the door. As Mick went down the corridor, he heard the soft
chanting of prayers. What on earth had the mother superior meant by that last
cryptic statement? In what way had she loved Grandfather Caesare? And why
would she tell Mick? He was still pondering these questions when he opened
the French doors. The sound of songbirds greeted him, along with the heavy
perfume of roses, and he was immediately plunged into his dream. He walked out
into the courtyard, and though it was in Queens, it might just as well have
been that terrace cantilevered out over the unknown coastline of his dream.
The prayer, stronger now because it emerged from an open window fronting the
courtyard, was like music. As he walked down the narrow, mossy brick path to
the single stone bench, Jaqui turned toward him. Her face was radiant and he
felt his heart lurch in his chest. Nothing had changed on this score, he saw.
He felt about his sister as he always had. She smiled and, instead of
embracing him, took his hands in hers. "Michael, it's so good to see you. I
wasn't certain you'd come before you left." She shook her head. "I've tried to
talk to Caesare. But you know our brother." She gave him an almost embarrassed
smile. "He never listened to a word I said." She put a hand to his cheek. "You
look tired " She led him to the bench, where they both sat in silence for some
time. All Mick could smell were the roses. For a time, he tried not to
breathe, but that didn't work, either. "Jaqui, you sure this is what you
want?" "It's right for me, Michael." He sighed. "I guess I just don't
understand." He gestured up at the white stone walls. "All this." He shook his
head in bewilderment. "You met Bernice." "The mother superior. Sure." "Then
you know why I'm here." She squeezed his hand. "Grandfather knew." "He did?"
She nodded. "From the very beginning. And Mom's been very understanding.”" She
glanced away, at a songbird that flitted among the vines, looking for

something to eat. "Jagqui-" She turned back to him. "I'm Marie Rose now."
"Yeah, sure." He disentangled his fingers from hers and stood up. This wasn't
how it was supposed to end. This wasn't what he wanted. "I gotta get going."
Why had he come here, anyway? "I know." She continued to sit on the bench as

if willing them both to remain here in this odd limbo for at least a while
longer, and for a flash, he had the profoundly disquieting sense that she was
aware of his dream. "I don't know when I'll be back." She turned her face up
to him. "But we'll see each other." "You bet." He turned, leaving her there
with the sun in her eyes, but in all the years afterward of never seeing her,
the deep Mediterranean green of her eyes never left his mind or his

dreams. Book 2 Smoke and Mirrors A thousand hearts are great within my
bosom. Advance our standards, set upon our foes! -Richard III, act 5, scene
3 Richard III, William Shakespeare 4 New York/Tokyo A mockingbird's
insouciant calling ushered in Margarite Goldoni DeCamillo's return to Astoria.
Despite her apprehension and fear over her current predicament, the sight of
the familiar streets and stores began a flood of memories inside her. She
parked in front of the bakery and went in just as it was closing. It looked
the same as it always had, with its sawdust over the tiny white floor tile, so
scratched and cracked it might be somewhere in Italy. Fluorescent lights
bounced off the large glass cases, though oddly they didn't seem as huge as
they once had. "Can I help you?" asked a chubby little woman who bustled out
from the back. Her gray hah- was tied back in a bun. She had a doughy face
with thick eyebrows that arched like a clown's. She broke into a smile.
"Margarite?" "Yes, Mrs. Paglia. It's me." "Madonna!" Mrs. Paglia cried, coming
around from behind the cases. "Bella! So good to see you! Poor darling, how
are you?" She pulled Margarite's head down to her ample bosom. She smelled of
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flour and starch. "Such a tragedy about Tony. It was on the news this morning,
so terrible I couldn't believe it! I said to Luigi, 'Can you believe this

about our Tony D.?' " She bit a knuckle. "It's an infamia!"™ "I know. I'm still
in shock."™ Mrs. Paglia waved her pudgy hands. "But don't worry, Bella. You're
here now. You're home." She hurried back behind the counter, began picking

through the bread and rolls. "But you're so thin." She handed a fistful over
the countertop. "Mangia, angel. Mangia!" Margarite, far from hungry, took
several bites of the roll. It would have been disrespectful to do otherwise,
but she could already feel her tightly knotted stomach rebelling. "Now don't
you worry about a thing," Mrs. Paglia was saying, as she brought some grappa
from the back and poured it into a water glass. "Here, angel.

Fortification. Drink up." She waved her hands again, as if with the gesture
she could get the rim more quickly to Margarite's lips. "Drink it all, Bella,
it will do you good!"™ Then she bustled around the cases again to put her arm
around Margarite. "I know why you're here," she whispered with a glance toward
the back where her husband, Luigi, must-have been working on the bakery's
books. "Instinct, angel. That's why you've come here in your hour of need."
She squeezed Margarite's shoulders. "The men think they have it all figured
out, right? But we know better. All they've figured out is what we give them."
She cackled a little. "You finish your roll and then you go next door like you
planned. It's the right thing." "She's there?" Mrs. Paglia nodded and crossed
herself. "Thank God. He looks after her. Though she's in her nineties, you'd
never believe it." She tapped the side of her head with her stubby forefinger.
"She's no longer mother superior, of course; another has taken up those
duties. But she is sharp as ever, angel You'll see." Outside, the
mockingbird's clear notes pierced the night air. Margarite glanced at her
watch. Two hours left before she had to make the meet so she could save her
daughter's life. But what would happen to them then? Nothing good. Far from
ending things, turning herself over to Bad Clams would be just the beginning.
He wanted all of Dominic's secrets: his contracts with truckers, wholesalers,
judges, cops, bankers, and manufacturers across the country, his contacts in
Washington, and most of all, he coveted the power of the Nishiki network,
which had provided Dominic with personal dirt on enough high-level government
officials to get whatever he wanted from them. Mikio Okami was Nishiki,
mysteriously providing the secrets of other people's lives in order to keep
them under the Goldonis' thumb. The complex mechanism for gaming this
information Margarite now had in her head. Bad Clams would use Francie for as
long as he could as the goad that would make her spill her guts to him. She
staggered as she walked down the street. Then, rushing to the curb, she
doubled over, vomiting up everything she had just eaten and drunk. When the
spasms had subsided, she opened her purse, wiped her mouth with a couple of
Kleenex. The gun glinted evilly in the sodium streetlights. Christ, she
thought. What am I going to do? She knew exactly what she must do at this
moment. She went to the wrought-iron gate protecting the large white stone
building that took up most of the block. The images of Mary and the baby Jesus
flanked the gate, just as they had when Dominic had first taken her here six
years ago to begin her education. She rang the bell and was admitted at

once. A strange kind of peacefulness stole over her as she stepped into the
grounds of the Sacred Heart of Santa Maria Convent. Above her head, sitting
high in a magnolia tree, she saw the mockingbird peering down at her with its
head cocked at a comical angle. Then it began to sing, sounding like one, two,
three, four other birds. The master of disguise, protecting its young with its

ventriloquist's voice. She walked up the marble steps and the doors opened
inward. "Welcome, my child," a familiar voice said from the

shadows. Margarite, who had for a moment been lost in the past, said,
"Bernice?" "Yes, my child." Bernice wrapped her in her loving embrace. "Oh,

Bernice!" Margarite began to sob. The tenderness of those arms, the warmth of

that body in her moment of crisis, were too much for her. "God in heaven, what
is happening to my life?" "That is what you have come to find out, my child."

Bernice closed the wooden door behind them, walked with her arm around
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Margarite down the corridor. Once again, Margarite was struck by the almost
magisterial silence of the convent. What other, less attuned visitors mistook
for austerity, she recognized as an absolute serenity at the center of the
spirit. "Everything that's happened-I just feel so helpless. It's all
spinning out of control-" She broke off, unable to go on. Bernice stopped
before a mirror. Her strong hand grasped Margarite's chin, turned her face up
so that she was staring at her reflection. "Look. What do you see? Your face
is stained with tears," Bernice said softly. "But I see deeper than that. Your
soul is choked with tears. This is not just from the events of the past few
days, my child. You must recognize this before you can go on." "I can't. I-"
"Ah, Margarite, you can. And do you know why? It is because you are your
brother's sister. You have so much of him inside you, though you are not of
the same blood. No doubt, he saw that kinship of temperament in you."
Margarite and her sister, Celeste, who lived in Venice, were the daughters of
Enrico Goldoni, a manufacturer and exporter of fine Venetian silks and
brocades, who had residences in Venice and Astoria, Queens. In 1964, when his
daughters Margarite and Celeste were nine and six respectively, he remarried.
The woman, Faith Mattaccino, came to him with a son, Dominic, whom he adopted
a year later. Faith had been married to Black Paul Mattaccino, by all
accounts an exceptionally scary New York Mafia don, who died under mysterious
circumstances. One of the many rumors that had swirled around Black Paul was
that Dominic was not his son. "I doubt if he was ever this out of control."
"But control is why Dominic first came here, Margarite," the old mother
superior said. "And it is why you have come." Her pale blue eyes grew round
and depthless in that charismatic way of hers as she gathered herself for
power. "Never forget that your inner strength is why Dominic chose you to
succeed him." "I don't know. What if he was wrong?" "But I am not wrong,"
Bernice said in that tone she used that brooked no rebuttal. She took
Margarite's tear-stained face in her smooth hands. "Now listen to me, child I
advised your brother on his successor and he agreed. We were not wrong about
you. But your path is difficult, you knew that when you began your journey."
"But I didn't know how difficult it was going to be." "None of us do. But that
is God's will, believe me. He is always testing us, that is His way." She
patted Margarite on the arm. "Now come. Dry your "eyes. It is tune for a
council of war." There was something immensely comforting about Bernice's
office. Perhaps it was the size or shape, like a room in one of the fairy
stories Margarite used to read to Francie when she had been

young. Francie! "That evil monster has my baby!" she blurted out as soon as
she stepped across the threshold. "What have we wrought with the Leonfortes,
Bernice? They murdered Dom. Now Tony has been killed, I am almost gunned down
on Park Avenue, and Bad Clams has my Francie! And to top it ail off, I may
have lost control of my business!" The tears were coming again, even though
she had promised herself that she must be calm. Hadn't it been Bernice herself
who had taught her that serenity in crisis was the only path that would take
her safely to victory? But there was no path to safety here, at least none
that she could see. She clenched her fists and her voice was clotted with
emotion. "That animal, that troll! I'll kill him!" Bernice sat beneath the
wood and gilt crucifix, wrapped in her serenity. Age had given her face lines
and an almost absolute absence of fat, so that die skin was-stretched slackly
over the bones of her skull seemingly without the intervention of flesh or
sinew. But even time could not diminish the fierce intensity of those pale
blue eyes, whose fire had unerringly guided so many over the years. "My dear,
if you truly think like that, then Caesare has already won his most important
victory. "You are terribly frightened. And you have every right to be.
Believe me when I tell you I understand what you're feeling, Margarite." She
placed her hands on Margarite's fists, and slowly, inexorably, their warmth
opened the clenched fingers like petals turn to the sun. "But that feeling

must end, now. Fear breeds hate, and hate is ignorance. People such as
Caesare Leonforte count on the ignorance of their adversaries." "But look what
he has done to me!" Margarita cried. "In one concerted strike, he has taken my
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whole life from me. I have lost the battle, the war, everything. In less than

two hours I have to be in Sheepshead Bay or he will kill Francie!" "He won't
kill your daughter," Bernice said with such finality that, at last, Margarite
was forced to believe her. "How can you say that?" "Think about it rationally

and logically, my dear. What can he gain from Francine's death? She is the one
form of leverage against you he can be certain of. Once he lets go of that,
you will slip away from him, and he knows it." Margarite could feel her teeth
grinding together. Bernice said she knew what Margarite was feeling, but how
could she? She'd never had a child. And now that that child was in jeopardy,
Margarite knew she would do anything to get her back. "With all due respect,"
she said, "this is Caesare Leonforte we are talking about. I don't believe
that he is either rational or logical. He lives purely on emotion and we both
know it." Beneath Bernice's warmth, Margarite could feel her hands curling
back into fists. "Margarite!" Bernice leaned forward, pouring her psychic
energy into the younger woman until she was enfolded in Bernice's charismatic
power. "Listen to me now because it is crucial you understand what I am about
to say. Right now your mind is locked within the cage of revenge." Margarita's
head shook from side to side. "Don't bother to deny it. I can see the venom in
your eyes, feel it in the clenching of your fists. You must let go of such
poisoned thoughts, my dear. It is what started the vendetta between the
Leonfortes and the Goldonis. Otherwise, as surely as night follows day,
suffering and death will ensue." For a moment, Margarite said nothing. She
felt Bernice's aura bathing her, that strange and unique quality she found
both comforting and exhilarating. This was not a power that Bernice used
indiscriminately. In fact, it was safe to say that most visitors to the
convent had no idea she possessed anything other than a land and generous
spirit. "I can't just bow my head and acquiesce, Bernice," she whispered.
"You can't ask me to do that because I won't. I won't, I tell you!" Bernice
gave off the semblance of a smile. "Spoken like Dominic. 'Always take the
offensive,' he said. 'The minute you curl up in a ball, you're dead.' That was
why he hated the Federal Witness Protection Program so passionately. Why he
kept in contact with you, against their rules. Dominic played life by his own
rules, and damn what anyone thought of him." Margarite found herself
mesmerized by those electric blue eyes. "At this moment Caesare has taken the
one thing you hold most dear," Bernice went on. "I am not asking you to fold,
Margarite. On the contrary, I believe we have embarked on the last phase of
the long and bloody vendetta between the Leonfortes and the Goldonis. Now is
the darkest time, my child, but it is also the time for you to be strongest.
The time for you to make your stand.”™ "I don't know. My world has been torn
apart; I no longer recognize it." "That is Caesare's goal. It is up to you to
see he does not achieve it." Bernice's grip tightened on Margarite, the heat
of her power infusing the younger woman. "Judicious use of all forms of power
is what we are about. Isn't that what you were taught during your time here?"
For a moment, Margarite's face clouded with remembrance, then she nodded. "It
isn't power itself that corrupts us," Bernice said. "It is the abuse of it.
This is what makes the Leonfortes so strong; but it is also what will bring
them rum." "Then let the two brothers kill each other," Margarite said
bitterly. "Revenge is God's province, not your own. I want you to remember
that in the days to come." Bernice rose. "Now I will leave you to prepare
yourself mentally. As usual, all the considerable facilities of the convent
are at your disposal, should you need them." Once more, her charismatic power
enfolded Margarite in its loving embrace. "Remember everything you have
learned here." She leaned down, kissed Margarite's forehead. "God bless you
and watch over you always, my child." Morning mist rose from the Sumida,
wrapping Tokyo in a damp haze that made it seem like a picture postcard. The
exhaust from Nicholas's black Kawasaki rumbled off the facades of the prewar
warehouses that closely lined the streets of this business district. A
mournful foghorn from a boat heading downriver outlasted the liquid cough of
the motorcycle's enormous engine as he rolled to a stop, then cut the
ignition. He dismounted, stood gazing at the front of a small town house
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wedged between two warehouse behemoths. It was an unremarkable facade, so much
so that it would surely remain unnoticed by any but the most penetrating
glance. So this was the home of Kisoko, Mikio Okami's sister, Nicholas
thought. The place where Nangi had chosen to recuperate. Just what did he
think he was doing? Nicholas wondered as he placed his helmet beneath his arm
and, quickly crossing the cracked pavement, went up the stairs to the front
door. There was no bell, and the first thing he noticed when he used the
brass knocker shaped like an animal's paw was the sound it made against the
door. He put his hand out experimentally and discovered that the door was
metal, most likely steel. Very odd in a private dwelling such as this. Was it
for security? But there was no time for further speculation as the door
opened inward and he found himself face-to-face with Mikio Okami's

sister. Nicholas had heard stories of Kisoko, but she was highly reclusive,
and despite the fact of his closeness with Okami he had never before met her.
Despite this, he recognized her immediately. "Won't you come inside?" she
said in a musical voice, as naturally as if he were an old friend. "There's
more rain coming, I fear, and you will get soaked if you stand on the stoop
much longer." When he hesitated, she added, "I know who you are, Linnear-san.
I would recognize you anywhere." He stepped into the foyer and she swung the
steel door shut behind him. It closed with the heavy clang of a prison

door. "You have your father's face," she said. "And some of your mother's, as
well." "You knew them?" "In a manner of speaking, yes." He found himself in an
oval foyer, painted a rich cream color with wainscoting of pale gold. In the
center was a small, elegant marble console on which was a large crystal bowl
filled with sprays of bright flowers. Beyond was the kind of grand staircase
that hadn't been built with such expertise since the turn of the

century. Though the house was, as far as Nicholas could discern, entirely
Western in aspect, Kisoko was clad in traditional silk kimono and underkimono.
Her hah- was intricately coiffed, held up with a set of long, carved silver
pins. Her kimono was the color of a blood-orange sunset; the underkimono,
which could only be seen at cuff and collar, was the indigo blue the Japanese
had justly made famous. Nicholas knew Kisoko was in her seventies, but she
looked twenty years younger. She had the pale, unblemished skin, glossy as
porcelain, of the pure-blood samurai woman. Hers was an odd face,
asymmetrical with sensual, bowshaped lips. Nevertheless, it was almost wholly
dominated by her utterly black eyes, which, so he had heard, had the ability
to extrapolate conclusions about people from their seemingly insignificant
physical movements. It was said that she was never surprised by anything. It
was also whispered that she was kanashimi de nuitori shite aru. Literally,
this meant that she was embroidered in sadness. What it implied was that she
had experienced a terrible tragedy sometime in her past. What that tragedy
was, Nicholas had no idea; given the secrecy surrounding her, he doubted that
anyone other than Kisoko and perhaps her brother knew. She led him
soundlessly down a corridor paneled in gleaming cherrywood. At intervals,
surimono-Japanese prints from the 1700s that had originally been greeting
cards-were hung in gilt frames. Their authors, scorned in their day, had now
achieved the status of world-class artists, sought after by collectors,
auction houses, and museums the world over. In a sitting room painted
persimmon with gold trim, Nicholas found Tanzan Nangi. He was half-reclining
on a pale yellow brocaded settee of French manufacture. He looked tired and
drawn, and when Nicholas tried to make eye contact, he looked away. "I am
honored that you are finally here, Linnear-san," Kisoko said quickly and
lightly, as if trying to defuse a potentially thorny situation. "I realize I
have been remiss in not inviting you." A palace-sized Persian carpet covered
the wood floor. The furniture was all period pieces, with wide seats and low
backs, but made comfortable by a plethora of voluptuous, tasseled pillows in
damask, chintz, and more brocaded silk. The walls were without paintings. In
their place, suits of samurai armor for full battle regalia stood at eternal
attention within glass cases. The pristine collection Was as stunning as it
was extensive. Many museums, Nicholas knew, did not have this range. "The
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armor does not belong to me," Kisoko said, watching the direction of
Nicholas's gaze. "It belongs to my son, Ken." "It's astonishing. Magnificent."
She bowed slightly. "Such effusive praise cannot fail to please him." She
smiled suddenly and, as if they were alone in the room, said, "Would you care
for tea?" "Thank you, no." "It is poor fare, I know, but..." "Thank you, no."
She asked one more time and he declined, after which, in this heavily
Confucian society, he was allowed to accept the offer Kisoko bowed and, with a
secret smile, said, "If you will excuse me for a moment, it is the servants'
day off." Left alone in the sitting room with Nangi, Nicholas crossed to the
settee. "Nangi-san." "How did you find me?" he said curtly. "Through your
Kami transmission." An odd, cool silence ensued, during which Nicholas sat
next to his friend and mentor. "Nangi-san, there are many matters that

urgently need our attention." "Discuss them with Torin-san. That's why he's
there." "Torin is no substitute for your expertise. I cannot say that I trust
him overmuch." "He has my complete trust," Nangi said emphatically. "You must
find a way to work with him." He lay back as if exhausted. "I grow old,
Nicholas-san." He smiled. "Or perhaps I am merely melancholy." Nangi's head
turned and his good eye peered at Nicholas. "You're far too clever a

detective for me to think I could hide from you for long." He nodded. "You see
what I mean? A simple miscalculation, but five years ago I would not have made
it." He sighed. "I have to talk with you, Nangi-san," Nicholas

pressed. "Sato-Tomkin without a working president will soon be in disarray.
I'm afraid I need to go to New York to sort things out, and I don't know how
long I will have to stay. Sato needs you here at the helm." Nangi hitched
himself higher on the settee. "Listen to me, Nicholas-san. I won't always be
here. Don't you think I know your nature? I never expected you to tie yourself
down to Tokyo, to overseeing the day-to-day running of Sato International. You
have more than enough on your plate as it is with the American affiliate. And
then there's been your involvement with Okami-san and the Yakuza." His head
swung away and that odd, cool silence crept into the room again. "That's why I
have been bringing Torinsan along. He's young but he's smart and quick. You
must overcome your prejudices and learn to trust him." "I don't want to trust
him." "Yes. You've made that eminently clear." Nicholas was aware that a gulf
had formed between them, as if they were at odds over a key issue, and this
was something for which he was totally unprepared. "Nangi-san, if I have-" He
turned his head, abruptly aware of Kisoko standing in the doorway, observing
them. When she saw Nicholas's head turn, she came into the room, gliding as
if with no movement or effort. Nangi had averted his head again. "I wish you
hadn't come." Kisoko stood staring down at the tea service for a moment
before looking to Nicholas. She smiled sweetly, and Nicholas had a brief
glimpse of the sensual woman she had once been. Then she put the tray down on
the art nouveau iron and lacquer coffee table. Out of her pocket she took a
small vial, shook out a pill. This she put carefully and tenderly under
Nangi's tongue. Nangi sighed, his good eye going out of focus for a

moment. "Nangi-san," Nicholas insisted gently, "we have to talk. I need your
advice regarding the Denwa partnership.”" " Nangi spread his hands. "As
always, anything I can do, I will." "Now don't tire him out, Linnear-san,"

Kisoko said softly as she served them green tea. Nicholas sipped the pale,
bitter brew, then put the tiny cup down. "Nangi-san, you tell me that I must
trust Torinsan, but how can I when he helped put this partnership together?
You and I have had many offers of partnership in the past and we have refused
them all. Neither of us have wanted to be responsible-or answerable-to outside
people. For this reason, the Denwa partnership makes me profoundly uneasy. We
have gone too far out on a limb. We are so financially strapped that even the
smallest miscalculation will end in disaster." "You don't understand," Nangi
said. "The CyberNet is the future. We had to put it on-line in Japan before
anyone else managed similar technology." "But don't you see what you have
done?" Nicholas cried. "You've gambled everything on one roll of the dice.
And if we stumble now, it will be the Denwa Partners who gather up the pieces.
Everything we have worked for will have come to nothing." "This isn't about
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Denwa or the CyberNet, is it, Nicholassan? It's about Torin-san. You don't
like to see him in a position of such responsibility." "It's true he's very
young to be a vice president, but that isn't without precedent," Nicholas
said, carefully feeling his way among the minefield of new and unknown
relationships. How close had Torin bonded with Nangi while Nicholas had been
away? It seemed like years rather than fifteen months. "Please try to see it
from my point of view. When I left for Venice to fulfill my obligation to the
Kaisho, I had not even met Kanda Torin. Now, a year and a half later, t return
to find he's not only overseeing our most important project but has helped you
structure a deal with outside partnerswhich is precedent for Sato." Nangi
nodded, but his good eye had slipped half-closed and Nicholas could see he was
tiring. Kisoko flashed him a warning glance. Nangi said, "I quite understand
your apprehension, but the world turns, Nicholas-san, with or without you." He
gave a wan smile as he shifted in the sofa. "This is not meant as a rebuke,
merely as a statement of fact. Another fact: I needed you here, but I know you
are a man of honor and your father's giri had become yours. I know you are
racked with guilt, but that is wasted emotion. I would have done the same had
I been you. Honor above all else, Nicholassan. This is what marks us, sets us
apart, defines the nature of our existence." His hand began to tremble and
Kisoko took the teacup from him. His blind eye with its fixed stare seemed to
give off an air of defiance and empathy. "The fact remains you were not here
and I could not do this deal alone. I needed someone younger, with good
instincts, a fresh perspective, who knew the playing field and could look into
the future as you do. Someone who would not look back, who was not afraid to
act-to dare to be the future. I found that in Kanda Torin. "His dossier had
crossed my desk some time ago and I had been keeping an eye on him ever since.
His quarterly evaluations had been nothing short of spectacular, so I reached
into the resources of our company and pulled him up into the executive suite.
Since then, he's risen to every challenge I've set before him." There was
silence for some time. Like a tableau or an image stuck in time, the three of
them ceased to move. It seemed to Nicholas that his breathing, even the beat
of his heart, had been suspended, and he experienced an abrupt sense of
discontinuity, or tearing free of time, and he thought, No, no! Not now! But
the Kshira was rising, ripping through his consciousness like high winds
scattering gauzy clouds, and he was falling, falling ... seeing, as one does
in a dream, his own body, along with theirs, like husks of com in a field,
ready for the reaper's rapacious blade. He experienced then the ascendancy of
Kshira, and though it was momentary, it was like an iris opening onto the
portal of death, and every dark thing that lay beyond. Deep inside himself he
began to scream Nangi was drifting off to sleep. Kisoko sat still as a statue,
as 1f waiting for some unheard signal. Eventually, she stirred. "I'll see you
out," she said. Nicholas stood on trembling legs. He breathed silently,
trying to center himself, then followed Kisoko to the front door. There, she
turned to face him. "Nangi-san has told you about us, though he has kept me
secret from" everyone else." This was true. Last year, Nangi had told him a
bit about his relationship with Kisoko. They had met eleven years ago and had
had a torrid, though ultimately tragic, affair. Nangi had never forgotten her,
and when they had met again, it seemed it was, at last, their time. Nicholas
understood her meaning. "I will not speak of you, even to Torin-san." She
bowed her head in thanks. When she looked up, she said, "Don't think ill of
him. This was hard, having you come here. He had no wish for you to see him
like this, weak and i11l." "But I had a meeting with him yesterday in his car."
"Yes. But he was prepared for you then, dressed as he has always dressed,
buttressed by drugs, and I will bet the interview was brief." "It was." She
nodded and smiled. "It is his way, Nicholas-san, do not be downcast. He loves
you like a son. Indeed, he thinks of you as his own flesh and blood. Which is
why he is ashamed for you to see him old and helpless." "I had to come." "Of
course you did," she said kindly. "I appreciate it, and believe me, beneath
his shame, he does as well." She looked into his sad eyes. "Six months ago,
you were not here when he had his heart attack." He nodded. "That has never
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been out of my mind. I cannot forgive myself-" "I forgive you," Kisoko said
unexpectedly. "As for Nangisan, he sees nothing to forgive you for." She took
a step closer to him. "My point was not to make you feel guilty, but to make
the confession he could not bring himself to make. The truth is his heart
attack was more serious than anyone-even Torin-san-knows. Now, don't worry. He
will recover without any permanent impairment, the doctors have assured us.
But it will take time." Her voice was reduced to a whisper. "This is what I
must ask of you, Nicholas-san, though I know it is rude and presumes too much
on a relationship that has just begun. But, after all, I did know your parents
and I was very fond of them." "I will do what I can, Kisoko-san." She nodded
with a sense of relief. 0Oddly, at that moment, he felt as if she were about to
touch him. But that was, of course, nonsense. Such a breach of etiquette in a
woman of her age was unthinkable. The moment passed, and she smiled up at
him. "You remind me so much of your father. So strong of will, so handsome."
She put her long-fingered hand on the door, opened it so that a dank breeze
blew across their faces and entered the house. "Do whatever you have to do,
but give him the time he needs to recuperate fully. If this means working with
Torin-san, I beg you to do it." A gust of wind brought a spray of rain onto
the front steps, and a foghorn lowed mournfully out along the river. Nicholas
nodded. "I appreciate your candor, Kisoko-san." She smiled. "How could I be
otherwise? You are dear to the two most important men in my life." She gazed
into his eyes, and once again he had a flash of the magnificent woman she had
been decades ago. "You are my brother's angel. Isn't that how Westerners would
say it?" He nodded again. "I will do what has to be done, Kisoko-san." She
gave him a curiously informal bow. "I know you will and I am grateful." Again
he had the curious sensation that she wanted to reach out and enfold him in
her arms. "Godspeed," she whispered after him into the wind. Nicholas caught
Honniko as she was coming down the staircase to Pull Marine. "Isn't this your
day off?" He was perched on his Kawasaki. Honniko paused halfway down the
stairs, then laughed, continuing her descent "It is, but how did you know
that?" Nicholas shrugged. "I asked Jochi, the other maitre d' at the
restaurant." She came across the crowded Roppongi sidewalk. She was wearing a
cool blue-green linen skirt and a crisp pearl-gray blouse beneath a
black-and-green-striped bolero jacket. Her small feet were in black flats, and

a thin gold chain was wrapped around her throat. "That doesn't explain how you
knew where to find me." "He also told me you'd be coming in for an hour or so
today for the staff meeting." "Jochi said that?" "I told him I was in love. I
guess he took pity on me." "Better him than me." She put on a pah- of dark

glasses. The sun was beginning to break through a widening rift in the misty
clouds, but Nicholas wasn't at all sure this was her motivation. In tone as
well as physical proximity she was keeping her distance. "Ouch. I'm not all
that bad." Honniko scrunched up her face. "You want something. Trouble is, I
can't figure out what." "I already told you. I'm trying to find Nguyen Van
Truc." "Oh, yeah. He owes you money." "That's right." She took one step toward
him. "You're a liar." "I'm not lying." She leaned forward. "And I can't be
intimidated." "I never said you could. Take off those glasses, why don't you."
"Even by a handsome man on a dashing black motorcycle," she added with a
perfectly straight face. He smiled. "Now that you've drawn the line in the
sand and stepped across it, the least I can do is take you to lunch." Honniko
thought a moment "Or I could take you." "There's that line again," Nicholas
said, patting the back of the Kawasaki. "We'll eat and then do whatever you
say, does that suit you?" By way of reply, Honniko swung aboard, clasping him
tightly around the waist. He could feel the press of her breasts against his
back. She did take off the sunglasses, but only after they were seated in the
restaurant, a small cafe called Third Stone From the Sun, after the Jimi
Hendrix song, he supposed. It was on the terraced third floor of the Gorgon
Building, just down the street from "Little Beverly Hills," where one could
eat at the Hard Rock Cafe or Spago's. Nicholas liked this place because it
was an unpretentious island in a sea of self-conscious French and Chinese
restaurants and because it overlooked the Gorgon Building's glasswalled
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wedding hall, where outlandishly hip Western-style weddings were always in
progress. Today, a Japanese couple improbably dressed as Elvis and Priscilla
Presley were in the midst of their nuptials. These recessionary days, the
lavish excesses of Las Vegas-style bad taste had been replaced by the curious
Japanese propensity to maladroitly appropriate icons of American pop culture.
When the loudspeaker system gushed forth the King's red-hot rendition of
"Burning Love" as the couple walked down the aisle, Honniko burst into

laughter. "So it seems you have a sense of humor after all," Nicholas

said. "Jesus," she sputtered, wiping her eyes, "did you know about this
place?" He nodded, laughing. "I figured with someone who works all night in a
top restaurant the show would be more important than the food." Her dark,
almond eyes regarded him with great care. "That was thoughtful." Then, as if

the small compliment had been some kind of gaffe, she snatched up the menu,
buried her head in it. With her blond hair and oriental eyes, she provided a
mix as potent as a double sake martini. After a moment, she noticed that he
wasn't reading his menu. "Aren't you hungry? Or is the food here that bad?"

"You order for me. I'm sure I'll like whatever it is." Honniko put down her
menu. "You are the most selfassured man I have ever met. How do you do it?"
"What do you mean?" "Look at the world. There's no stability anywhere. I used

to think, well, that's one thing Japan has: stability. But look what's
happened in the last four years. We're plunged into an endless recession,
bankruptcies are at an all-time high, our major banks are going under, the
strong yen is killing us, our real estate is next to worthless, there's
massive unemployment for the first time in memory, the ruling party gets
bounced out of power, people are more concerned with the price of rice than
with how government is failing, and now we have resurrected on our doorstep
the specter of another nuclear attack." Across the terrace, Elvis and
Priscilla had come out into the pallid sunlight, surrounded by their joyous
guests. "Burning Love" had been replaced by "I Want You, I Need You, I Love
You." Someone had dragged out a microphone, which the groom had good-naturedly
grabbed. He swung his hips, lip-synching the lyrics. Priscilla clasped her
hands and rolled her eyes. The guests applauded. Honniko was applauding, too.
"That's why I admire anyone with such self-assurance. It speaks of a strong
philosophy of life." She turned her eyes on him. "It reassures me there's
still a North Star up there in the sky to be guided by." "Like the samurai
daimyo-the warlords who used to live here in Roppongi." "Yes, exactly. Then:
purity of purpose seems overly harsh, even at times incomprehensible to most
Westerners." The waiter came with then- drinks and Honniko ordered
goat-cheese- salads and stir-fried vegetable plates for both of them. "I'm a
vegetarian," she said to Nicholas. "I hope you don't mind." He shook his head.
"Do you know how Roppongi got its name? Once upon a time, it belonged to six
of those daimyo I was speaking of. They all had the Chinese character for
'trees' in their names, hence Roppongi-Six Trees. In the middle of the
nineteenth century, when their status as samurai ceased to be a shield, their
property was confiscated by the Meiji government and given over to the
Imperial Army." "I know the more recent history. After the war, it was
requisitioned by the American Occupation, and gradually it became an
entertainment quarter." Honniko fiddled with her dark glasses. "I know that
because my father was stationed here in those years." "He was Army, right?"
Around and around the tabletop the dark glasses went. "Military police." She
glanced up at him. "He went after the bad buys, you know, the users: the
currency runners, arms merchants, drug dealers, black marketeers." It was
interesting. She was giving off two conflicting signals. She didn't want to
talk about her father, but she did. "Tell me about your mother," he said as
the salads were served. Maybe that would take some of the pressure

off. "There's nothing much to tell. My father met her here in Roppongi."
Honniko was watching a new marriage partythis group in black leather
motorcycle jackets and silver studs-make their way across the terrace under
the direction of a rather hyper photographer. "And that's the end of the
story." As the photographer placed the party in the sunlight, Honniko looked
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down at her salad and said nothing. "Forget it," Nicholas said. "It's none of
my business." Across the terrace, the party was shedding their leather
jackets, revealing skin so covered with tattoos that there was hardly a
flesh-colored patch anywhere to be seen. Honniko, studying the array of
tattooed flesh like a careful housewife picking over fresh fish, said,
"Actually, there is more to the story." While the wedding photographer worked
in a flurry of movement, Nicholas waited for her to continue. "My mother
worked not far from here, in a toruko," she said after a long pause. Her eyes
caught his, flashed away. "Do you know what that is?" "Yes. Nowadays, 1it's
called soapland." He took up a forkful of radicchio, mache, and goat cheese.
"The word is a bastardization of the English Turkish bath." "Then you know
that men went to a toruko not merely to get clean." "I suppose it had to do
with how much money they were willing to part with." "And the imagination of
the woman getting you clean." She looked down at her untouched salad. "My
mother was a halo." The word was slang. Literally, it meant box, but the
meaning was pussy. It was also the nickname of the women who worked the
old-time toruko. "Your father knew this?" "Yeah. It was called Tenki." Tenki
was Japanese for a profound secret. "He got a call to raid the place and dig
out a black marketeer who was getting his genitals socaped. Everyone in the
toruko was hauled out and arrested, my mother included." "And they fell in
love." "Like hell." Honniko laughed uneasily. "My father was all-American and
a pure, cross-eyed romantic. Also, he knew nothing about the Japanese."
Finding no good use for her fork, she finally put it down. "He wanted to take
her away from all that" "And, of course, she went." He pushed his salad away;
he'd had enough. "Because be wanted her to, not because she wanted to." "She
became his wife." Honniko watched the waiter take their plates away, "She
became what he wanted her to be." "Did she have a choice?" Honniko shook her
head. "Not really. He was the one who sprung her from jail. Her family, who
lived in Ise, did not even know she was in Tokyo." The plates of brightly
colored vegetables were set in front of them. "He paid her fine, got the
authorities to wipe her record dean-so she could start fresh, he told her."
She stabbed a piece of asparagus with more force than was required. "His life,
not hers." She stared at the asparagus on her fork as if it might be alive and
squirming. "Still, as you can imagine, she was immensely grateful" On the
sun-splashed terrace, the photographer was nervously rearranging the wedding
party into so many designs it was dizzying. "From that day forward the giri
she owed him was so great 'she could refuse him nothing. The ironic thing is
that if my father ever suspected, it would have blown his mind. Of course, he
never did." Nicholas pushed the food around on his plate. Maybe her lack of
appetite was contagious. "Did she come to love him in the end?" Honniko gave
him a wistful smile as she gave up on her food. "We all wish for happy
endings, don't we?" She put down her fork. "The truth is I don't know. I never
will. She died last year and my father ..." She let out a long breath. "I
don't know where my father is, whether he's alive or dead. He walked out on us
when I was twelve and we never heard from him. He never sent my mother money
for me. ©Nothing. It's like he never existed, and from that time on my mother
never spoke his name." She looked at him. "So I guess, yeah, she must have
loved him in some fashion because he sure as hell broke her heart." Looking at
the wedding party now filing inside for the ceremony, Nicholas thought maybe
it hadn't been such a good idea to bring her here, after all. Abruptly, the
world canted over on one side. The disappearing wedding party looked like
stretched-out bars of Turkish taffy and the sky had turned the color of bubble
gum. Nicholas, alarmed, looked down at his right arm. Had it gone directly
through the table, as it now seemed? He shook his head, but the buzz of 10
million bees refused to abate. He sensed Honniko looking at him oddly, but he
could not actually see her. The bubble gum was coming down from the

sky. Then, like a rubber band snapping back into place, reality returned to
its previous form. "-all right?" Honniko was saying. "You went white there
for a moment, and now you're sweating." Nicholas wiped his forehead with his
napkin. His tongue felt as thick as a log. What had happened? Another small
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seizure of Tau-tau, but not Akshara, no. Kshira. His power rising, unbidden.
Toward what end? The question made him shiver. "It's nothing. I'm all right."
But even as he said it, he knew it for a lie. Thirty years ago, the Golden
Gate Inn had been a hip and happening place. Despite its unlovely exterior,
the sixstory building had the right location for the wiseguys of Queens and
East New York. It overlooked Sheepshead Bay at Coney Island Avenue and the
Belt Parkway. As such, it was prime location for what the wiseguys favored
most: beach, boats, and bodies. The bodies-all dead, all, in one form or
another, enemies-were discovered from time to time in the section of overgrown
weeds arid steel-woolly underbrush where, in 1961, Mick Leonforte had whacked
Gino Scalfa. Scalfa was by no means the first to get it there and he certainly
wasn't the last. Nowadays, the hotel was no longer hosting wiseguys to
drinks, broads, and braggadocio. It was, in fact, closed up and all but
derelict. But the area next to it that had never been developed, wild with
weeds, grasses, and goldenrod in summer, enriched over the years with then-
blood and brains, still abided by the side of the service road. It was at
this place that Caesare Leonforte had set the meet with Margarite. She arrived
in the wvicinity ten minutes early and sat in her car waiting. It was not cold,
nevertheless her arms were crossed over her chest in order to keep herself
from trembling. To calm her wildly beating heart, she took the time to review
all the ways in which Bad Clams had turned her life upside down. And at once
she saw how much she had been in shock these last two days. They seemed like
days, weeks, so paralyzed had she been. Caesare-brilliant bastard that he
was—had struck her heart three times in succession and had succeeded in
robbing her of her best defense: her mind. She was in an intense state of
fear for Francie's life even while she had been mourning for her beloved
businessand, yes, even for Tony, with whom she had shared at least some good
times and a sense of intimacy. Tony might have abused her, but he had loved
her as well, of this she had no doubt She also knew that she had-grown where
he had not And, in doing so, she had become a person with whom he could not
cope. For men like Tony, women with aspirations were bad enough. But those who
turned those aspirations into success were intolerable. Where, in his mind,
she should have stayed at home banging out a succession of little De- Camillos
for him, she went out, got educated, went into her own business. But for all
that, she was a failure as a woman, as far as Tony had been concerned. And
then had come the topper. Dominic had made Tony his successor as don in name
only. All the real power had devolved onto Margarite. It was Margarite whom
Dom trained, Margarite to whom he whispered all his secrets. It had driven
Tony wild. Now he was dead and though Margarite could mourn him in the
traditional sense, she wondered whether a day would come when she would miss
him. She stared hard at the slashed and gaping hole in the dashboard where
the CD player had been. She had used the crowbar in the trunk to gouge it out,
had thrown it out the window as she had sped along the Belt Parkway. Then and
only then, when she was certain that Caesare could not trace her calls, did
she phone the beeper of the high-level Goldoni contact at City Hall. She had
told the official to pull Jack Barnett, the cop who was investigating Tony's
murder, off that case and any others he was currently on. "This is what I want
Barnett to do," she told the official, and had then given the man a specific
set of instructions. The official did not complain. He was one of literally
hundreds of municipal, state, and federal government officials on whom Dominic
Goldoni had compiled dossiers. The Nishiki network constantly updated these
dossiers, and when Dom had been murdered, Margarite had inherited these files
and the power they brought anyone who possessed them. This particular man,
Margarite knew, was a cross-dresser, not a peccadillo that would be condoned
if it were made public. A man-especially a government official-dressing up in
women's clothes would cause a scandal of epic proportions if it hit the news
media. The phone rang and she jumped just as if a shot had been fired at

her. "Yes?" she answered warily. What if it was Caesare calling to torment
her again? "Mrs. DeCamillo? Barnett here." Her eyes closed in relief. "Where
are you, Detective?" "Close. Very close." Margarite glanced at her watch.
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"It's time." "I know." "My daughter, Francine-" "You've made yourself very
clear, Mrs. DeCamillo. You pull some extremely powerful strings at City Hall."

"All in a day's work." "Your work, Mis. DeCamillo. I'm only brought in to
clean up the messes you and people like you make." Her face was a mask of
concentration as she put the Lexus in gear. "I'm going in." "Understood." She

broke the connection as she nosed down the service road toward the patch of
weeds and underbrush. Beyond, the bay twinkled with lights and reflections.
The lights of the city bounced eerily off the underside of low clouds. The air
was heavy and wet with incipient rain. A plane following a flight path .into
Kennedy roared by, sounding like thunder. Bernice was wrong, Margarite
thought, as she kept her eye out for the other car. And, anyway, it was
impossible to put aside thoughts of vengeance. This was Francine, her baby,
they were talking about! Business was one thing, but Bad Clams had violated
every code of their world: he'd gone after her family. That was, as Mrs.
Paglia had said, an infamia, and now, whatever Bad Clams's fate, he had
brought it down on himself. She knew she was taking a terrible risk. But this
situation wasn't that cut-and-dried. In snatching her daughter Caesare had
crossed a line. His unspeakable act had branded him for destruction, and
Margarite was determined to be the agent of that annihilation. Up ahead, in
the tarmacked space between the service road and the place where the weeds
began heading down to the bay, she could see a dark Lincoln, lying low and in
wait like a hunter. It had kept dark all this time, but as she approached, its
golden running lights were switched on. She rolled to a stop, the Lexus's
engine ticking over like a clock, like' her pulse. She stared hard at the car,
as if she had X-ray vision that could penetrate its armor plate and see her
daughter. Francine! Her mind screamed in her agony. Oh, Bernice, for all her
wisdom, could not know such profound fear and pain! She bunked several times,
then slowly and methodically disengaged her white fingers from their death
grip around the steering wheel. "Mrs. DeCamillo." A voice, disembodied by
distance and darkness, made her shiver. Breathe, she commanded herself.
Breathe. "Yes," she called out of the open window. "I'm here." "Please get
outta the car an' open all four doors." It will all be over in a minute, she
told herself as she got slowly out of the Lexus. That's what Burnett said and
I believe him. I have to believe him. "Now step away from the car so we can
see inside an' make sure you're alone." "I told Caesare-" "Gotta make sure,
Mrs. D. You know how it is. I got my orders." She walked carefully out of the
headlight beams. "Stay where we can see ya. Right in fronta the car." She did
as she was told, but she had the .45 in her hand, hanging at her side, hidden
by her body and her handbag. She had already killed once in defense of her
life, and she knew she was prepared to kill again to get Francie back. She
had become the agent of Caesare's annihilation. "She's clear," the voice
said, "an' so's the car. It's like she said, she's solo." A car door slammed
and Margarite squinted through the glare of the headlights at a bloblike
shape. This was not going to be so easy; seeing wasn't so good from where she
was standing. As she took a step toward the darkness, a voice stopped

her. "It would not be wise to move, Mrs. D.," another voice, deeper, thicker,
said. "I have your daughter here an' I know you wouldn't want anything bad to
happen to her at this late date." Margarite's heart flipped over painfully.
"Francine!" "Mom!" Thank God! Margarite breathed. She's here! "Are you okay?"
- "Mom, what's going on?" Margarite's heart went out to her daughter. She'd
gone through so much already. "Don't worry, angel. This is just business.
Caesare wants to-" "That's enough wid the chitchat, you two," the deep voice
said. "Mrs. D., my name's Marco. Now that you know we have your daughter, I
want you to walk straight toward me. I'm standin' next to the rear door to
the black Lincoln. Get in an' I'll put your daughter in beside you an' that'll
be that. We'll take carea the Lexus." "But I-" "Mrs. D., you do just as I
say, nothing more, nothing less. I wancha t'know your daughter is standing
directly in fronta me. Vinnie's at the wheela the Lincoln an' he's armed. So'm
I. I gotta gun against the backa your daughter's head." He lowered his voice.
"Go ahead, kid, tell 'er." "He's got something pressed against my head, Mom!"

Page 79



Francine piped up in a voice quivering only slightly with held-in tension and
fear. "All right, all right!" Margarite called. "I'm coming straight toward
you." She stepped out . of the headlight beams, heading toward Marco and
Francine. "I'm doing just what you said." "That's good, Mrs. D.," Marco said.
"Makes my job easier an' yourdaughter - " He never got to finish his thought
because, at that instant, Margarite had come abreast of him and, whipping the
muzzle of the .45 beneath his jaw, pulled the trigger and blown the top of his
head off. Francie screamed from the sharp report of the pistol's discharge
and from the spastic jerk of Marco against her. Margarite grabbed her
daughter, shoved Marco's heavy corpse away, and trained her gun in Vinnie's
direction. But she needn't have bothered. There was another sharp report,
echoing over the bay, and- a surprisingly small section of the Lincoln's
windshield shattered inward. The rest of it had turned into a vast and complex
spiderweb behind which Vinnie could be seen spread-eagle against the seatback,
staring upward at the large hole in his forehead. Margarite threw down her
.45, kicked it beneath Marco's body as the form of Detective Lieutenant Jack

Barnett picked its way fastidiously across the tarmac. "Mrs. DeCamillo, are
you and your daughter okay?" She raised her voice long enough to say, "We are,
Detective." She cuddled Francine and whispered urgently in her ear. She

devoured Francie with her eyes, and seeing her own face reflected in her
daughter's, she thought, She's all right. She kissed both her cheeks, stroked
her curling red hair, which she wore long and wild. She stared into Francie's
hazel, quicksilver eyes, trying to read a world in a split second. She's so
beautiful, Margarite thought, the only good thing to come out of my marriage
to Tony. But she's pure Goldoni. If there's any DeCamillo in her, I can't see
it. The long-legged, coltish body trembled like a fawn's in Margarite's
embrace. Francie, in wide-legged Gap jeans, well-worn Tony Lama cowboy boots,
an inside-out black tee, and a rumpled denim jacket with the sleeves rolled up
her forearms, pressed herself against her mother, but she was staring
wide-eyed at the dead men. How fragile youth is, Margarite thought. And how
precious. It's snatched away in the blink of an eye and then it's gone
forever. "That first shot gave me quite a start." Barnett, coming up on
mother and daughter, squinted through the hole his shot had made through the
Lincoln's windshield. He was holding a Husqgvarna rifle, outlined with a
nightscope, in his left hand; in his right was his service revolver. He was a
dapper-looking man in his early forties with sandy hair and light eyes,
although in the glare of the headlights Margarite could not tell their exact
color. He possessed the face of a man who had seen many things and passed
through them all as a fakir walks over hot coals, with a mixture of faith and
practical knowledge of the way the universe works. He was dressed in a dark
suit with surprisingly few creases. His tie, which now flew over his shoulder
in the freshening wind, was elegant rather than loud. He came around the side
of the Lincoln where Margarite stood with Francine tucked protectively into
her body and stared down at Marco's crumpled form. "Hmm. Two down and only one
shot fired." He sniffed. "I'm good but, much as I hate to admit it, I'm not
that good." His eyes swung up to fix Margarite in a gaze as hard as the glare
from" sodium lights. "You wouldn't know anything about that, would you, Mrs.
DeCamillo?" Margarite was thinking of an answer when Barnett was slammed
against the side of the Lincoln. The Husgvarna flew from his grip and he
leaned against the shiny black metal with a confused and slightly sad
expression on his face. He looked up at her and his eyes crossed. That was
when she noticed the rapidly expanding boutonniere of blood damaging his
beautiful suit. She gripped Frantic more tightly as she felt a choked-off
scream burning her throat alee acid. She wanted to reach out to poor Barnett
even though the flower of blood emanated from over his heart, but a low moan
escaped Francie's lips and her daughter began to tremble in earnest. Margarite
kissed the top of Francie's head. She couldn't let go of her, and yet, as
Barnett slid to the blood-spattered ground, she felt she had to do something.
She began to reach out toward his service revolver, but a voice made her
freeze. "Oh, do try for it. Shooting an armed woman is much less problematic
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than killing an unarmed one. And so much more fun." She turned then and saw a
man coming through the Lexus's beams. He walked with a peculiar hip-tilting
gait, as if one leg didn't work right or was shorter than the other. He had
compensated for this disability by employing an almost skipping motion in his
walk, so that he moved quickly and at sharp angles, reminding Margarite of the
small, colorless sand crabs she had seen on the beach in the Caribbean. There
was nothing colorless, however, about this man. Though he was somewhat short,
he was nonetheless imposing. He had a wide face, square as a block of ice,
with mackerel eyes that seemed dead, yellow as yesterday's marrow. He wore a
neat, unfashionable goatee that gave him something of the aspect of Bacchus,
the Greek god of wine, women, and song, who was said to be part animal. Like
Bacchus, he had jet-black, curling hair that fell in shiny ringlets across his
forehead and down the nape of his neck, a wide, sensual mouth, and a long,
straight, Roman nose. A striking man, though the heaviness of some features
prevented him from being handsome. He was dressed in a striped, collarless
shirt beneath a handsome pig suede jacket dyed the color of whiskey, black
jeans, and boots of whiskey-colored alligator with high Cuban heels and custom

toes shod in what looked like stainless steel. - "I know you, don't I?"
Margarite said. "You do an' you don't. I'm the ghost of Black Paul
Mattaccino. I'm his son, Paul Chiaramonte." "I know that name. You're part of

the Abriola family my husband trusted with his life. The Abriolas have served
the Goldonis faithfully for decades." While he smiled a lopsided grin, he
lifted a leg and, with the finesse of a ballet dancer, flicked Barnett's
weapons away into the darkness. He held a long-barreled gun in his left

hand. "Bad Clams warned me not to trust you and he was right. But then he's
always right." Paul Chiaramonte clicked his tongue against the roof of his
mouth in that reproving sound old ladies make during sex scenes in the movies.
"Well, we can say good-bye to Vinnie and Marco." He shrugged. "Not the best of
talent, anyway." He gave her that lopsided grin again. Because of his sensual
lips, it was almost a leer, and Margarite found herself putting her hand over
Francie's face to shield her further. "In the old days they called soldiers
like Vinnie and Marco cannon fodder because they were gonna die on the
battlefield." He shrugged again. "That's gotta happen to someone. Why waste
A-list talent when it's so hard to find these days?" He chuckled, showing
teeth like a wolfs, sharp as paring knives. His eyes fell upon the body of
Detective Lieutenant Jack Barnett. "But who's this?" His stainless-steel boot
toe kicked Barnett in the side and Margarite winced even though the detective
was dead. Paul Chiaramonte grinned up at Margarite as he knelt down.
"Bodyguard or boyfriend? Maybe both." He carefully used one long fingernail
to peel back the blood-sodden jacket, reached inside, and opened the small
plastic wallet he found there. "Not much of a sport, I see." Then, he let out
a little cry and dropped the tiling as if it had stung him. His eyes, black
and ripe as grapes, goggled at Margarite. "Are you fucking mental? This guy's
a cop, for the love of Mary!" He did a tiny jig, making nun look as if he were
summoning up the woodland nymphs for an orgy, "I whacked an NYPD blue. Oh,
holy shit! Who coulda figured?" "You didn't have to kill him," Margarite
pointed out. It was an inane thing to say, but she was now so terrified and so
shocked at what she had done she couldn't think of anything else. Paul
Chiaramonte jumped, his face black with rage. He shoved the muzzle of his gun
into the soft spot beneath the point of her chin, making her cry out. "Mom!"
"Hush, .angel," she said as tears of pain ran freely down her cheeks. "You
and your cop buddy whacked two of my crew," he shouted in her face. "I should
blow the toppa your head off for you." He had gold rings on all his fingers,
including his thumb, which made it look deformed, heavy with menace. "Killing
a woman. That would be just your speed," Margarite said. Paul Chiaramonte hit
her backhanded across both cheeks, his gold rings gouging her flesh and making

her bleed. "Shut up and stand like a statue!" he said with his lips pulled
back from his teeth. "Christ Jesus, I haven't seen so much trouble since your
stepmother lived here." "What do you know about Faith Goldoni?" "Plenty." Paul

Chiaramonte sneered. "My mother was Sara Chiaramonte. She was the only woman
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Black Paul Mattaccino ever loved." He was staring at Francine, who seemed as
mesmerized by him as she would be by an exotic animal. "He was locked in a
loveless, lifeless marriage with Faith, the bitch. But he was Catholic, from
the old school, and wouldn't divorce her." His eyes, quick as an adder's
tongue, flicked to Margarite's face. "So she killed him slowly with poison in
the black figs he adored, so she could marry your father, Enrico Goldoni."
"Are you trying to frighten me? Everyone knew that rumor about her. But that's
all it was. She told me. People were jealous of her, marrying my father. Faith
was incapable of killing anyone." "I know better. But who gives a shit,
anyway? She's dead now so at least she can't lie to you anymore." Fright and
disgust mingled so thoroughly in her Margarite could no longer look at him. So
she stared at Jack Barnett's face, which was no help at all. It was a handsome
face, especially with that sandy hair lying across his eyes. Did he have a
wife? A child, maybe Francie's age? She didn't know, never would know, and
after all, it was irrelevant because he was dead. In the name of revenge, she
had brought him into this, and to this end. As surely as night follows day,
suffering and death will ensue, Bernice had said. But Margarita had thought
she was smarter than that, was sure that she could beat the odds, change the
rules, and upset the game. Instead, look what had come of it. She had reached
out with her power-the power of the Goldonis-and had brought death to an
innocent man. What was it Bernice had told her? It isn't power itself that
corrupts us. It is the abuse of it. She had abused her power, and suffering
and death was the result. Everyone thought Faith was dead-even apparently
Paul Chiaramonte. But the truth was she had merely changed identities. She was
now Renata Loti, one of Washington's major power brokers. Margarite saw her
stepmother infrequently. Theirs was a thorny and unsatisfying

relationship. She had been nine when her father, Enrico Goldoni, had married
Faith, too old to easily lose her bond with her real mother, too young to
fully grasp the difficulties Faith was facing with a new husband and a new-and
hostile-family. Margarite had always kept herself aloof from the common
neighborhood belief that Faith, in Machiavellian calculation and cold blood,
had murdered her first husband. But perhaps that had only been out of a sense
of self-preservation. What child would want to be brought up in the same house
as a murderess? Your soul is choked with tears, Bernice had said, reading
-her with uncanny insight. Margarite wailed inside, and she jumped as that
wailing became a real sound. Sirens ululating in the night, startling all
three of them. "Hello, we must be going," Paul Chiaramonte said, paraphrasing
Groucho Marx. Using the muzzle of his gun, he roughly herded the two women up
the incline and into the ghostly hotel's parking lot. Phosphorescence
glistened out on the bay. It was probably best not to know its source,
Margarite thought. A fire-red, vintage Thunderbird convertible crouched in a
shadowed corner of the lot. He directed Margarite to bind Francie's wrists and
ankles. They bundled her into the cramped back space. Then, working swiftly
and surely, he did the same with Margarite. "This isn't necessary. I'll sit
beside you in the front. You have my daughter. You can trust me." "Like Marco
and Vinnie could trust you?" Paul Chiaramonte sneered. "Your stepmother raised
you well. You're a fuckin' viper, lady." He stuffed his handkerchief into her
mouth, pressed her head down, pushed her on top of Francie. Then he slammed
the door shut, got behind the wheel, fired up the T-bird, and swung out of the
lot. Out on the Belt Parkway, with the cassette deck cranked up, cruising
easily under the speed limit, he passed a fleet of blue-and-white cop cars,

top lights revolving, sirens screaming, -heading for the Golden Gate Inn. "So
long, suckas," Paul Chiaramonte called over Brian Wilson's choirboy voice
singing "Don't Worry Baby." 5 Tokyo/West "Palm Beach Nicholas met Tanaka Gin

in Kappa Watanabe's hospital room. The cyber tech looked like hell. His skin,
pulled tight against his bones, had been tainted an alarming greenish yellow
by the Banh Tom nerve toxin. A ventilator was assisting his breathing, and a
plethora Of plastic tubes snaked in and out of him. His heart and pulse rate
were being monitored, and a nurse stood by his side, adjusting the levels of
the many chemicals being pumped into him. "You may have five minutes with
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him, no more," the obviously annoyed physician had told them in the corridor
just outside. "He's still very weak, so don't upset him in any way." "We
appreciate the assist," Tanaka Gin had said as he bowed respectfully. 1Inside,
however, he was brisk, all business, as he quickly introduced himself to
Watanabe. "This is a criminal investigation," he concluded, ignoring the
nurse's silent disapproval. "Your involvement has put you at great risk, as
you must already have guessed. But if and when you get out of here, I am
authorized to tell you that you will be charged with multiple counts of
espionage, piracy, and grand larceny. Other charges are currently being drawn
up as the investigation continues." Tanaka Gin stared down at Watanabe's
yellow eyes as he waved away the increasingly frantic motions of the nurse.
Judging by the noises from the monitors, the cyber tech's vital signs were
becoming elevated. As Tanaka Gin and Nicholas had discussed, now was the time
to press him even harder. "Watanabe-san, you have willfully stolen copyrighted
and proprietary material from Sato International. I am afraid that all you
have to look forward to is a lifetime in jail. If you don't die in here, that
is." "Just a moment," Nicholas said, adhering to their prepared script. "I
have an idea, Gin-san, an alternative." "There is no alternative," Tanaka Gin
said, his steely eyes boring into Watanabe's wide-apart eyes. "At least hear
me out. What if Watanabe-san makes a full confession and cooperates fully with
this investigation?" "Yes," Watanabe said in a wan but desperate tone. "Yes."
Tanaka Gin snorted. "Linnear-san, this man is a thief. He tried to bankrupt
you. I cannot believe you are defending him." "Not defending. But I want to
get to the bottom of this. Don't you see? I am convinced by the evidence we
have so far that Watanabe-san did not steal the CyberNet data on his own. If
he can lead us to the others, I am not interested in prosecuting him." "You
may not be, but I certainly am!" Tanaka Gin thundered so loudly that even the
nurse cowered into her corner. "By God, the Tokyo Prosecutor's Office will
not tolerate industrial espionage. Damn it, it's a matter of national
security." Watanabe was trembling and his heart rate was going crazy. "But I
have the information, Linnear-san," he pleaded. "I can never forgive myself
for what I have done, but at least I can try to make amends." "No deals!"
Tanaka Gin's voice rose to a crescendo. "I don't want him in jail if he helps
us," Nicholas said. "You know what it's like inside. He'll never survive."
Now Watanabe was goggling at them both. Terror such as he'd never known filled
his very soul. And he struggled to get everything out at once. At that
moment, the door swung open and the doctor strode in. "What in the name of
heaven is going on here? I told you-" "This is official business," Tanaka Gin
said, pinning the doctor with that patented steely glare. "Out until I tell
you otherwise.”" "You can't talk to me that way. I am in charge here." "When
I'm finished, you are." Tanaka Gin drew out a folded sheet. "Otherwise I am
authorized to remove your patient to. the medical facility in Metropolitan
Prison. Is that your wish, Doctor?". The doctor stared at Tanaka Gin for a
moment to allow himself to regain some face with the nurse, then he let the
door close. Tanaka Gin, with a quick glance at Nicholas, turned back to
Watanabe just in time to see Nicholas bending over him. "It's going to be all
right, Watanabe-san, I promise you." And with a great deal of satisfaction,
Tanaka Gin heard Watanabe squeak, "I am prepared, Linnear-san. It is quite
clear in my mind. I want to tell you everything I know." Tanaka Gin flipped on
a pocket recorder, spoke into it the date, time, location, and those present.
Then he set the recorder down in the swinging tray in front of Watanabe's
mouth, and Watanabe said he was making this statement of his own free

will. "You admit to making an unauthorized copy of Sato International's
TransRim CyberNet data?" Tanaka gui began. "I do." "And you acknowledge
knowing that said data were the sole property of Sato International?" "I do."
"Did you perpetrate this crime on your own?" "No. I was approached by a man
named Nguyen Van Truc. He's the vice president of national marketing for Minh

Telekom, a Vietnamese company." "Just a moment," Nicholas interjected. "You
weren't approached by the American Cord McKnight?" "No. As I told you, it was
Van Truc." "But you made the data transfer with McKnight," Nicholas said. "As
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far as I know, he was just an intermediary. A cutout so Van Truc could keep
his hands clean." Watanabe" put his head back on the pillow. His hair was
shiny with the sweat of exertion. "Let me get you some water," Nicholas said.
They watched as Watanabe sucked ice water through a straw, his eyes closed
with the intense pleasure of a child. "Tell us a bit more about the
Vietnamese," Tanaka Gin said. Watanabe nodded. "Van True works for Minn, as I
said. But he was being paid by someone else. An industrialist I'd heard of
named Kurtz." Tanaka Gin and Nicholas exchanged glances. "Rodney Kurtz?"
Nicholas asked. "Yes." "How could you know this?" Tanaka Gin said. "By your
own admission, these people were extremely careful. Van Truc used McKnight as
a cutout." "Yes, yes. But, you see, Van True had to use something of
sufficient value to entice me to steal the CyberNet data. What he offered me
was my own R and D lab with Sterngold Associates. I did some digging and
discovered that Sterngold is one of half a dozen companies in Asia owned by
Rodney Kurtz. How else would a vice president of marketing of a Vietnamese
telecommunications company be offering me such a plum job unless Kurtz was
financing thewhole thing?" "You should have come to me with all of this before
the fact," Nicholas said. "I would have helped you and you wouldn't be lying
here now, poisoned by the people who hired you." Watanabe, who was clearly
exhausted by his ordeal, closed his eyes. His hands were trembling and the
nurse seemed truly alarmed by the readings coming off the monitor. "I might
have," he said in a voice that had become thin and reedy, "because everyone at
Sato talks about how kind and intuitive you are. But you weren't around, were
you?" In a kissaten, a coffee shop nearby the hospital, Nicholas and Tanaka
Gin sat staring out the window at the rest of the world rushing home to dinner
and TV. Cars and buses clogged the street to the point of immobility, and a
sea of pedestrians spooled by as if on moving walkways. "Are you okay?"
Tanaka Gin asked. "You look almost as bad as Watanabe." "I'm fine," Nicholas
said, sipping his coffee. "Well, I'm not." Tanaka Gin rubbed his eyes with
the pads of his thumbs. "Just before we met at the hospital, I got word that
Tetsuo Akinaga's lawyers sprung him." "You mean the charges have been
dropped?" The thought 0f the Yakuza oyabun who was Okami's most powerful and
implacable enemy being set free was unthinkable. "But he was awaiting trial."
"Akinaga's lawyers claimed there were irreqularities in my prosecutorial brief
and apparently they were right." Tanaka Gin shook his head. "The brief was
sabotaged, Linnear-san. As I told you, I had been warned of corruption within
my department. Now I am seeing direct evidence of it." "I will make some
inquiries in areas off limits to you." Tanaka Gin bowed formally. "Thank you,
Linnear-san. I am in your debt." They ordered more coffee and stared out at
the traffic and the rain. The slick sidewalks seemed lacquered with neon
reflections. "I sure would like a word with Nguyen Van Truc," Tanaka Gin
mused, "but it's as if he fell off the face of the earth. Neither his company
nor his relatives have heard from him since the night of the CyberNet launch
dinner, and Immigration informs me he hasn't tried to leave the country. So
where the hell is he?" Nicholas stared at the rush-hour traffic and said
nothing. "You were right about Kurtz," he said at last. "Sterngold Associates
appears on the list of the CyberNet's Denwa Partners." "But why would Kurtz
want to steal data from a project he'd just invested in?" "Interesting
question," Nicholas said. "It also puts a whole new spin on Kurtz's murder."
"How so?" "Look at it this way. Kurtz was incredibly reclusive from a business
perspective. He never let any of his businesses go public, even though it's a
matter of public record from numerous stories in Stern, Time, and Forbes, to
name just three, that his accountants, lawyers, and business associates had
been urging him to do just that and make a killing on the international

markets. He was something of a genius. People would fall all over themselves

to buy into the Kurtz empire." "Yes. So what?" "So all his holdings are

personal," Nicholas said. "If he dies, his wife inherits them. And if she dies
." "They had no children.”" "No." Nicholas drained the rest of his coffee.

"So Kurtz likes the CyberNet prospects so much he buys into Denwa Partners.
Two weeks later, he's murdered, and the next day his widow is killed by a
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hit-and-run. Cosmic coincidence or hidden connection?" "I don't believe in
coincidences where murder is concerned. I think I'd better find out who gets
the estate now that both principals are deceased." Tanaka Gin threw some bills
on the table. "Linnear-san, about what happened last night at the Kurtzes',6 I
know that in some way your Tau-tau allowed you to feel the presence of the
killer. Have you any more impressions of who he might be? I have to discount
your sensation of looking into a mirror and seeing yourself. You didn't kill
Kurtz." "No, of course not. I-" The world canted over and was sliding into a
rain- puckered ocean. Red and blue mixed, becoming magenta columns rising out
of the kissaten's floor, a forest of taffy. He heard his heartbeat, quick and
fast, filling up his ears with pulsing fluid. He looked down, felt himself
sinking through the floor, passing through solid objects as if they were made
of ether. A roaring colored the fluid in his ears, the massed buzzing of 10
million bees, a hive of kinetic activity that made him wince as he fell and

kept right on falling . "-near-san! Linnear-san!" Someone was' shouting,
trying to drown out the bees' cross-pollinated conversations. Quiet,
please! "Linnear-san!" It was Tanaka Gin's familiar face close by as he

pulled Nicholas off the floor. Nicholas put his hand to his throbbing head.
The columns had disappeared and the floor seemed solid enough, but there was
still the aftermath of the bees to contend with. "What happened?" "You tell
me," Tanaka Gin said "You suddenly went white and slid off your chair."
Nicholas thought of the end of his lunch with Honniko. Those damned bees
buzzing in his head, trying to be heard. "Let's get out of here," he

said. Out in the rain-dark streets, it seemed quieter. The incessant crowds,
the familiar chirping of the crosswalk units for the bund, provided a sense of
continuity and lulled him back into reality. "Linnear-san?" "I slipped.”
"Slipped? I saw you in a Tau-tau trance at the Kurtz house, and that was no
normal slip." "You're right," Nicholas said bleakly. "I'm very much afraid it
was a slip from one reality to another." Bad Clams had a forty-foot
Cigarette-one of those ultrafast, ultraslim power boats so coveted in Florida.
Its hull was painted the color of the ocean at night, a muddy shade in
sunlight, but by moonlight it virtually disappeared. Of course, that was the
point. Cigarettes were smugglers' boats. Caesare's Cigarette was fast, even
by the souped-up standards of the craft. Vesper's skin turned to gooseflesh
within minutes of taking off from the dock in West Palm, and she had to hold
on to the railing for support. The noise was almost insupportable, like being
in the center of a jet engine. Her white-knuckle grip was secure on the
gunwale as it had been as a kid on roller coasters that took her breath away
just like this. Craning her neck, she saw the front of the boat was on plane,
all the way out of the water, spray caroming off the sleek sides, hard and
solid as hail. "You need a sweater, babe? I think there's a couple stowed
away below," Bad Clams shouted over the roar of the wind and the gigantic twin
engines. Vesper, her body vibrating with the throb of the engines, shook her
head. "How fast are we going?" "Faster than anything else afloat," Bad Clams
confided, "and that includes those Coast Guard dicks." It was Jjust past seven
and he still seemed agitated. He had been pacing the floor, looking at the
phone, and when it had rung, he almost broke his hip lunging for it. He'd
seemed initially disappointed, as if this business call was not the one he'd
been waiting for. Nevertheless, he'd told her to get dressed as he hung up. "I
got too much energy to stay in," he'd told her. He was jumpy and elated all at
once, and she wondered what had happened. As she tumbled out of bed, she
wondered how Croaker was making out with Wade Forrest, the head of the
Leonforte unit of the Anti-Cartel Task Force. Had it been crazy to involve
Croaker? He was tough and smart, but she knew the ambitious Forrest very well,
and i1f Croaker didn't handle himself just right, Forrest would blow him off
without a second thought. She did not want that. She had come to be quite fond
of him. Being with him was like hanging around a Robert Mitchum film

character. She'd always been a sucker for Mitchum. "There's a man maybe
coming tomorrow, friend of mine," Bad Clams said as he headed out along the
scimitared line the moonlight made on the ocean. "Real character, this guy. I
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think you'll get a kick outta him. He's gonna stay couple days, maybe.
Bringing his girlfriend, she's okay." He waited a moment. "Not that it

matters, she's a sickly broad, so you won't be seein' mucha her." "Does this
mean we can't go to South Beach?" Vesper drew wisps of hair off her face. "You
promised me we'd go tomorrow." "No, South Beach it is. My friend, Paulie, he

won't be here till sometime inna afternoon. We'll go for lunch, 'kay? I'm
sick of II Palazzo, anyway." About three miles from shore, he abruptly cut the
engines and they began to drift. "Look at that sunset," he said, pointing to
the green and orange fire beyond the western horizon. "Makes you glad t'be
alive, doesn't it?" It was preternaturally quiet out here, beyond the seabirds
and out of the shipping lanes. The pleasure boats were all riding at anchor or
safely in their slips. Only the distant drone of a plane could be heard
wafting over the water. Far off, the lights of Palm Beach had come on, a
spangle, part of another world, a reflection of the sunset riding the

waves. "You hungry?" "Not really." She noticed a large Styrofoam chest that
had been stowed beside the wheel. "Hey, you know what I did today?" he said,
his tone still light and conversational. "I checked you out. And y'know what I
found?" He was coming toward her and Vesper had sense enough to stand her
ground. Not an easy thing given the pissed-off look on his face. "I found out
that you worked for the federal government." He was close now. "Not only that,
you worked for a virtually unknown unit called Looking-Glass." She could smell
him, that curious, spicy animal scent with which he scared people. "Not only
that, you worked for my father, John." "It's all true," Vesper said

quietly. He snorted. "I know that, lady. What I don't know is what you're
doing here." His hands gestured. "I mean, it's too much ova coincidence you
showin' up in II Palazzo just in time for me to walk in and see you." Vesper
was walking through a lethal minefield without a diagram of where the
explosives were located. Being with Caesare Leonforte was like that. Not that
she minded such an assignment. Almost all her life, it seemed, she had been a
sister to risk. And to her credit or her damnation, depending on your point of
view, she clove to it like a moth to a flame. The essential attraction of
risk was that it took you out of yourself. Like acting, it was the antithesis
of self- contemplation, which had never been one of Vesper's attributes. In
being someone else, actors had ho time to be themselves, and it was the same
for risk. In those situations that entailed the greatest risk, you had to be
whatever it was the other person needed you to be. Up to a point. Then you
turned the tables on them in order to get what you wanted out of

them. Vesper's relationship with Bad Clams was still in the first, and most
dangerous, stage. For if she was found out, there would be no other stages to.
follow on. Everything would be lost. On the risky theory that the best
defense was offense, Vesper pushed herself against him, encirch'ng him with
her arms. She kissed him hard on the lips. Then she pulled her head away so
she could see his eyes and grinned up at him. . "Did I somehow magically make
you come over and pick me up?" "No, of course not, but-" "But I was there
hoping to run into you." His eyes narrowed. "Yeah, why?" "Because of the
Pentagon investigation into your father's dealings with DARPA, I need a secure
place to hide." She was talking about the Pentagon's Defense Advanced Research
Projects Agency. DARPA was so ultrasecret it was black-budgeted, which meant
that Congress never knew about its funds and, therefore, never had to vote
appropriations. "Your father was dipping his fingers into the DARPA
experimental weapons cache virtually at will. When that came to light, it got
a lot of people at the Pentagon really pissed off because it made the generals
look foolish and compromised the entire fast-track advanced weapons research
program." "So okay, what's that got to do with you?" "I needed to get out of
Washington permanently before the investigation got around to me." Now he
seemed really suspicious. "Yeah, why? You had nothing to do with the DARPA
procurement network." Like most things in life, it was a trade-off. She'd
gotten him more pissed off and suspicious of her, but in the process he'd
given her a vital piece of the puzzle she was trying to solve. Now she had
confirmed that Caesare had been involved in his father's scheme to raid DARPA
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of its best weapons ideas. "No, but I worked closely with your father." "On
what?" "Drugs." For a moment, Caesare was too shocked to say anything. Then
he began to laugh. He laughed so hard he held his sides and tears came to his
eyes. "You?" he gasped. "A beautiful, intelligent broad like you involved in
the macho sleaze of the drug world? You gotta be kidding." "I'm not." Caesare
sobered up quickly. "Don't you fuckin' try to scam me, I'll skin you alive."
When he spoke like that, his street voice overrode everything. "No scam. I
was your father's administrative assistant, on the books, that is. What I
really did for him was coordinate his drug operation from inside
Looking-Glass." "How come I never heard of you?" "Because I took care of the
Asian side of things. Besides, Johnny had more secrets than a small town."
"Yeah, you could say that again." Caesare was calmer now. "That sonuvabitch
never told anybody anything more than he thought they needed to know. Was
always like that. Never trusted anybody-not even his kids." He snorted again.
"Hey, shit, what am I talkin' about-'specially his kids. Nobody, an' I mean
nofuckingbody, was close to Johnny Leonforte." This was said with a certain
admiring machismo, but Vesper felt an undercurrent like a wisp of a breeze
against her cheek, a dark and brooding hurt like a bruise that had never
healed. He sat down on the stern of the Cigarette, looked at her. "He keep
you a secret 'cause he was boffing you?" For a moment, Vesper wondered which
way to play this. She knew now that Caesare would be intensely jealous if she
said yes. The question was whether she wanted that. "Well, he certainly
tried," she said, going solely on instinct. "And tried and tried and tried."
Caesare stared at her in a kind of reverie. He had never met a woman even
remotely like her, and he was intoxicated. Much to his astonishment, he found
that he admired the way she stood up to him almost as much as he adored the
fury with which she made love. For him, whose needs required that everything
be larger than life, she was like a gift from heaven. Everything about her was
larger than life-her passion, her humor, her intelligence, her fury. Rather
than being intimidated, as most men would be, he embraced these things in her.
After spending his life dismissbig women as second-class citizens who did no
more than inhabit the vast backdrop of his life, he had discovered a kind of
soulmate who, by sheer force of her animal personality, had pushed herself to
the foreground where he had always stood alone." Not surprisingly, this
revelation set up a series of ripples in his mind. Like unknown currents, they
branched out, -chilling him, firing nun, taking him to places he had not known
existed. He shook his head. "You're some fuckin' broad, you know that? Whatta
pair of cojdénes on you." Then they were laughing together and she knew she had
made the right decision because she felt one of his internal walls crumbling.
She was further inside than she had been. It was growing dark now, the string
of lights on shore more brilliant. The eastern half of the sky was already
black. "Y'know, I never met a broad before my father wanted who he didn't
get." "That must've been hard on your mother." "Ah, my mother." Caesare
crossed himself. "God rest her soul. She hung in there, gotta give her all the
credit inna world.” She loved my father until the day she died, and nothing
was gonna shake that love apart. But he was nevah there, y'know?" He looked
out over the waves. "But sometimes I think he sure did his best." He put his
elbows on his knees, stared down at the deck. "Why'd he hurt her so to leave
her like that? I mean, us kids, we were alla time runnin' around so we hardly
had time t'miss him. Leastwise I nevah did." But something far back in his eye
told Vesper he was lying-not only to her but perhaps to himself as

well. Caesare shook his head. "What'd she ever do to him but love him, make
him the only man inna world? An' then he skips out. But he hadda job t'do,
y'know, she knew that, I mean, she had to, right? It was business, but she
hadda miss him something fierce and it must've killed her inside, the love
eating right through her. Anyway, I used to ask myself these questions when I
was young an' stupid, running around the streets of Ozone Park." His eyes
flicked up to hers. "And, y'know, I never could come up with the answers until
one day I had to do this errand, take my sister to Astoria, to this convent
she was crazy for." His fingers laced and unlaced as he spoke. "She was so
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odd, my sister, Jaqui. Talk about someone I never understood, Jesus! Anyway,
Jaqui, her dream was to be a nun, that's why she was always going off to this
convent, the Sacred Heart of Santa Maria. I was only there the once but I
never forgot the name." He sighed. "Anyway, I was driving Jaqui there and we
were talking. Poor thing, she was always trying to talk to me, only I don't
think I ever paid attention. I mean she was my sister, for Christ's sake, what
could she have t'say, alia time talkin' about stuff I knew nothin' about?
'Cept this time. I asked her those questions that were driving me

batty. 'When's Pop coming home?' I asked her. 'I mean, Mom's gotta broken
heart already from waiting for him.' An' she said, 'Don't you get it yet? He's
never coming back.'" Caesare's hands opened wide. "Naturally, I got pissed off

and yelled at her. I mean, what the fuck, she was talking bullshit, like she
always did, no wonder I never listened to her. Of course, Pop was coming back.
We were his family, right?" He was staring down at his feet. "But, funny
thing, y'know, she was right. Pop never did come back." Caesare's head came up
suddenly and he guffawed. His mood change was startling. "She could really be
something, Jaqui. You remind me of her maybe a little 'cause she was big-in
here." He tapped his temple meaningfully with a forefinger. "Y'know, she never
called Pop Pop, or Dad or Father, even. Father was for the priests, anyway,
far as she was concerned. I guess she hated him or maybe pitied him 'cause she
felt abandoned." "Didn't you?" Vesper asked. "I mean it'd be only natural."
"Who, me? Nah, I was too busy learning the family trade, so to speak, from
Uncle Alphonse, that rat bastard." She heard that same dark undercurrent in
his voice. He grew unaccountably melancholy again and she felt she was on one
end of an emotional yo-yo. "An" I always, y'know, stuck up for the old man.
Not like Jaqui. She had some fuckin' mouth, my sister. An' no fuckin' respect
for family, either." He rubbed his palms together slowly as if he needed to
warm them and looked out to sea. "What happened to Jaqui?" Vesper put a hand
on his back, rubbing in circles. As she did so, she detached herself from her
physical moorings as Okami had taught her until even the beating of her heart
receded down a long crystalline corridor, until she was enveloped in the
singular silence of thought. The beat-beat-beat of the wings of unseen birds
pushed outward, past the barrier between humans, and entered Caesare's psyche.
Connected in this tenuous fashion, she did her best to push him on. Revelation
would follow revelation, the first one being the most difficult. This Bad Clam
shell was beginning to open. "Thaf's the really shitty thing, see.”" He took a
breath even as he waved a hand dismissively. "She died inna car crash when she
was twenty. Year after she joined the convent." He continued to stare bleakly
out to sea. "Twenty, Jesus." He turned to her. "Y'know, the funny thing is, I
miss her now. Never did when she was alive and inna convent. Never even
thought of her much, 'cept to be pissed at her for not respectin' Pop. But now
I think of her all the time. Weird, isn't it?" "Not really, and I think it's
good. It's good that you can appreciate her now. She'd like that, don't you
think?" "I dunno." Caesare seemed so sad. "I think of that time I yelled at
her inna car onna way to the convent, y'know? Truth is, I didn't just yell-I
slapped her. I hit her hard, y'know. I hurt her, outside and inside. I know
it. I feel it"he curled one hand into a fist, pounded his chest over his
heart-"here." "But now you're sorry you did it." "* "Course I am. Jesus,
what a fuckin' monster I was then, trying so hard to be like Pop, 'cause he
was gone and I had to be the head of the family, there was no one else. I
mean, my brother, Mick, forgetaboutit, he always had his brains up his ass."
Mick Leonforte, Vesper thought. What role had he played in the family
dynamic-then and now? She was about to lead him into this territory when he
abruptly rose and went to the wheel and switched on green running lights. This
sudden burst of physical energy snapped Vesper's delicate psychic threads, and
he was gone. "See that out there?" He had grabbed a pair of binoculars and
was peering through them out into a dark part of the ocean. Vesper walked to
where he stood. She could just make out a pair of red sparks. "What are those,
running lights?" Caesare grinned. "Smart girl. Yeah, we're meeting a boat out
here." "I'm flattered you took me with you." "Don't be," he said flatly. "This
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is an ideal place to dump a body. Sharks'll make sure there's nothing left to
find." Vesper's heart flipped over. "Is that what you plan to do with me?" "It
was inna beginning." Caesare took the binoculars from his eyes. "But now I
gotta bettah idea. It depends on whether I believe your story or not." This
was not a good position for her to be in and she knew it. She got up on the
rail, spread her arms wide, balancing there. "Then push me in. As you said,
it'll all be over in minutes." The red running lights were coming closer, and
now the deep throbbing of engines could be heard faintly. "Nah. I'd rather
let you think about it some." "Why wait, Caesare? Do it now. You can get back
to your life and forget all about me." He looked at her for a long time.
Behind her, she heard the engines quit as the unknown boat slid silently
toward them. Only the faint wash of the waves could be heard. "I'm curious,"
he said. "I wanna see if you're bullshitting me.'? "Really?" Caesare held out
a hand but he did not touch her. "That and I don't want to forget about you."
But now she knew what he was really saying, though at the moment he might not
have understood. / don't want to forget about Jaqui. "You've hurt me. I'm not
one of your bimbos. Do you think you can just put on "one of your macho shows,
announce that you're thinking of plopping me in the water, and watch while my
insides turn to jelly?" She kept her voice on a steadily rising pitch. "You

think that's amusing or fun?" "Look at it from my point of view. What if
you're the heat?" "You're still the fucking monster you were when you hit your
sister!" she shouted. "Naw, c'mon, babe. Cut out the crap." "You like rucking
with my mind, you sadist." "Don't-Jesus, don't, for God's sake, use the
f-word." "Why the hell not?" Of course she knew why not. She'd bet the farm
Jaqui had never used the f-word. "You do. Besides, you've scared the piss out
of me. How the hell do you think I feel?" "Yah, well ..." He shrugged, took a

step toward her, enfolded her in his arms, and she let him take her down from
there, hold her close to him. He kissed her on both cheeks, on each eyelids,
on her forehead. Very formal, very tender. Then his lips pressed against
hers, opened, and their tongues met briefly. A soft hail came on the night
air, and Caesare put her down. "Business now," he whispered. As he gently
touched her cheek, he returned the hail. She nodded. "I'll go below." But as
she turned, he grasped her hand, pulled her back. "No, stay here." He neatly
and efficiently tied off the linesthrown to him. "You say you were in the
business.”" "I was in the business," she whispered fiercely as a man thin as a
whippet climbed over the side from a dinghy lying to. "Okay, then." He turned
back to her. "I want you to give me your opinion of this motherfucker." Vesper
turned to see a Coast Guard cutter off the starboard bow. It was showing no
lights, which was highly unusual. She checked its markings, saw the
designation: COM 1176. The whippet-thin man was dressed in the standard
uniform of a lieutenant in the U.S. Coast Guard He was carrying a blue and
white nylon gym bag. "Caesare," he said. His smile showed about an acre of
gold-capped teeth. He had the close-set nervous eyes of a rodent, and he had a
twitch in his right shoulder as if he had a gun butt digging into his

armpit. "Milo." Caesare lifted a hand. "This's Vesper. She's gonna check the
shipment. Okay with you?" Milo shrugged. "Me, I don't give a shit if you want
the pope to taste it. Alla same t'me." He unzipped the gym bag, handed over a
clear plastic bag filled with a white powder. Vesper took it and the knife
Caesare handed her. She made a small X in the bag, drew out some of the white
powder on the flat of the blade, tasted it. Then she turned her head, spat
over the side. She looked hard into Caesare's eyes for a moment before
nodding. "Bring the shit over," Caesare said. The transfer took
approximately seven minutes. During that time, Caesare brought out an attaché
case in which Vesper assumed was the money to pay for the cocaine. With her
back to Milo, she whispered to Caesare, "Don't pay him yet. Just follow my
lead." "Is this all of it?" Vesper asked as Milo counted out the last of the
150 bags. "That's it. I'll take the money now." "Just a moment." Vesper stood
in front of the shipment and, kneeling down, plucked out two bags at random
from the inside of the pile. "What's she doin'?" Milo said in mild alarm. "We
gotta deal." "I'm checking the merch," Vesper said as she slit open the
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bags. "You already done that." Milo looked at Caesare. "She already done
that." His mouth screwed up. "Now you lettin' a broad wear the pants, Bad
Clams?" "Shut your fuckin' yap," Caesare said. Milo looked down to see a
MAC-10 machine pistol in Caesare's right hand. "Jesus Christ," he cried, "take
it fucking easy, would you? I didn't mean anything." Vesper stood up. She was

careful to keep out of Caesare's line of fire. "The bag on the left's okay.
But the one on the right's laced with something really nasty: arsenic."
Caesare hefted the MAC-10, pointed his chin at Milo. "Well?" Milo dipped his
pinky into the open bag on the right, tasted off the tip. He nodded, his face
expanded with astonishment. "Damned if she isn't right on the money, boss."
All at once Caesare leapt across the deck and jammed the muzzle of the MAC-10
into the soft spot between Milo's neck and chin- "I wanna know right now, you

lying, cocksucking sonuvabitcb if you're tryin' t'fuck me ovah, because if you
are an' deny it now, you'll be singin' alto inna girls' choir." A red madness
was in his eyes, like that of a berserk or rabid beast, a vast and burning
rage not wholly under his control. "Answer me, you fucking weasel nothing!"
"Jesus Christ, don't kill the messenger just 'cause the news sucks. I'm not
the source, for Christ's sake. Besides, you know drugs aren't my thing. I
haven't touched your shit an' I'll kill the motherfucker what says I did."
Milo almost choked on his fear. "This's the first I'm hearin' of it, I swear!"
Caesare drew himself up slightly, and taking a deep breath, he turned to
glance at Vesper. She nodded to tell him she believed Milo was telling the
truth. In a way, Caesare seemed disappointed. He wanted immediate
satisfaction for this outrage, and Vesper could see he was just itching to go
after Milo. "Okay," Caesare said at length. He let Milo up. The whippet-thin
man was drenched in sweat and his knees almost buckled when Caesare let go of
him. He knew just how close he had come to disaster. "Someone's trying to
fuck me over, Milo." Caesare kept the MAC-10, but now held it muzzle down at
his side. "Let's see, there's a delivery set up for tomorrow night, right?"
Milo nodded numbly. "We'll take carea this mess then." Milo began to breathe
again. "Inna-meantime, I'll get this gahbidge outta here. Let the fuckin'
sharks choke on it." "Shut the fuck up," Caesare snapped. "Who told you to
think?" He pointed to the bag of arsenic-laced dope. "Wrap that up an' make
sure it's on the boat tomorrow night. I'm goin' with you." "You, boss, but
nevah-" "Get outta here!" Caesare screamed at him and Milo scrambled to

obey. When they were alone, Vesper turned on Caesare, her eyes blazing. "You
set me up. This was a test." He shrugged. "Yeah, well, can you blame me? A
broad too good t'be true drops outta the sky inta my lap, I gotta wonder 'bout

that. Problem?" "No problem." "Good. Anyway, looks like you did me a big one,
fingering the shit with the arsenic." He broke out the Styrofoam chest, which
was filled with food and iced champagne. "Let's eat. I'm starved." The pink

and acid-green neon glow of Tokyo radiated like the heart of a gigantic
generator. But here amid the modem concrete shell of Karasumori Jinja, the
soft nineteenthcentury light of lanterns cast a flight of hazy circles within
the environs of the Shinto shrine. Despite the looming bulk of the nearby New
Shinbashi Building, the Jinja was set within a series of narrow alleys whose
appearance harked back to a different Tokyo before war and economic miracle
had made of it another country. "Japan is now without a political leader,"
Mikio Okami said. "In this time of economic chaos it lies adrift and
rudderless in violent seas. As with all vacuums nature will not long tolerate
this one." "But you told me that there are no leading candidates to become
prime minister," Nicholas said. "That was then," Okami said as he stepped
from lantern light into relative darkness. "This afternoon, the name Kansai
Mitsui was put forward by the coalition as a kind of compromise.”" "I don't
know him." "Not surprising. Not many people who aren't on the political inside
do. But he's a dangerous man. It's his contention that the rape of Nanking was
nothing more than a fabrication." Okami was speaking of one of Japan's most
notorious-and bestial-war crimes. In 1937, Japanese soldiers massacred
hundreds of thousands of Chinese civilians. More than twenty thousand women
were raped and the city was torched. Eleven years later, a war crimes tribunal
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sentenced the commander of the Japanese forces in Nanking to death. "Kansai
Mitsui is a deconstructionist, pure and simple," Okami continued. "He's intent
on remaking history in his own image. To that end, he's made threats against
the current prime minister for trying to heal the wounds of the .war in the
Pacific. He claims our invasion of the Asian mainland should be
remembered-lauded as an act of liberation. In denying that Japan was ever
intent on expanding her territory, he insists that we were merely liberating
the Asian people from their enslavement by Western colonial aggressors." Okami
stopped just out of another circle of lantern light. "Also, what almost no
one knows is that Mitsui is backed by Tetsuo Akinaga. But that may be of
little moment. Akinaga is destined to rot in prison." Nicholas's eyes
glittered. "Late this afternoon I received word that our old friend Akinaga
will be walking free within days. His lawyers have sprung him on a series of
technicalities.”" "Akinaga is going free?" "Someone or some people within the
Tokyo Prosecutor's Office are! in his pocket. I am working with a prosecutor
named Tanaka Gin. He's a good man, a dogged and dedicated detective. Akinaga
was his case. He believes his brief was sabotaged by someone in his office.
Maybe you could look into this." Okami grinned fiercely. "It will be my
pleasure." They came upon a local musician, who took up his samisen and began
a haunting melody. They walked on, needing the space in which to talk, but the
music followed them, drifting like smoke amid the lanterns. "How big a threat
is this man, Mitsui?" Nicholas asked. "That remains to be seen. But,
undoubtedly, the greatest threat is Akinaga himself. I want to see if he still
has the muscle to push Mitsui's nomination through." "By then it may be too
late." "Not really." Okami resumed walking. "Akinaga's the key. Without bun,
Mitsui will fall into line, another weak prime minister who won't accomplish
much. Right now, I think it's worth biding our time and letting Akinaga run
out his skein." "The talk of threats has made more urgent something that
happened to me twice this afternoon." Nicholas related the odd and disquieting
sensations of Tau-tau he had experienced while with Honniko and Tanaka Gin
without having consciously summoned it up. "I have never known Akshara to
manifest itself in this manner," Okami said, clearly concerned. "But it was
strangely different from Akshara." Nicholas had not told Okami about the eerie
doppelganger sensation he had experienced at Rodney Kurtz's, and he had no
plan to until he could better sort it out for himself. It was too personal,
too intimate in a way Nicholas had yet to define, to confide it in anyone-even

Okami. "What was it 1like?" "I'm not sure. Like the sky was melting, like ten
million voices speaking to me at once." He shook his head. "I know. All of
that sounds crazy." "Not at all. But I do believe we ought to continue with

our attempts to heal the defects inside you." Okami reached out a hand. "Are
you prepared?" Nicholas nodded, though after the unsettling experiences of the
last few days, he approached this session with a heightened sense of
trepidation. He stood very still, listening to the city sounds around him
first growing unnaturally loud, then fading into the distance, as normal
reality fled through a hole in the universe. "That's right," Mikio Okami
said, "drink in the night." He watched as Nicholas, head thrown back, stared
into the void that was Akshara. High above and with each heartbeat growing
more distant were the lights of Tokyo, a dome of neon, receding into

darkness. "Enter deeply into Akshara," Okami said. "So deeply that you begin
to see the dark patterns in the void. Here is Kshira." Kshira was the dark
path, the other half of Tau-tau, the part almost never spoken of because those
who dared try to master it either died or went mad. Such had been the case
with Kansatsu, Nicholas's Tau-tau sensei, who had embedded pieces of Kshira
inside Nicholas's mind like cunning time bombs. Nicholas had been told that
Okami possessed koryoku, the Illuminating Power. It was said among the
ancients who practiced Tau-tau centuries ago that koryoku was the sole path to
Shaken, the Dominion, where the two halves of Tautau could be united into a
working whole. But others insisted that Shuken was merely a myth, that Akshara
and Kshira were never meant to meld into a whole. Nicholas fervently believed
in Shuken. He needed to. Otherwise Kshira, the soul destroyer, would
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eventually take him over and drive him mad as it had done to
Kansatsu. Abruptly, he felt the jellied sky covering his limbs, heard the
cluttering of 10 million voices speaking in unknown tongues directly, at the
center of his mind. It was as it had been this afternoon. It was Kshira, and
it was too much. It- "No," Okami said sharply, "do not pull away from
Kshira. You will only draw the dark patterns closer to you, and once they
attach themselves to your conscious they cannot be severed," Deep within the
trancelike state of Tau-tau, Nicholas was beyond time and space. He existed as
a point of light in a void without dimension. All around him the cosmos
breathed like a beast in the forest, but now instead of being encased in the
armor of Akshara, he felt the unquiet darkness all around as the shards of
Kshira swirled in the void. Once, they seemed almost harmless, distant clouds
on a limitless horizon. But now they circled him so swiftly that at any given
moment they blocked out increasing sections of the void, impairing his psychic
vision. All too soon, he knew, they would link up, making a continuous band
around him, cutting him off from chunks of Akshara until all he could see and
feel would be their black weight, and then the madness would set in. His
psyche was directed toward a newly erected coruscating column of light,
beautiful filaments floating off it now and again to touch the black bits of
Kshira his mind had summoned up. Behind the light, he could sense Okami's
psychic presence. They had been at this for over a week, ever since they were
reunited in Venice, and still the Kshira raged within Nicholas, blinding him
psychically at odd moments, at others distorting Akshara so badly it
frightened him on the most profound level. And his fear increased as he was
reminded of another moment like this one in the forest of Yoshino three weeks
ago when he and Tachi Shidare, the young Yakuza oyabun who had befriended him,
had attempted just such a psychic union. Tachi also possessed koryoku, but
when he attempted to make contact with Nicholas, he faltered. I can't
Something ... I don't know ... There had been an odd look on his face. The
Kshira is so strong ... And Tachi had pulled away. Moments later, he was
killed and Nicholas never solved the riddle. Had Nicholas's Kshira been too
strong for Tachi? But how was that possible? Koryoku was meant to handle
Kshira. Okami's face was forming within the column of light, and perhaps
Nicholas would get his answer. He could feel the psychic emanations from
within the glittering light source, and he was drawn to it. He felt a heat and
a crawling on his skin as of sweat or insects as the ionized particles
interacted with his psyche. ©Now, as Nicholas moved toward the swirling column
of light, it began to iris open to admit him, and his heart leapt with
elation. At last, he was beginning his journey to integration; at last, the
dark power of Kshira, which had been haunting him, would be put to rest. But
the moment he reached out to embrace the particles of light, he heard Okami's
voice in his mind, as he had heard Tachi's at this point in the ritual: No, no
Too much. I cannot hold the line.... It is falling inward, imploding. Get
clear! Quickly now! It has come undone. Get clear! Like a band snapping,
Nicholas's hold on Akshara broke, and he was bounced back into specific time
and space. He crouched in the grounds of the shrine, panting, the unearthly
neon glow of Tokyo spreading over him like a mechanized Milky Way. Nicholas,
still dizzy from the abrupt severing of Akshara, looked around for Okami. He
found him sprawled on the ground as if he had been shot with a high-powered
rifle. Nicholas dragged himself over, listening for breath, checking the eyes
beneath the closed lids. Okami began to convulse. His blood pressure was
dangerously high. What had happened at kokoro? What had Okami seen? What had
sent him into spastic shock, made him lose hold on the column of light, on
koryoku? Was it the same mysterious occurrence that had made Tachi pull
abruptly away from psychic contact with Nicholas? Had Kansatsu somehow
psychically poisoned him? He had to know. Using Akshara, he extended his
psyche until it entered Okami's bloodstream. There he adjusted adrenaline
levels downward while getting Okami's body to pump out a more potent mix of
nucleopeptides to help fight off the shock, calm the convulsions, and bring
him back to consciousness more quickly. Okami quieted in Nicholas's arms, the
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last of the spasms dissipating, and his eyes opened. "How do you feel,
Okami-san?" "Tired." He tried to smile but did not quite make it. "I am not as
young as I used to be." "You're ninety." "Who told you that? Celeste?" He
licked his dry lips. "Even she does not know my real" age. Just as well." He
gestured. "Help me up, please." As Nicholas began to move him, Okami held his
head and groaned, and Nicholas set him carefully back on the ground. "What
did you do to me? I haven't had this amount of endorphins running through me
since I was in my seventies." "You went into violent convulsions." "I do not
remember." Nicholas watched Okami carefully as he went into prana, breathing
-deeply and evenly to continue the bodily cleansing. When Okami's eyes
fluttered open, they were looking directly at Nicholas. "I do not believe I

can help you, my friend, though I very much want to." I cannot be hearing
this, Nicholas thought. "But you have koryoku. It is the only way to
integration. You are my last hope." "Let us pray to whatever God we believe in

that this is not so. Because then you are doomed." Okami sighed, grabbing on
to Nicholas as they rose. "You see, all the time Kshira has been inside you,
you have had no access to it. I cannot get close, either. When I tried, I was
almost killed. And from what you have told me about your experience with
Tachi Shidare, he was stymied in the same manner. From these unfortunate
encounters we must conclude that koryoku, the Illuminating Power, is of no
help to you." Nicholas fought a vertiginous sensation of panic. "What, then,
am I to do, Okami-san? I cannot tolerate Kshira much longer inside me. Lately,
I have felt its strength growing. It is like a shadow on my soul." "I know, my
friend, and I sympathize. But Kshira must be approached in just the right
manner otherwise it will be like disarming a booby trap without knowing how
the mechanism works. Disaster." Okami shook his head. "Pity that Kansatsu, the
sensei who trained you, is dead. He is the one man who would know how to save
you." He spat. "What a twisted, diabolical brain he had. He must have hated
you with all his soul to have done this to you." Okami walked on legs made
stiff by shock. "Come. It is time we left this place. The psychic echoes of
the near catastrophe are disturbing." As they walked out into the bustle of
West Shinbashi, Okami looked at Nicholas's ashen face. "I am too old and tired
to help you, but do not give up hope, Linnear-san. I know the answer exists.
There is someone out there who possesses the means by which you can escape the
unique prison into which you have been placed.” 6 New York/Tokyo "Everyone
comfy?" "Mom's asleep," Francine Goldoni DeCamillo said. "Yah, I know," Paul
Chiaramonte said. "I gave her something so she should rest." It was dark in
the belly of the private plane, and cold. They sat on facing seats while
outside the small, scarred Perspex windows clouds rolled by, illuminated
eerily by moonlight. They looked like smoke from the dry-ice machines used in
rock videos, Francie thought She was trying to be brave, trying with all her
might to still the painful fluttering of her heart. She moved a little until
she felt the warmth of her mother's shoulder and felt a little better. "Where
are you taking us?" Paul's eyes glittered in the semidarkness. "South. Where
it's warm. You'll like it. Plenty of swimming, maybe even surfboarding." "Who
are you trying to kid? You're taking us to Bad Clams." Paul regarded her for
some time. "Kid, you're a smart cookie." "Don't talk down to me. I'm not seven
years old." "I can see that." He eyed her appreciatively. "I think you threw
out your training bra a while ago, hah?" "You like them," she said, arching
her back slightly, "my breasts?" Paul shrugged. "What's not to like?" Francie
smiled. "Want to touch them?" Paul reacted as if she had burned him with the
end of a cigarette. "Jesus, kid, what the hell kinda question's that?" "That's

not how you acted back at Sheepshead Bay." He waved a hand dismissively. "I
was fuckin' pissed off. An' didn't I have a right t'be? Your mother was
responsible for whacking the men I hired." "They were going to kidnap us."

"An' she made me whack a cop. A cop, kid, you unnerstand? My ass 1is grass back
in NYC. You kill a fuckin' cop, they catch you, you're a goner. They lock you

up an' throw away the key." "He was only trying to protect us." Paul eyed her
with what could only be termed a grudging kind of respect. "What're you,
seventeen?" "Almost." Paul snorted. "Goin' on twenny-eight. Take my advice,
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kid. Give it a rest, okay? You got plenty of time t'grow up, you don't need
t'do it in one gulp." Francine thought about this for some time. "How come you

put my mother to sleep and not me?" "Y'know, Jesus Christ, I bettah watch what
I say around you." "Why did you want to talk with me alone?" Paul put a
fingernail to his mouth, tore off a thin sliver with his teeth. "I like you,

kid. You ask a straight question, no bullshit. So I'll answer you straight.
Your mother, she, y'know, like hates my guts 'cause of how things worked

out. Also, I roughed her up a little I was so pissed, an' for that I am truly
sorry. So I know right off for sure I can't talk with her because whatevah I
say, she'll go, 'Fuck you,' an' she'd be right, I guess. But I figure maybe
you are, like, different. You, bein' almost seventeen and all, might listen to
what I have to say." "I'll listen, unless I think what you're saying is
bullshit. Then you can fuck yourself." "Kay, I can respect that." Paul tore
another thin strip of nail off the end of his finger. "You evah met Bad Clams,
kid?" "No." "Well." He looked away, as if that weren't at all what he had
meant to ask her. "Hey!" He jumped up, startling her. "You hungry? How about
I make us some pasta?" Francie looked around. "There's a kitchen on the
plane?" "Sure, sure, whaddaya think? 'Cept it's called a galley, like onna
boat." He led the way down the aisle to a small space where he turned on a
light to reveal a compact stainless-steel galley. "Aren't there any flight
attendants?" "Nah. This's a private flight, y'know?" He took down a box of
pasta, set water to boiling on the two-burner electric stove. Then he set
about making a sauce from tomato paste, stewed tomatoes, parsley, oregano,
olive o0il, and sauteed onions. "A little salt and pepper," he said, "and we're
done." He set the pot of sauce on the second burner. "What happened to your
leg?" Paul automatically glanced down at his shorter leg. "Was an accident
happened a long time ago when I was a kid. Nineteen sixty-two. In Astoria,
near where I lived." He stirred the sauce and shook his head. "It was kinda
crazy, like a dream, y'know? If not for my leg I'd be sure it was a dream. I
saw a car speeding down the street, an' for some reason I knew something
terrible was about to happen. It was comin' right at this girl. I'd been
watching her, y'know, 'cause, my God, she was a beauty. "I shouted a warning
an' she turned. I leapt off the curb just like someone inna movies, thinking I
could save her, but the car clipped my hip and thigh." "What happened to the
girl?" "She died. I was inna hospital a long time. I had three operations an'
they still couldn't get me back to the way I was. Said I was lucky t'be
walking on two legs. In between times, that's when I tried to find out about
the girl an' was told she didn't make it. Her funeral'd already happened."”
Then he pointed. "Hey, look, the pasta's done. Trick is not t'let it overcook,
y'know?" "Yeah. I know." He made a fluttering gesture with his hand. "That's
what everyone says. But the real secret's to make a sauce that coats the pasta
just right." He looked down at her and was disappointed that she wasn't
smiling. "You scared?" For a moment, she did not answer. "A little, I guess.
I've heard a lot about Bad Clams." Paul snorted. "Who hasn't?" He shook his
head. "You know how he got his name?" Francie shook her head. "Uh-uh." "Well,
the first guy he whacked, it was like a contract job, y'know? Guy was eatin'
inna restaurant an' Bad Clams he comes in, levels the gun and-wham!-plugs the
guy. Then, like he's got no nerves at all, he looks down at the guy he just
whacked, whose face is inna bowl of pasta with white clam sauce he's been
eatin' from, an' he says, 'Must've been the bad clams that killed 'im.'" Paul
was laughing. "Jesus, Christ, can ya picture it?" His smile faded a bit as he
regarded Francine's serious face. "A little scared, that's okay. But, hey,
kid, nothing bad's gonna happen t'you." "How do you know?" "I know, that's
all." He dumped the pasta and boiling water into a colander he had wedged into
the small sink. "I know a lotta things." With a deft twist of his wrist he
slid the pasta back into the pot, then added the sauce and tossed

it. "Beautiful. Good pasta is a masterwork." He portioned out the pasta into
two bowls. "Nothing like it to restore the soul and the spirit, that's what my
mother used t'say." He handed her one bowl, along with a fork and large

spoon. "Sorry I don't have any fresh-baked bread, kid." "That's okay." The
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smell coming out of the bowl was heavenly, and suddenly Francie realized that
she was ravenous. They sat in facing seats, feasting. He had turned on one of
those small overhead lights that shone between them with a pure, brittle beam,
half-illuminating their faces like in the mirrored room of a fun house. "When
it comes to cooking, this's the only thing I do well. Learned it from my
mother." "Who was your mother?" "Belissima. A beautiful woman," Paul said in a
voice tight with tension. "That's all you gotta know." Francie gave him a
quick glance and went back to eating her pasta. Paul looked at her head pulled
down into her shoulders, and he put down his fork .onto which he had twirled
just the right amount of sauce-coated pasta. "I get a little, y'know, uptight
about her because, well, because she was Jewish-outside la Famiglia. But,
well, I guess that's what my old man figured. Woulda been too complicated to
have an Italian mistress, hah? With a Jew, it was a no guilt kinda thing,
right? I mean she could never be considered family, so even if Faith-y'know,
your, what?stepgrandmother kinda thing-she was married to my father then-so
even if she found out, no threat, no sweat, justa roll inna fuckin' hay."
Francine risked a glance at him. He looked so sad at that moment she felt an
urge to hug him. She knew better than most what it was like to have fucked-up
parents. "Faith found out, didn't she?" "It wasn't that, really." He put
aside his bowl, locked his arms behind his head, and stared up at the dark
ceiling of the plane. "Thing is, she found out that for my father it hadn't
been just a roll inna hay. He felt something for this other woman-this Jew-and
she put her foot down. 'It's her or me,' she said, knowing full well he
couldn't divorce her in the eyes of God." He gave Francine a meaningful stare.
"Catholicism, right? It's a fuckin' pain inna ass, you ask me." "I don't know
much about it." "There, y'see. What I said." His eyes returned to the ceiling.
"My old man, he might've been a terror onna streets of Astoria, but he was a
devout Catholic. Went to church, donated money, did, y'know, good deeds for
the diocese, even ate fish on Fridays even though he hated it like

poison. Useta cough it all up inna toilet, afterwards. But he nevah ate more
food till the next morning. "So he, y'know, took what Faith said as gospel.
The Church said divorce was a sin an' that was that." "So then what happened?”
"Faith, she said to him, 'What does it matter, anyway? She's a Jew. She knew
what she was getting into when she seduced you. She won't feel a thing.'
Trouble was, she'd got it ass backwards. It was my father who had seduced my
mother, it was my father who didn't know what he was getting into." "So he did
see her again," Francine said, hoping for a happy ending. "I dunno, really."
Paul bunked several times as if he had something in his eye. "My mother
married John Chiaramonte, a Renaissance-history professor from City College,
where she was going to night school twice a week. She'd known him for some
time and he had already proposed to her once. She did it very fast, I guess,
because she knew she was pregnant. "My mother was a practical woman, always
using her head," he said with a good deal of admiration. "When I was bom six
months later, John never asked her who the father was. According to my mother,
he just accepted me as his own." He sighed deeply. "A love like that..." He
broke off for a moment. Then looked across at Francine. "That was the kind of
love Black Paul Mattaccino felt for her." He put his ragged nail between his
teeth once more. "He must've seen her somehow, some way, 'cause she got money
regularly." He gripped his short leg. "My stay inna hospital, the operations
an', afterward, the rehab, my mom got the money from him for that." "But why
do you work for Bad Clams?" Francine asked, putting her bowl on top of his.
"Why do you hate my mother so much?" "I don't hate your mother so much now,
an' I don't hate you at all. You believe that, don't you?" Francine

shrugged. "Well, it's true. Hey, remember what you said before about
bullshit? This is not bullshit, okay? Whatever's going down, it's between
families, the Leonfortes and the Goldonis. You and your mom just, like, got
caught in the gears, is all. She shoulda kept her nose clean, stood bya

sideline like a woman should." "Then they would have shot her down, just like
they did my father," Francine said fiercely. "I don't know 'bout that, I
swear." Paul flicked a piece of nail into tho darkness. "Was imported talent

Page 95



did that, an' I was kept inna dark." He waved a hand. "Between you an' me, I
think it was a wrong decision to try to whack your mom. She's a tough cookie,
just like you." He gave her a little smile. "But she sure fucked up my life
now." "Occupational hazard." He stared at her wide-eyed, then gave a little
snort of astonishment. "Marrone, whatta mouth on you, kid." She looked at him
with a steady gaze. "Maybe this isn't just family. You hated Faith, I know
that." "Sure I hated the fuckin' bitch. She killed my father, Black Paul.”™ "Is
that story true?" Paul held up a hand. "On the soul of my sainted mother." He
grimaced. "I hope Faith got what was comin' to her. I hope she's fryin' in
hell."™ "I smell revenge." "Where d'you get that kinda talk, kid, the fuckin'
movies?" She climbed up on the seat, turned to look back down the seatbacks to
where Margarite lay in darkness. "You think she's all right?" "Sure, she's all
right." Francine turned back as he tapped her lightly on the arm. She slid
down into the seat. "Kid, tell me something. Your mom ever, like, take you to
Santa Maria in Astoria?" "The convent, you mean?" Something passed behind
Paul's eyes. "The convent, yeah. The Sacred Heart of Santa Maria." Francine
nodded. "Lots of times." "You met the old lady, the mother superior?" "Every
time I was there." "What'd you guys talk about? Religious stuff or what?"
"Yeah. Religious stuff." But her eyes slid away from his and he knew she was
lying. It didn't matter, he wasn't interested in what they talked about. He
leaned forward, his hands clasped in front of him. "You meet anyone else?"
Francine could sense the tenseness come into his face because she could see
all squinty lines at the corners of his eyes and mouth get harder, more
defined. "Sure, lots of others. Nuns, right? Who else would be in a convent?"
"Of course. Who else?" he said so softly she had to strain to hear him. "But,
I mean, could you tell me if you'd met one specific nun if I described her?"
"Why do you want to know?" He leaned even closer. "It's important, kid, okay?"
His voice was no louder than the harsh whisper she used while talking to a
friend in the library. Because she believed him, she said, "Okay." "Right,
she's kinda tall, lean, with, like, great legs." He waved his hands as if to
erase the message. "But that wouldn't mean nothing, 'cause she'd be wearing a
habit, wouldn't she? But she'd be real pretty and have dark, wavy hair. And
the most unusual green eyes, the kinda green you see inna ocean, not close in,
like, but far out where the water's deep." He sat back abruptly, as if he had
realized he had said too much. "You seen anyone like that at Santa Maria?"
"No." He squinted at her. "You sure, kid? You're telling me the truth?" "Yes."
"Really?" "Really and truly." "Oh, Jesus," he whispered. Really and truly.
That was the phrase Jaqui used. He sat for a long time staring at Francie
before his eyes went out of focus. Even in the semidarkness, she could see
she'd hit a nerve, and she'd remember that. At length, his eyes snapped into
focus and he slapped his thighs with the fiats of his hands. "Okay, kid," he
said in a completely different voice. "What say we see how your mom's doing
back there?" "Come to bed." "Not yet," Nicholas said. Koei, who slept in the
nude, wrapped herself in the bedclothes and stepped off the futon. As soon as
her feet touched the wooden floor, she shivered. "It's cold." She pressed
herself against him. "Aren't you cold?" "Only up here," Nicholas said, tapping
his head. "I had two incidences of Kshira burning through my conscious state
today, time and light shifting. I was out of control, my mind felt as if it
had been taken over." "And how do you feel now?" "Fine. Perfectly normal." Her
eyes, huge and dark and full of life, seemed to hold reflected the whole of
Tokyo's nighttime dazzle. "Okamisan will help you-." "I don't know." He felt
her near him, felt how much he desired her near him. "He was hurt this evening
trying to help. He's old, Koei. His mind's sharp enough, but it's turned
elsewhere, on the politics consuming the country, and I think he lacks the
intrinsic strength to help with my inner battle." For a long time Nicholas
said nothing. He stared out the window at the nighttime lights of Tokyo. They
were high up in an ultramodern high-rise with a sculpted facade in the center
of the city. Nicholas had bought a duplex, huge by Japanese standards, then
hired the architect who had designed the building to redo the interior. The
result was a combination of pink, gray, and black granite surfaces softened by
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chunky expanses of light cherry and darker, deepgrained kyoki-wood. "I'll
make us some tea," Koeil said, unwinding herself from him. Nicholas stared
down at the Naigai Capsule Tower. It seemed close enough that a leap to its
top was possible. It was a holdover from the 1970s Metabolism movement, which
separated permanent structures nice roads and freeways with the temporary,
like housing. It had been a brave but unsuccessful stab at integrating the two
halves of an urban whole. The tower of spiderweb scaffoldings and elevator
banks was like an exoskeleton within which were arranged like boxes of
chocolates, premade apartments of different sizes into which people moved as
their economic status evolved. What had been a fad twenty years ago was now a
relic, the impractical and unlovely Metabolism movement having died a deserved
death. Only a few people made their homes there now. He wondered why it hadn't
been razed to make way for new ideas in architecture. After a moment, he
followed Koei down the wide staircase with the stainless-steel banister, which
led from the second floor with its two bedrooms and baths, done in traditional
Japanese style. Downstairs was almost entirely Western in aspect, save for
Nicholas's museum-quality collection of artifacts from all over Southeast Asia
and China, which filled the walls and cabinets, covered the sleek granite and
marble tops of coffee tables, sideboards, and commodes. As he watched her
deft, concise motions, he said, "Do you ever think about him?" This, form of
verbal shorthand might have stymied another woman, but not Koei. Her active,
intuitive mind absorbed every nuance and tonal quality of the person she was
with. "I almost never think of Michael Leonforte." She measured out the pale
green tea with a thin bamboo ladle, her beautifully formed arm passing through
darkness into spangled light so that diamonds danced along her skin. "When I
do, it's to remind myself how truly miserable a human being can be." She
looked up at him and the light in her eyes was electric. "So I will never
forget how lucky I am to have found you again." Nicholas watched her finish
fixing the tea in the midst of the kyoki-wood and porcelain kitchen. Her
deftness came from happiness, an inner knowledge of self. How different she
was from the teenaged girl he had fallen in love with so many years ago,
different as night from day. As different as this kitchen was from the large
one he'd had in his house on the outskirts of the city. He had been very fond
of that kitchen, but this one was infused with Koei's small, ordinary

movements, and the other was dark and dead as a grave. "How much do you miss
the house?" Koei asked with her usual perceptiveness. "I was raised there,"
Nicholas said, taking the fired-clay teacup from her. "There are so many
memories. It's hard to let go." "Are you sorry you sold it?" He sighed. "I

don't think so, no. There were bad memories there, also. The house felt
glutted with Justine's unhappiness. And then when she was killed in that car
accident..." He paused for a moment, sipping his tea. "She never was able to
adjust to living here. She wanted so badly to return to New York." Koei looked
at him over the rim of her teacup. "So, I think, do you." "I don't know." "Oh,
but you do," she whispered. "It's always in the back of your mind, even though
you may not want to admit it" "Japan is my home." "Perhaps." Her face, knowing
and serene, seemed to float in the light-infused darkness, a beacon of sanity
in an increasingly insane world. "But maybe you weren't meant to have Jjust one
home. Not everyone is. I feel your longing, Nicholas. I know how much you miss
it." "I have no time now to go back." "That remains to be seen. Perhaps you
will return sooner than you think." He looked deep into her eyes. "I will have
to go, and soon. The American affiliate is still without a

president. Terrence McNaughton, my high-powered lobbyist in Washington, is
conducting the prelims with a corporate headhunter right now, but I'm going to
have to do the final interviews myself. But how did you know?" She laughed,
holding out one palm to him with the openness of a child. "I am only
responding to what I feel from you." "Even so, how can I think of going back
to New York when I've lost touch with what's happening at Sato? This new man,
Kanda Torin, has inveigled his way into the company and Nangi-san's trust."
They went into the living room. Koei pulled the drapes back, revealing the
spectacular view of a city as if caught in the midst of a stellar fire. They
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sat together, touching, two tender animals in the comfort of the night. "I
take it you don't trust him." "Frankly, I'm not sure what to make of him,"
Nicholas said. "Something is rotten inside the company, and right now Torin's
my prime suspect But I know whatever opinions I might have are colored by the
fact that I'm jealous of his position with Nangi-san." "Then I think it's time
you had another talk with Nangi-san." "Nangi's heart attack was worse than he
let on." Nicholas, finished with the tea, felt the hand-fired clay cup sturdy
beneath his palm. "He's getting better, but what I'm told he needs most now is
time. Besides, he told me to trust Torin." "Then give them both the benefit of
the doubt." Nicholas shook his head. "Sounds good in theory, but in practice
." He looked at her. "I get the distinct impression something is happening I
know nothing about." Koei put the tip of her forefinger in the center of his
forehead. "Do you feel it from here with your tanjian eye?" "Yes." "Then you
may very well be right." She sighed. "On the other hand, the older you get the
more precious time becomes, my darling. I think you must give Nangi-san that
time." She reached up, smoothed the lines on his forehead, then kissed him on
the cheek. "Don't look so perplexed. You already know what you will do.
Follow your heart and you will find yourself close to the mark." He turned
abruptly away from her and she felt his withdrawal. It was not the first time,
nor would it be the last She was neither offended nor worried. She knew these
acrid emotions had turned Justine's relationship with him rotten. Time was
her only ally here, and she knew she needed to make the most of it. "It's all
right that you're thinking of her," she said softly. "It's only right and
natural. Justine was your wife." Nicholas turned back to her, the pain so
evident in his face her heart broke. "It isn't that she died; I've come to
terms with that. It's the guilt. I left her alone and desperately unhappy. She
pleaded with me not to go. She had come to hate Japan and I knew it. I just
didn't believe it. I chose to ignore all the warning signs." "Her death was an
accident, nothing more. She and a friend were driving back to the house from
Tokyo. You were in Venice with Mikio Okami." He nodded. "I tried to call her.
Twice. It was the middle of the night but the phone just rang and rang. She
was so angry at me, she probably didn't want to talk." "That's not the point.
Even if you had been in Tokyo, you couldn't have saved her. It was her karma."
He took her in his arms and kissed her. She was right, as always. He had to
let it go. "Let the past be the past," he whispered. "Karma that you and I met
again." He stroked her, breathed in the scent of her hair, closed his eyes,
and felt a kind of peace steal over him. "I'm so lucky to have found you." The
underground food courts of Tokyo's enormous department stores were jammed
throughout the shopping day. But after five o'clock, when the stores closed,
they were deserted. The court at the Ginza branch of Tamayama on the
Harumi-dori was a vast marketplace arrayed like an English garden maze, an
orderly design of formal structures and aisles in order to make shopping at
the panoply of different stations that much easier. There was something eerie
about this sub-street-level floor at night. Even the cleaning people were
gone, and surfaces shone and glittered dimly in the service lights, empty of
wares and, therefore, of meaning. Transformed into form without substance, the
stations, so alive with transactions during the day, were now cast adrift like
the growing number of homeless on Tokyo's sidewalks. But behind the food
court was another, far more private gathering place. In contrast to the food
court, however, it was generally deserted during the day. Used mainly at
night, it served Mick in good stead. The fact was he-and a number of Korean
partners-had bought Tamayama two years ago. The recession at retail had ground
down the reserves of a store that had been dedicated to delivering
high-fashion names at top dollar to the Japanese consumer. The recession had
transformed Tamayama's success into bankruptcy almost overnight. Mick and his
partners had come in, thrown out nine-tenths of the fashion names, and
substituted house brands imported from Taiwan, Malaysia, and mainland
China. The response had been nothing short of miraculous. A populous formerly
fixated on brand names were more than happy to buy quality items at half the
price. So the dresses, skirts, suits, trousers, and blouses didn't have Chanel
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or Armani couture labels. They looked good and the prices were right. Now
Tamayama's new regime was applying the same principle to durables and
electronic goods made in Southeast Asia, mostly by Mick's own companies.
Vertical retailing had come to Japan with a bang. Tonight, Mick had arrived
early to oversee every phase of the dinner that would be served to the members
of Denwa Partners whom Ginjiro Machida, the chief prosecutor, had invited.
Unlike most such business gatherings, the food was every bit as important as
the speech-making. When Mick emerged from the kitchens, he saw that the
wood-paneled room was decorated in the muted colors he had prescribed. The
long cherrywood table shone magnificently beneath the huge cut-glass
chandelier. Cutlery and stemware glittered and sparkled like diamonds in a
Tiffany's window, and at each place a calligraphied card rested with the name
of the designated attendee. Twelve men were in the room, along with Machida.
The chief prosecutor made the introductions, one by one, in the formal
Japanese manner, while waitresses in kimono and obi circulated with glasses of
Louis Roederer champagne, beluga malossol caviar, and toro, the fat-webbed
sushi Japanese loved. The room was already blue with cigarette smoke, and a
haze not unlike the smog hovering over the city outside collected just below
the ceiling, trembling in the eddies of chill air from the air-conditioning
ducts. Soon thereafter, Machida called the room to order, and the men,
peering at the place cards, worked then- way to their assigned seats. When, at
length, they were all seated, Mick took his place at the head of the table.
Machida sat opposite him, at the other end of the table. One setting remained
vacant. This was a signal for the attentive serving staff, who uncorked
bottles of Gorton Charlemagne. Mick gazed down the long table much as a
benevolent dictator looks to attending his satraps, with a certain but
unmistakable steely charm. The golden French wine flowed as freely as the
water in the fountains of Paris. Everyone was in a receptive mood, expectant
and in good spirits. Mick had not been wrong. To these men, the recession had
only reinforced their almost obsessive love of everything rare and

expensive. "Good evening, gentlemen," Mick said, making eye contact with each
man ranged around the table. "I am honored that you have agreed to attend this
momentous gathering. And may I say it was a distinct pleasure to meet each
and every one of you." So much for the soft part of the evening, he

thought. The waitresses placed a small plate of salad in front of each man.
Honniko appeared through the kitchen door, pushing a small cart in front of
her. On it was an outsize tureen of chased silver and a large ladle. She
stopped before each setting and ladled out a heaping portion onto the center
of each salad. To a man, the attendees glanced down at what she had served
them, trying to identify it. The food looked like large beans, striped black
and yellow, steeped in some kind of clear and viscous glaze. "Our first
course comes from China, from inside the walls of the Forbidden City, in
fact." Mick lifted his hands and broadcast his most electric smile. "Tonight,
gentlemen, we eat like emperors!" The men took up their forks and began to
eat. Mick gave Honniko a brief nod as she left the room after serving his
portion. He did not, however, look down, but rather cast his countenance
around the table at all the well-groomed and impeccably dressed men. "I had a
prepared speech to make tonight," he began, "but yesterday I chanced to
overhear a debata in Ueno Park between two elderly gents who seemed quite
knowledgeable about the current state of the world. One claimed that the
masses are destined to kowtow before any ideology that appeals to" their baser
instincts. "What does he mean by that? Consider: home, hearth,
self-preservation. These are elemental instincts in mangood instincts, we
would all agree, correct? But how many racial and ethnic wars the world over
have been started and kept going by the rallying cry of home, hearth, and
selfpreservation. "This is not a coincidence. Look at the proliferation of
Fascism in the wake of Communism's worldwide demise. In Germany, the neo-Nazis
are inexorably on the rise. In Italy, voters have brought to power a coalition
dominated by men who consider Mussolini their idol. In Russia, dissatisfaction
with the chaos of a free-market economy has brought to prominence a man who
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says, 'Russia first. Burn all others!'who says he is determined to go to war
to reclaim Alaska from the United States. Today, there are millions who call
these men great! " 'Well,' said the second man, 'perhaps there is greatness
in men prepared to risk everything to break away from the old order, the
corrupt ways, the cozy coalitions that have kept each other in power since the
end of the War in the Pacific. Corruption that is so well entrenched requires
extreme measures. Can such endemic evil be rooted out any other way? Do not
the ends justify the means?' " Mick raised a hand. "Do we automatically
condemn those charismatic men who have the power to galvanize large masses of
people to carry out their vision? Or are the means these men employ-sometimes
ruthless, coldly efficient, absolute-justified by their vision of a future
ethically streamlined and supremely productive by the codification and
enforcement of law? Do we-as acknowledged leaders, the elite of society-stand
by and do nothing while society devours itself like a mongrel dog? Or do we
seize society by the throat and impose the necessary harsh rule in order to
properly govern and guide the masses? This is an ageold question. It has been
debated by philosophers, politicians, generals, and theologians through the
ages without having come to any definitive conclusion." Mick opened wide his
arms as if to embrace the entire room as the waitresses took away the salad
plates. "I hope you have enjoyed your Imperial appetizer. Now as we take a
break between courses, I wish to go around the table and ask each of you in
which camp you place yourself." He nodded deferentially to the gray-haired man
on his immediate left, who was head of a well-known electronics trading firm.
"Perhaps we can begin with you, Asada-san." "The debate seems clear enough,"
Asada said. "Just after the war we created the Liberal Democratic Party by
unacknowledged mutual consent. It remained the unchallenged ruling party, and
until three years ago, it had absolute control 'over Japanese politics and
policy. Without the leadership of the LDP and its handpicked prime ministers,
Japan would not have achieved the great economic miracle that transformed it
from a defeated nation on the brink of crippling inflation and unemployment to
an economic colossus." He nodded. "At times, the means the LDP used to
maintain control of the country were ruthless and-yes, cruel, by some
standards. But we all agreed it had to be done; it was in the best interests
of Japan. History has spoken most eloquently. Therefore, I say the ends do
justify the means." One by one, the men around the table answered in much the
same words. When they were done, Mick said, "I congratulate all of you for
understanding the nature of true greatness." "But what does it matter?" Asada
asked. "Those were the old days, and as we all know, the old days are

gone. The LDP has been deposed and we are left with a ruling coalition so
fragile, so devoid of a consensus on how to govern, that we have a new prime
minister every six months. I defy anyone in this room to tell us where in
this time of constant compromise our future lies. Nowhere, that's where. If
only we could return to the way things have been." Mick leaned forward on his
arms, his eyes alight with a religious fervor. "You are wrong, my friend.
Think again of the debate between these two men. The first one, who decries
the progress of history in whatever form it takes, is living in the past. He
takes comfort in the way things have been. Perhaps that is you, as well.
Conversely, the man who seeks to justify men whose primary rallying cry is 'I
hold the future in my hand!' is living in the future. He thinks only of the
way things should be. "But I tell you this, gentlemen: neither of them have a
today, and so they are doomed to be relics of history's inexorable march."
Mick waited a beat, luxuriating in the scent of tension perfuming the air. "As
are you all, unless you can take that great leap of faith to change the way
you view your life and the world. Unless you join me in the most audacious-and
lucrative-venture of the coming century!" He spread his arms again, and now
the gesture had the effect of taking them all inside his protecting embrace.
The doors to the kitchen opened and the waitresses flowed in, Honniko at their
head. Mick's voice softened from its proselytizing edge as he said,
"Gentlemen, this is the allimportant decision I leave you with while you take
time to savor your main course. Please enjoy yourselves!" A new round of wine
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was uncorked, a deep, rich red this time, a 1960 Pétrus. Then the entrée was
served, a dark meat stew, pungent with aged balsamic vinegar and sauteed
onion. Japanese rice, of course, on the side, along with slender stalks of
baby asparagus. Mick raised his wineglass high, toasted their health, and
watched them dig in. He found Honniko's eyes from across the room. He gave her
a slight nod again, and she shooed her charges back into the

kitchen. "Consider the masses, slaves of the media. Now consider
yourselves-men of such intelligence and will that you are above the rest of
mankind. You are slaves of no one." He used the mesmerizing rhythm of the
righteous, the incantatory rhythm of the political polemicist, the Baptist
minister, the rapturous televangelist. "You are the overlords." It was a dark
and charismatic human stream from which he was drawing, one that knew no
boundary of race, creed, or religion, but that resided somewhere within all
men, slumbering like a serpent, all too ready to slither to the surface. "The
cultural and philosophical diversity now considered politically correct in
countries such as the United States is the ideal medium for breeding the
overlord," he continued. "In this atmosphere of openness and creativity, he
becomes stronger and richer than he could possibly have been under more
oppressive societies. Prejudice-the bane of the politically correct
individual-would cut off the overlord's development in the bud.
Universities-filled with potential acolytes-are now paying rich fees to
propounders of racial hatred in the name of diversity and freedom of speech.
In just such an atmosphere does the overlord thrive. "And what do I mean by
an overlord? One meant to rule the masses." He reached out his hand, extending
a forefinger, dramatically moving it around the room as it settled in turn on
each man ranged around the dinner table. "You, Asada-san ... you, Morimoto-san
... you ... and you . and you." His finger cut through the air like a scythe.
"All of us here who are special, who live our lives by different rules, who
come and go as we please, who gather power around us as the emperor gathers
his ermine cloak. We see the future, a future the common man crawling by
beyond these walls cannot even imagine. This is what we all have in common.
Japanese or Caucasian, it matters not, for we speak a common language." As he
lowered his voice, he could feel them leaning forward so as not to miss a
word. "We have a right-no, no, a responsibility to take advantage of the

freedom a politically correct society offers us." He raised a forefinger.
"Which we can do-beginning right here, right now at this table." His hand
swept over the food. "It is no coincidence that we eat like emperors tonight,

gentlemen. It is a form of initiation, a magical rite." He smiled winningly.
"You know, in the jungles of Vietnam and elsewhere in the real world, there is
a strong belief that the first step to the true defeat of your enemy is to
devour nun whole!" "What nonsense is this?" Ise Ikuzo said. He was a beefy man
on Mick's immediate right, the head of a steel and metallurgy conglomerate
with shadowy ties to the Yakuzathe Shikei clan, if Mick's sources of
information were accurate. "You told us the first course was from China. It
was sweet enough to be Chinese!"™ "Yes, indeed," Mick said, his smile widening.
"Our appetizer consisted of Imperial bees sauteed in their own honey and
liquor. Were they not delicious?" "Indeed," Asada said, nodding. "It is rare
for a Westerner such as yourself to have such sophisticated taste in food. I,
for one, had expected french fries and Bigu Makus for dinner." There was
general laughter around the table and a nodding of heads. Of course, they had
liked the Imperial Chinese bees. That was to be expected, Mick thought. "And
what about the main course?" Ikuzo asked. "Was that not also to your liking,
Ikuzo-san?" Asada asked from across the table. "Most unusual flavor, do you
not agree?" Ikuzo shrugged. "I have been to Venice. I have tasted their fegato
specialty." "Ah, yes, liver cooked in the Venetian manner," Mick said "But
what liver!" He looked around the table at each man. "We all remember the late
Rodney Kurtz. So sad about him." He gestured to the empty seat. "In his
memory, we have kept a place for him." His voice was building again in that
charismatic way. "And in memory of his attempt to subvert Denwa Partners to
serve his own ends, it is his liver we have just eaten." Mick, having
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delivered his coup de thb6atre with the skill of a surgeon, stood back and
watched the ensuing uproar with delight. "This is outrageous! A monstrous
-jest!" Ikuzo. shouted, and Asada looked blood-choked, as if he were about to
be sick on the spot He was not alone. All twelve were on thenfeet, shouting,
shaking fists, pale as ghosts. Amid this chaos, Machida sat still as a statue,
neither responding to angry queries nor looking at his colleagues. At last,
Machida pushed his chair back and stood with all the rest. "It is no jest."
His commanding voice cut through the babble. "And I suggest we listen to what

Mr. Leonforte has to say." In ones and twos, the men sat back down. Most
pushed their plates away into the center of the table, some would not even
look at them. "Now we are all one!" Mick cried as all the heads in the room

turned his way. "Now we have supped on Power and are bound together in a
modern-day version of a blood oath!" He took up a forkful of the dark stew
and, shoving it in his mouth, chewed happily. Swallowing, he said, "We have
devoured our enemy whole. Now we must ban together to use Denwa Partners in
the manner for which it is ideally suited." Ikuzo threw down his fork with a
harsh clatter. "I'll have none of this fairy tale! I have been deceived and
made a fool of." He jumped up. "You have abused your responsibilities as a
host. I have no obligation to you." "I think it would be best if you stayed
long enough to hear me out," Mick said softly. "Then you will be free to
leave." "I am free to leave now!" Ikuzo said, incensed. "Who are you to
dictate terms to me? You are iteki, a foreigner with no influence over me."
"TIkuzo-san, it pains me to see us so at odds," Mick said. "Of course you are
free to leave now if that is your preference." "It is," Ikuzo said, puffing
out his chest. He looked around the table, made his ritual bowing. Mick
waited until he was almost at the door when he said, "Icuzo-san, I would
appreciate it if you would answer one question." Ikuzo turned back to the
room. "And what is that?" "You are a silent partner in Sterngold Associates,
aren't you?" "Why ask a question to which you obviously know the answer?"
Ikuzo snapped. "Sterngold was owned by Rodney Kurtz." "Do you know that Mr.
Kurtz was working on squeezing you out of Sterngold and Denwa Partners?" A
look of consternation flickered across Ikuzo's face. "What are you talking
about?" "Kurtz wanted you out as a partner so he agreed to swap your minority
interest in Sterngold for half his share in Denwa. But you hadn't made your
last payment to him, so, technically, you're in breach of your contract. In
that light, Kurtz made certain arrangements in the event of his deathand that
of his wife. Sterngold is now in the hands of Bates and Bates, an American law
firm. According to Kurtz's will, all of Sterngold's interest in Denwa has been
taken over by Worldtel, Inc., a shell corporation which I have just bought."
"What? But that's impossible!" Ikuzo sputtered. "He couldn't have done that.
He knew I was in a cash crunch. I met with him last week. He expressly told me
I had six more weeks to pay him the rest of the money I owed him. The deal was

all set." "Guess what?" Mick said, taking out the contracts and spreading them
on the table. "He lied. You know what they said about Kurtz in Germany? Don't
stand downwind of him when he pisses." He watched as Ikuzo's eyes were
inexorably drawn to the contracts. "Well, what are you waiting for, Ikuzo-san?
You are free to leave." He waited a beat. "Or you can return to the table and
we can renegotiate your partnership in Denwa." He broadcast that winning smile
again. "I assure you I am a more trustworthy partner than Kurtz ever was." He

was aware of the entire room riveted on Ikuzo as he slowly made his way back
to his seat and slipped silently into it. Mick graciously passed down the
contracts to him. Then Mick raised his voice. "Asada-san was quite correct in
his lament. The good old days are gone, gentlemen; they sang themselves out in
Mozart, as Friedrich Nietzsche would say. Or, in our case, in the shogun
lyeyasu Tokugawa. When the Meiji government stripped the samurai of their
status and rank in the 1800s, they deprived Japan of its historyof its very
soul. "Which is why the TransRim CyberNet is so vital to Japan's future.
Right now, you are a computer-illiterate society. Your children go through
school without learning how to use the one tool that will bring them into the
twentyfirst century. Japanese need to learn to move all forms of information
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along the CyberNet superhighway like the Americans and the Europeans do. And
this Japan will do in its own formidable way. It will do it because it 1is
essential in order for Japan to compete effectively in the coming years. "The
CyberNet is the first such worldwide superhighway in Japan-and therefore it
will be adopted as the computer net of choice for the country as a whole.
Further, with its digital video capabilities I can assure you it will have a
monopoly on information transmission and dissemination for the foreseeable
future. "Frankly, I'd like nothing better than to start my own CyberNet, but,
as you all know, the TransRim vid-byte technology is proprietary-patented,
locked up tight against theft." "If any such competing net came on-line, we
would sue its owners and win, bankrupting them," Asada-san said. "Precisely,"
Mick replied, "That is why I bought into Denwa Partners. The vid-byte
technology is going to be worth billions and billions of dollars in the
coining decades-not only from TransRim itself but from subsequent licensing
deals that are sure to follow." He raised a forefinger. "But the fact is the
CyberNet is not being utilized to its ultimate potential, which is why we are
all here tonight Dissemination of information. Think about that phrase for a
moment. The CyberNet is going to be the single most influential tool by which
people in Japan and in the entire Pacific Rim move information. But it can
also be used to influence people, business deals, and the like. It is the
next generation up from satellite TV. And it has a great advantage over
satellite TV, which, we have seen, cannot pass with impunity across all
national boundaries." Mick looked from face to face. "I need hardly remind you
of the example of Rupert Murdoch's Star TV, which had to stop beaming the BBC
news broadcasts into China because of programs critical of the Chinese
government's civil rights position. The CyberNet will have no such problems
because it is not transmitted in any conventional way. No one can regulate
what is disseminated on a computer on-line service. We will become the
architects-the gods, if you will-of our own information autobahn." He" paused
to allow the concept to sink in. "There will be no secrets from us; we will
have control of communication, of commerce. Owning the system, we will be able
to dictate the programming to the drones who log on. Imagine
twentyfour-hour-a-day advertising that is masquerading as programming. If, for
instance, we want to initiate a resurgence of the Liberal Democratic Party, we
need only begin a daily forum on the CyberNet skewed toward LDP

policies. Pounding them home day after day, night after night, will have its
effect-and will effectively stifle anti-LDP sentiment in the media." He paused
a moment to let that concept sink in, then leaned forward, like a figurehead
into the wind. "Consider, as another example, that we want to know what our
rivals are doing at Mitsui Heavy Industries or at the Bureau of Foreign
Affairs or within the Metropolitan Police Department. Do you think that within
twelve months any Japanese keiretsu or bureau will be able to conduct business
without the CyberNet? Not if it wants to be globally competitive! Imagine it!
You will have the control-no, much more than you have had in the past, than
you are clinging to now with the old ways of bribery and extortion under
attack by the police, under the scrutiny of the media and the public. With
control of the CyberNet you can discard the old ways, which have become
increasingly dangerous for you through repeated investigations by both the
police and the media. The web which you have so effectively spread since the
end of the war is outdated, a dinosaur that takes more time and effort than

you can afford to give it in this day and age." He spread his arms wide. "It
all comes to you-and more, much more-electronically; deal-making made simple,
quick, efficient, and, best of all, absolutely untraceable." "This is

revolutionary thinking, without doubt. But inspiring as all this may seem,
isn't it impossible?" Asada said, "With knowledge comes sophistication.
Companies won't begin to move then- secret data along the Cybernet until
they're sure they can do it confidentially. Right now the CyberNet
communication is not secure; anyone can read anyone else's communications."
"Asada-san is as right as he is wrong." Like a magician, Mick opened his right
hand. In the center of his palm was a tiny computer chip gleaming like
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platinum. "Gentlemen, allow me to present the Kyron Algorithm Lithium

Chip. The KALC is a refined version of the U.S.-designed Slipjack algorithm,
a so-called unbreakable coding device that will make eavesdropping on the
CyberNet impossible-or so we will prove to everyone. We will give the KALC to
all companies going on-line within the first six months. It will be a
promotion, a way to induce them to use the CyberNet." A slow smile spread
across Mick's face. "What we won't tell them is that the KALC can also break
any code, no matter how complex. It is the ultimate eavesdropping device
because it works for both audio and video encryption." From beneath the table,
he drew out two electronic devices. He pointed to the one on his left. "Hare
is a machine that has recorded a conversation encrypted with the American
Slipjack algorithm." He spoke the word "Play," and a spew of gibberish
emanated from the recorder. "Can anyone tell me what was being said on the
tape?" Silence. Mick looked up as he ran the tape back. "I have no doubt that
any of you could take this tape and run it through your mainframes from now
until the end of the year and you'd be no closer to decoding the Slipjack
algorithm. It is, indeed, powerful." He then connected the machine on his
right to the first one. "This machine contains the KALC. I will now run the
tape through its circuit." He turned on the KALC-loaded recorder, spoke,
"Play," to the machine on his left. "We have no such initiative on the boards
at this time, Mr. President." "Then we should have." Mick watched intently as
everyone around the table leaned forward as they recognized the slightly nasal
accent of the president of the United States. "You tell Mitchelson at
Commerce that we've got a policy gap and I don't like it. The Japanese ought
to be buying more rice from us. That's the bottom line." "Uh, Mitchelson's
going to want to know what land of leeway he's being given, sir." "Any way
Mitchelson wants to handle it is okay with me. We've gotten tough with the
Japanese before and it works. I want them buying our rice. Got it?"
"Absolutely, sir." Mick switched off the recorders. There was a kind of
stunned silence in the room. "All we need do is incorporate this chip into the
CyberNet matrix. It will allow us to key into any and all encoded data run on
the CyberNet." At last, Morimoto, the head of MITI's Industrial Policy Bureau,
cleared his throat and said, "Sato International is the majority partner in
the CyberNet." He looked around the room. "like everyone here, I know Tanzan
Nangi. He would not allow such a chip to be incorporated in the Cyber- Net.

Even were we to go along with you, Nangi-san will not." "Nangi-san is an old
man," Mick said. "Furthermore, he's been ill. His recent heart attack-" "We
have been assured that Nangi-san's illness is minor," Asada said. "Yes, and

we will assure everyone that the KALC will make electronic eavesdropping
impossible. Does that make it so?" Mick allowed his words time to sink in.
"Yes, yes, his heart attack was minor, so we have heard. But what if it was
worse? What if Nangi-san's abilities have been permanently unpaired?" Mick
said carefully. "Would you want such a man leading Sato International?" "Do
you know something we don't?" Asada asked. Mick seemed to ponder a moment, a
theatrical gesture underscoring what he was about to say. "He had his attack,

what ... ?" "Six months ago," Morimoto said. "Is he back at his desk yet?"
Mick asked in all innocence. "No," Asada said thoughtfully. "And his
infirmity would explain why he was not at the CyberNet launch dinner." "If he

is so unwell," Morimoto said, recognizing his chance and seizing it, "then he
should no longer be guiding a keiretsu of Sato's size and influence." Heads
nodded in agreement. Everyone in the room knew his views on Tanzan Nangi.
Morimoto thought Nangi had too much power, but that might simply be because of
jealousy. Before "retiring" into the business community, Nangi had been a
high-ranking minister of MITI. Though he had made his mark at the Ministry of
International Trade and Industry, he had become far more well-known as head of
Sato. "Now we have come to the crux of the matter," Mick said. "Control of
the parent company, Sato International. Up to now Sato, as a privately held
keiretsu, was untouchable for takeover even by such an exalted group such as
we have here." His eyes sparked and his words ramped up in speed and emotion.
"But the CyberNet and Denwa Partners has changed all that. Sato is in such
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dire financial straits it had to seek outside financial backing in order to
launch the CyberNet." "But we are only minority shareholders," Asada pointed
out. "Sato still has majority ownership." "Only under certain conditions,"
Mick said. "Under the agreement, a bridge loan Denwa made to Sato must be
repaid within ninety days. If it is not, we can gain a foothold into the
company. I intend to see that the loan is not repaid. In fact, I can
guarantee it. In return, I ask that you elect me president of Denwa Partners.
In that capacity, as part of our agreement with Sato, I will automatically go
on Sato's board of directors when they are in default of the loan payment.
That is all I need to eventually gain complete control of Sato and the
CyberNet. Once on the board, I can work on the other members individually
until I get a majority to vote Nangi out and elect me as the new chairman of
Sato International." Again, a silence enveloped the room. As Mick watched the
expressions on their faces, he knew he had gambled and won. He had gambled
that these men-the Dai- Rokuwould have no love for the well-known liberal
Nangi, that they were jealous of his power, and that they feared Nangi's
partner, Nicholas Linnear. Everything he had told them was the truth, up to a
point. But he had another, hidden agenda. He wanted control of Sato
International. Despite its current financial woes, it remained the single most
influential keiretsu in Japan and overseas, and its clout could do wonders for
opening the legitimate doors of business for Mick. Sato was his ticket into
the real world, a world in which he longed to become a player-a mover and a
shaker. Too long had he pulled the strings of clandestine activities from the
shadows of mountainous Vietnam. That Sato International was coowned by his
nemesis, his dark twin, Nicholas Linnear, made his longing all the more
potent. That he was becoming the seed of Linnear's destruction was an

irresistible lure. Having given them enough time, Mick now said, "Here is our
chance to seize the present for Japan and to break Sato International's
stranglehold on the future." "What about Linnear-san?" The naked fear in

Asada's face bespoke their capitulation. They wanted in; they wanted Mick to
guide them. They had seen his future and had made it theirs. Mick smiled,
said softly, "Leave Linnear to me. I know how to handle him. I promise you, he
won't interfere with our plan." He leaned forward. "Now which of you are with
me? Think it through. This is, without hyperbole, the opportunity of a
lifetime. Do we use Denwa to seize control of Sato?" He looked around the
table. One by one, they nodded solemnly. There was not a dissenting vote among
them. Later, when they had all gone, including Machida, Mick sat smoking a
cigar, staring up at the ceiling. The table was bare, save for a multicolored
runner down the middle. Its gleaming cherrywood surface gave off the sharp,
pleasing odor of lemon wax. In the kitchen, Honniko was supervising the last
of the staff cleanup. It was at times like this that he thought of Koei. His
six months with her had been difficult, painful even, in some ways. But, like
prison, he would never be able to forget. She had despised him, of this he was
certain, and it should have been enough for him to turn her out. Alliances
were all well and good, but what did one need with a woman who would as soon
spit at you as climb into your bed? And yet it was this very hatred that had
meant the most to him. He missed it when she was gone, or anyway, he missed
the menu of small humiliations and degradations he found himself composing in
order to keep that black emotion burning. It became like a bitter taste at the
back of his mouth, as from ash in the vicinity of an incinerator. He was
roused from this unsavory reverie by Honniko, who had reemerged from the
kitchen. She had changed out of kimono and obi into a smart, smoke-gray Armani
suit without lapels. She wore almost no makeup at all, and this naturalness
seemed to accentuate the oriental caste of her eyes. Her blond hair was even
more startling in this context. "A masterful performance," she said. "Do you
think so?" He blew out a cloud of aromatic smoke as his head came down. "It
was a good presentation, yes, but all I did was tell them what they most
wanted to hear. I put a hook in their noses and led them .along, but they were
ripe for foment. They don't like the uncertainty of the present, they long for
the past and fear for the future." He rolled the cigar between his lips in a
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curiously obscene gesture. He sucked in more smoke, let it out slowly. "But I
was also lucky." He snapped the minidisc Honniko had delivered to him earlier
between two fingers. "The procedure I drew up to get this from Sato's R and D
could have gone wrong in so many places." "I don't see how. You were prudent
at every stage." "Prudence is the crutch by which man rationalizes defeat."
Mick twirled the minidisc between his fingers. "It is an inadequate arsenal."
She came and sat beside him, ran fingers through his hair. "Does it matter?
You got everything you want." "I have the CyberNet technology, but I never
wanted or needed it." He twirled the minidisc between his fingers. "I had this
stolen from Sato as a ruse, to distract them from the true assault on them
that will be coming through the contract Sato signed with Denwa Partners. I
don't want anyone at Sato thinking about that contract now. Let them run
themselves in circles trying to find out who stole their precious data-and
why. For all the good it will do them." He inhaled his cigar, blew out a cloud
of blue smoke. "But as for having everything, I don't. I don't have Linnear's
head. Not yet." Then he grinned, a sudden boyish gesture she had come to know
well. "Want to see the fruits of our labor?" She hitched her chair forward.
"You bet." He drew out a soft-sided attaché case from which he took a notebook
computer outfitted with a CD-ROM and minidisc drive. He switched it on,
slipped the minidisc in, and booted up. When the computer came on-line, he
switched to the minidisc drive. "This is it," he told her as his finger
hovered over the enter key. "Once I press this, the CyberNet data will appear
on the computer screen." He sucked some smoke into his mouth, savoring its
bite. Then, as the smoke drifted from his partly opened lips, he hit the
button. The drive light switched on and the computer began its

processing. Almost immediately, the screen was filled with lines of data:
complex formulas, operating instructions, data codes, cipher overrides, the

entire CyberNet matrix, along with an index of files. "Ahhh!" Mick let out a
long sigh of satisfaction as he scrolled through. Then he chomped down on his
cigar so hard he almost bit it in two. "What the fuck?" The screen was wiping

itself of the data. Mick's fingers flew over the keys, trying everything he
knew to save the data to the hard drive before it was lost. He managed to save
almost three-quarters of it before the screen purged itself. He accessed the
minidisc to download the rest of the data, but he got an error message. He
switched the screen to the minidisc itself, discovered to his consternation
that the minidisc was reading devoid of data. He tried another way to access
the data, same result. He removed the minidisc, closed down the computer, then
rebooted it and started the procedure all over again. This time, not only
could he not get the contents of the minidisc to download, some of his own
computer's commands were malfunctioning. He switched to his C drive, accessed
the built-in diagnostic, discovered that a virus was busy dismantling the
software on his hard drive. He booted up his antivirus program, but that had
already been overridden and destroyed. "What's going on?" Honniko asked. "I
don't know," Mick said, hunched over the keyboard. But there was nothing he
could do. "Somehow a virus has been introduced into the computer that's
destroying everything on my hard drive." "Even the CyberNet data?" As he
nodded, a single word popped up onto his screen. He could not wipe it off, no
matter what he did. "smile." He sat there, staring at the computer. Then,
with a string of curses, he swept it off the table. It crashed to the

floor. He stood up, leaving it there. "Come on," he said. "Let's go home."
At that moment, his cellular phone rang. "What is it?" he barked into the
mouthpiece. "I'm out at the Keiji," Jochi, his lieutenant, said in his ear.
Keiji Hakubutsukan was the Criminal Museum in Kanda, the quarter of Tokyo that
is part of both the High City and the Low City. "What are you doing there?"
"I think you'd better get over here and see for yourself." Mick would have
made a remark concerning Jochi's enigmatic call, but he heard the degree of
agitation in his wvoice. Jochi knew they were on a secure line and could speak
freely. Something monstrous must have hit the fan. "We're just finishing up
at Tamayama," Mick said. "We'll be there. By the way, the shipment to my
brother got off on schedule?" "Right on time. This new shipper is aces." Mick
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hung up and to Honniko's inquiring gaze, said, "Jochi's found something over

at the Criminal Museum." "At this time of night? The museum's been closed for
hours." "Let's go," Mick said, grabbing his ankle-length raincoat. "It
sounded urgent." There was something magical about Tokyo late at night, Mick

thought as he roared down the rain-sucked street. The eighteen-hour-a-day
crowds were gone, replaced by lumbering trucks that, by law, were allowed to
make deliveries only at night. Teenagers, too, were evident, in their black
leather jackets, their spiked hair and pierced flesh, thundering high and hard
on their motorcycles. Mick thought he understood their obsession with
self-mutilation. Everywhere, things were melding. Youths in Brussels, St.
Petersburg, Saigon, and Pittsburgh were all the same. They wore the same
clothes, played the same on-line games, watched MTV. Man required
self-definition, and the more you peered into TV, ramped up your computer,
played video games on your CD- ROM with a net-pal in Timbuktu or wherever, the
more difficult self-definition became. And the more reason there was to find
permanent methods of setting yourself apart. "I am not a number. I am a free
man." That's what it boiled down to, this trend, moving from tattooing to
piercing to branding and back again. They arrived in Kanda to the roar of a
group of far-off motorcycles, echoes bouncing off the high-rises like steel
balls in a pachinko game. Jochi emerged from the shadows of an alleyway at the
side of the Criminal Museum. He looked both ways along the deserted street,
beckoned silently to Mick, who got out of the car and followed him. Mick took
Honniko's hand. Her heels clacked along the pavement, sounding unnaturally
loud in the darkness. Jochi switched on a powerful flashlight as he led them
deeper into the alley. They passed a pair of gargantuan green metal Dumpsters
that looked as if they hadn't been emptied in years. Between them was a small
camp of homeless men. A fire was burning through a metal grillwork. The
homeless-those who were not asleep in their filthy ragspeered at them out of
rheumy, incurious eyes. The reek of alcohol and rancid bodies lay like a
suffocating blanket Mick did not hurry by, as most people would have, averting
their eyes and holding their breath. Instead, he slowed, studying these folk
carefully. Though he would rather slit his throat than admit it, he had more
in common with them than he did with the men of the Dai-Roku. They belonged to
the High City, the part of Tokyo once ruled by shoguns and their daimyo. Mick
was a part of the Low City, the dark, unseemly corners where humanity crawled
on its belly when it moved at all, the steaming, unsightly boils that grew
without the benefit of light or privilege. "Mick, come on!" Jochi urged. "Now
is not the time for a sociological survey of the soft black underbelly." They
continued on, and at last they came to the far end of the alley. Here, a soot-
and grime-encrusted concrete wall abutted the side of the museum. Jochi shone
the flashlight's beam, revealing a figure sitting up against the wall. His
position seemed so natural that at first Mick thought he was merely sleeping.
But, on closer inspection, he saw the stiffness of the limbs, the bloated
nature of the fingers. And then, as the flashlight's beam moved, he saw the
unnatural pallor of the face. "Jesus Christ," he breathed. "It's Nguyen."
Jochi nodded. "It's Van Truc, all right, the man who picked up the CyberNet
minidisc from the American McKnight." The beam held steady. "We've been
looking for him ever since he delivered the minidisc to Honniko." "He seem
okay to you then?" Mick asked as he moved cautiously around the body. There
was a smell here, coming from the corpse in waves. "I guess," Honniko said.
"He seemed calm enough. You know, cool, but then I didn't know him." "I think
you're the only one who did," Jochi said to Mick. "That's right I recruited
Nguyen in Saigon. He was perfect deeply venal, committed to money." Mick
glanced at Jochi. "What the hell killed him?" "Damned if I know. We found him
and I called you. He hasn't been touched by us." Mick moved in, used the toe
of his shoe to kick Nguyen over. The stench billowed up as if from the depths
of hell. "Ugh!"™ Honniko said, but she stood her ground. Mick glanced at her.
She was not the kind of woman to get sick at the sight of death. She'd seen
her share. Not like him, of course. But he'd been in the war in Vietnam, where
monstrous atrocities became mundane. Mick kicked the corpse around good,
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until he had seen all sides of him. "He wasn't shot, knifed, or garroted." "He
could have been smothered to death," Honniko said "Not this man," Mick said.
"He'd have never let anyone get that close." Mick kicked at the corpse one
more time so that Nguyen's face was up. He directed Jochi to move the light in
closer, then he squatted down. He breathed shallowly through his mouth,
feeling the stench claw at the back of his throat. Peering at the features,
he said, "You know, I do believe our friend here was drowned." He pointed.
"You see hereand here-there's evidence of bloating, as if he'd been in the
water some." "You mean someone drowned him then dumped him here?" Honniko
asked. "But why?" Mick had seen so many dead in his time you'd think one more
wouldn't matter. But it did. Death was not like the films made it out to be,
ennobling and featureless. It made you sick to your stomach, it made you
examine what was inside you, question what life was all about. Maybe it didn't
diminish you, as books said it did, Mick thought. But it sure as hell changed

you. "Only one reason I can think of," he said, standing up. "Look where he
was dumped. At the back of the Criminal Museum. Get the message? Whoever
killed him wanted us to find him." "But no one even knew Nguyen was working

for you," Jochi said That was when Mick thought .of the computer virus. It had
been contained in the minidisc, riding piggyback on the CyberNet data. That
meant one of two things: either Kappa Watanabe, the Sato R&D tech Mick had
co-opted, had fucked him over, which, knowing Watanabe, he seriously doubted,
or the minidisc had somehow been intercepted and switched. "Shit!" Mick
clenched his fists in rage. Only one man had had the means and the opportunity
to make the switch: Nicholas Linnear. He looked skyward, his lips pulled back
in a bloodless grin. He had found that there were moments in life when a
mixture of circumstance and emotion caused the world to change shape. The
evening he had spent with Jaqui up on the roof the night his grandfather had
been murdered had been one such incident, and there had been a second in the
highland jungles of Laos with the Nungs when he had been initiated into their
tribe and had been inscribed with the Gim, the dark blue, vertical crescent
tattooed on the inside of his wrist. This was yet another. Everywhere he
looked, the sharp edges of buildings had taken on a preternatural clarity, the
ruthless acuity of a razor blade's edge. He sucked in the humid Tokyo air, and
it had the mind-expanding chill of a Himalayan night, and he rejoiced in the
knowledge. So now they were into it, just the two of them. And isn't this
exactly what he had wanted? A chance to pit himself against his shadow double,
his doppelganger, the man with whom he had so much in common? Linnear was
doing a number on his head. Smile, the computer virus had written on his
screen, and having writ refused to get the hell off. So Linnear was stalking
him just as he had been stalking Linnear. A dance of death, the two of them in
a prescribed circle, moving from the darkness to the light and back again,
tied together by the mysterious cord that linked their pasts. Now, truly,
reality seemed to fade into the hazy distance. Instead, Mick found himself in
a heightened state, the entire universe traveling the path of darkness and
light with nothing in between. It was as if he and Nicholas Linnear were polar
opposites, proton and electron inhabiting the last atom, circling one another
at higher and higher speeds, both repelled and attracted, coming inevitably
closer to the clash that would mean existence for one of them-and destruction
for the other. Saints The samurai of old were mortified by the idea of dying
in bed; they hoped only to die on the battlefield. A priest, too, will be
unable to fulfill the Way unless he is of this disposition- -The priest Ryoi
From chapter 10 of Hagakiure, the book of the samurai Astoria Spring
1957/Winter 1945/ Spring 1961-62 Jaqui Leonforte knew she was destined for
something special the moment she met Bernice. Within the boundaries of the
Convent of the Sacred Heart of Santa Maria, Jaqui felt as if she possessed a
curious inner light, as if she could look straight through the mother
superior's facade of warmth and wisdom to her warrior's heart. Out of the
corner of her eye, Jaqui looked at Mama, who, she was now certain, did not
possess this inner light. Mama was, after all, a normal woman in every
respect. Sometimes, lying in bed at night, Jaqui wondered restlessly if she
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had come into this family by mistake. Maybe she and another female infant had
inadvertently been switched in the hospital, and somewhere across the city
another girl was living the life Jagqui should have been living. At times she
was so certain of this that she had become almost autistic, as if responding
to any stimulus in her environment would give it a legitimacy it did not
deserve. So obsessive did this behavior become as Jaqui grew that Mama,
terrified, had taken her to a specialist in Manhattan. Jaqui remembered the
train ride across the bridge more clearly than she did the doctor's myopic
face. "There is nothing wrong with your daughter," he had pro nounced. Mama
was so relieved that she cried. "All that's really needed is for you to engage
her attention more. She's just bored." On the train ride home, Mama said, "I
know you are unhappy. I've known for some time, but I've been putting off
doing anything about it. I thought"-she wrapped Jaqui's hand in her own-"I
thought you would grow out of it." Mama sighed wistfully staring out the grimy
train window. "Instead, you've grown into it." It was time, Mama said, she
took Jaqui to Astoria. Jaqui fell in love with the Sacred Heart of Santa
Maria the moment she stepped through the iron gates into,-the heavily treed
grounds. She loved the smell sunlight made as it dried out the dew-dampened
foliage, the heavy drone of the bees as they pollinated the roses, the bright
twitter of the birds as they flitted through the branches of the trees. But,
above all, she felt a presence. Perhaps, after all, it was God, as Bernice so
fervently believed. Or, then again, perhaps it was simply a lack of the
quotidian violence that invaded Jaqui's world at every turn. But whatever it
was, Jaqui felt it as surely as a strong, guiding hand upon her shoulder. And
Bernice knew she felt it. The white stone facade shone in the sunlight like a
polished mirror. In one of the small, slitted windows that flanked the front
door, Jaqui felt, rather than saw, eyes peering at her with curiosity and keen
anticipation. When Mama led her up the wide flight of steps to the iron-banded
wood door and it opened inward, Jaqui knew that she was entering a world
apart, that she was about to begin a journey that would last the rest of her
life. It was the spring of 1957; Jaqui was fifteen. "Do you believe in God?"
"I believe ..." Jaqui broke off, at a loss. It was not that she was
intimidated by those piercing blue eyes, or by the peculiar iconography of
Catholicism that adorned the walls of Bernice's office. The fact was that
after being baptized and confirmed, after attending church regularly with her
parents, after years of reciting the catechism, of staring at Jesus bleeding
on the cross, of confessing in a booth that smelled of shoe polish and sweat,
she had no more idea of her beliefs than she did about what would befall her a
year from now. "I don't know whether I do or not." "Good," Bernice said with
such enthusiasm that it caught Jaqui's attention instantly. Mama had remained
in the rose garden, wandering, putting her face up to the sun and worrying

whether she had done the right thing in bringing her daughter here. "How is
that good?" Jaqui asked now. "You answered honestly and that's a start,"
Bernice said flatly. She had the gift of transforming opinion into

fact. Jaqui looked around the office at the religious paintings, the statue
of the Virgin and Child, the large wood and gilt crucifix, and she was at once
suffocating beneath the weighty religious symbols. "I don't want to become a
nun." Bernice leaned forward and, taking Jaqui's hands in her own, smiled.

"Child, I have no intention of making you become a nun." At that moment, Jaqui
knew it had been Bernice peering at her through that very medieval window. A
castle window, slitted and fortified against the arrows and spears of the
enemy. And it resided here, on a quiet, poplar-lined street of Queens. She
looked at Bernice and, in astonishment, saw her clad in burnished armor, a
great broadsword scabbarded at her side. This armor shone with the same
quality as had the white stone facade of the building in the sunshine. Jaqui
murmured something under her breath, then blinked several times. When she
looked at Bernice again, the mother superior was as she had been, clothed in
her habit. "What is it, my child?" "I thought-" Jaqui bunked again. Then she
let out a small, embarrassed laugh. "I thought I saw you covered in medieval
armor. Crazy, isn't it?" Bernice let out what seemed a long-held exhalation.
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She was on the verge of tears as she rose. "Come, I want to show you
something." But instead of leading her to the door, she took Jaqui back to a
rear alcove, where floor-to-ceiling bookcases rose. She put her hand behind a
row of books. There was a soft click and one part of the bookcase opened
inward. They crossed the threshold and Jaqui found herself in a stone
corridor with an arched ceiling. It was 1lit by small electric lights in niches
in the wall where, in Europe, one would expect to find torches. Their shoes
echoed against the stone flooring. At the end of the corridor, Bernice used a
set of keys she drew from her pocket to open an iron door. It creaked loudly.
Bernice locked it carefully behind them and, lifting her hem, marched up a
metal spiral staircase. The room they entered at the top was not large;
nevertheless it was impressive. It featured one wait that, like a castle's
turret, was semicircular. From perhaps three feet off the floor to just below
the ceiling, the wall was a line of the most magnificent stained glass Jaqui
had ever seen. 0ddly, only one panel had a religious theme, and that was of
Joan of Arc on a white stallion. The remainder of the panels depicted scenes
from the history of France and Italy. As far as Jaqui could tell, war was the
predominant motif. The massive expanse of stained glass flooded the room with
a multicolored light so extraordinary it seemed magical. It spilled over
Bernice and Jaqui, and Jaqui felt transformed. A curious warmth suffused her,
and it was as if the horrors of Ozone Park and East New York had ceased to
exist "Oh, Bernice," she cried, "it's so beautiful!"™ "Do you really think so?"
"Really and truly," Jaqui said, turning to face the mother superior. "I feel
." Bernice gripped her shoulders, her blue eyes piercing Jaqui's flesh.
"What do you feel?" "I don't know." Jaqui was as breathless as if she had run
all the way here from Ozone Park. "Something ..." "Yes," Bernice said
fiercely. "I was right about you." Then she turned Jaqui around until she was
facing the one flat wall of the room. It was made of the same stone as the
corridor and was unadorned save for a painting. The painting was not large,
nevertheless it dominated the room as if it were ten times the size. "My
God!" Jaqui breathed. "Indeed," Bernice said, her electric-blue eyes aught
Jaqui found herself mesmerized by the painting. It depicted an armor-clad
figure with a great broadsword strapped to one hip. The helmet was off, held
in the crook of the figure's left hand, and the face could plainly be
seen. It was a woman. A woman whose countenance was not so dissimilar from
that of Bernice. The artist had rendered the handsome face enrobed in an inner
light that burst upon the canvas. "This is the vision I had in your office,"
Jaqui said with her heart pounding so hard it seemed ready to leap into her
throat. "Is that you?" "How could it be? The painting is hundreds of years
old." "And yet-" Jaqui stepped closer. She looked back at Bernice. "It is
you!" Bernice shook her head. "Only in one sense. This is a portrait of Dona
di Piave, the founder of this order." Jaqui continued to gaze at the painting
in wonderment. "But it is my vision! Bernice, I save her." "More likely what
you felt downstairs was her presence inside me." "Look at her face. It is
alight with ..." "Divine animation." "Yes," Jaqui said, knowing instinctively
that Bernice was right. "But she was some kind of warrior." "Dona di Piave was
a nun," Bernice said softly. "But she was also a great champion, a defender of
her people. Sometimes, in a world full of fear and evil, they can be one and
the same." She nodded to a pair of Savonarola chairs facing one another,
glittering in the light from the stained glass. "Sit, my child. There is much
you must be told before you can make your decision." "What decision?" "You are
special, Jaqui. Part of the chosen. That is why your mother brought you here."
Bernice smiled her most benign smile, but Jaqui was not fooled. Already she
could see behind that mask, clever as it was, to the woman warrior who stood
beside her. Bernice said, "In our world women are dismissed as mothers or as
whores. Either way, they're considered irrelevant to business." She waited
until Jaqui had settled herself on the left-hand Savonarola chair. "Do you
know Goethe, the German philosopher?" "I've heard of him, but I haven't read
him." "You will read him here if you choose to join us," Bernice said, sitting
opposite the girl. "He wrote that few men have imagination enough for
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reality." She was staring at the portrait of Dona di Piave, "But he quite
rightly did not include women." She rose, and as Jaqui watched her, she
grasped the left edge of the picture frame and pulled it toward her. Behind
the portrait of Dona di Piave was a niche carved into the stone wall and,
inside, an object, long and narrow, covered by a purple velvet cloth, fringed
in gold. Embroidered on it were words in Latin Jaqui could not

understand. Turning around, Bernice held the object in front of her and
carefully removed the velvet cloth. Jaqui gaped. She held a sword in her hand,
a darkly gleaming object of iron, clearly forged centuries before the advent
of stainless steel. "This is the sword of Dona di Piave," Bernice said. And,
as 1f drawn by magnetic force, Jaqui left her chair and reached out in wonder
toward the weapon. At just that instant, Bernice lost her balance and the
blade came down, slicing into the meat at the base of Jaqui's right

hand. Strangely, she did not cry out and she did not jump. In fact, she felt
no pain at all, just an odd pulsing, and looking down, she saw her hands
covered in blood. Bernice, who had dropped the sword and rushed from the
room, now returned with Merthiolate, sterile gauze, and first-aid

adhesive. "It doesn't hurt," Jaqui said as if to no one in particular. And
Bernice, slipping to her knees, grasped Jaqui's wrist, and as she
painstakingly cleaned and dressed the wound, she thought, Praise God. She is
the one. "And your bishop agrees with your interpretation of Goethe?" "This
is 1945," Bernice said to Camille Goldoni. "My archbishop is too busy with the
war effort to care one whit about what Goethe wrote, let alone what my
interpretation of his philosophy might be." Camille-who was Margarite's aunt
by marriage; she had died in the early 1970s-was a big-boned woman with a wide
waist, fleshy arms and shoulders. She was not pretty, but her face was
handsome in its way. Her decidedly mannish features were offset by the
resoluteness of her- demeanor and the determination in her eyes. She was also
exceedingly kind, and this generosity of spirit glowed like light from a
lantern. She was with Bernice because her husband, Marco Goldoni, Enrico's
older brother, had had a stroke. This was unusual in a man of forty. As luck
would have it, he had been home alone with her. It had been a Sunday. She
rushed him to the hospital, and when Marco's personal physician told her what
had happened to him, she determined then and there that no one would know
about it She bribed the doctor and the two nurses she allowed into the room.
She lied to Marco's bodyguards, who had driven the couple to the hospital The
don was suffering from an acute case of food poisoning, she told them. "I
knew that if news of Marco's stroke got out, the family would be in serious
trouble," Camille said now. "Enrico is in Venice and, in any event, Marco is
the powerhouse, the connected one, the thinker and the planner." She was dry
eyed, having wept in the privacy of her husband's bedside. She sat with her
back very straight, at this moment conscious of all the minutiae that kept her
together: her makeup, the seams in her stockings, and little more. "Of course,
I know nothing about Marco's affairs. As is the custom, he is scrupulous about
separating his business from his personal life." Camille had not yet come
around to the real reason for her visit It was a simple matter for Bernice to
provide comfort, but she suspected Camille was here for another purpose
entirely. ' "You see, Bernice, I need to confide in someone, but I did not
know who to turn to. Marco met with his capi every week. Most of them come to
dinner once a month, but I don't know who among these men I can trust. Who
will be loyal when they hear the news? Who will seek to betray the family in
its time of weakness?" "My dear, this sounds like an unsolvable problem." "No,
no. I came here to the one person I can trust without question." Bernice's
heart skipped a beat Could this be the sign in the physical world she had been
destined to find? She took a deep breath and waited for events to

unfold. "Marco has been very generous, especially to this convent," Camille
continued. "And we were both so grateful and thrilled when you agreed to take
in our daughter. The doctors said she would never survive in the world
outside, and we could never subject her to the cruelty of an institution." Now
her emotions betrayed her, and clutching her handkerchief to her eyes, she
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began to cry. "We will never forget such kindness, Bernice." Bernice leaned
over, stroked Camille's cheek. "There, there, my dear. Marco has bestowed his
own great kindness on us. After all, it is due to him that Santa Maria will be
renovated-a new facade, a new whig. We are flourishing while others are
struggling and dying out." She smiled benignly as Camille clutched her hand.
"Besides, my dear, you and I know each other some years. We have spent so many
hours in the contemplation garden, speaking of many things while the roses
grew up around us." Camille smiled. "It's true. I remember when you were first
introduced to me. Mother Superior Mary Margaret was not so old then, but she
was not well. She would not relinquish her title, but instead brought you
along. 'Bernice will speak for me,' she said in that sandpaper voice of hers."
Bernice nodded. "God forgive me, it will be a blessing, really, when she

dies." She shook her head. "So much pain for one person to endure." "Bernice,
I must ask you. I know you are not ignorant of what the Goldoni family's real
business is. Yet you have befriended us." "Of course." Bernice took the other

woman's palm, pressed hers against it, transmitting the charismatic warmth
that was but one of her extraordinary gifts. She was a tall, slender woman
with a startlingly expressive face. Someone once said that she had the eyes of
a mathematician. They were analytical, observing patterns that most other
people missed, in the minute movements of everyday life. She held no truck
with blandness or indecision. Among the women in the neighborhood, she was
widely known as being tough as a man but far more fair in her judgments. She
was an ardent reader of books and human character; she did nothing
arbitrarily. "I am a pragmatist, as the best of my kind always are," she said.
"I have this flock to care for and, besides, I pray twice a day for Marco's
soul. I used to laugh and say, 'Without sinners like Marco the Church would be
out of business.'" She smiled. "But, my dear, you must know that you and I
could not be closer were we sisters." "So." Camille arranged her hands in her
lap, her fingers twisting and untwisting her damp handkerchief. "So." A soft
chanting began, emanating from another part of the convent, penetrating the
stone walls. The liturgical Latin seemed immensely comforting, the slow
phrasing calming wildly beating hearts. "Camille, tell me how I can help
.you." Bernice turned her palms upward. "I assure you, nothing you could ask
me will be a burden." Camille nodded, gaining courage from her friend's

words. "I have come here in my hour of desperation to ask for your advice."
She looked into Bernice's piercing blue eyes. "My entire family is hanging in
the balance. Tell me what I should do." Bernice sat back. Now she knew what it
was she was facing: nothing less than her destiny. She could taste it, hold it
in her hand, and yet she felt curiously calm. "My dear, before we go further,
let me say that dispensing advice is easy. Taking it is quite a different

matter." "Oh, Bernice, I'm here, aren't I?" Tears stood in the corners of
Camille's eyes. "You're the one I came to. I have nowhere else to go. Whatever
advice you give me I swear I will take." "This is a house of God. When you

take an oath, it is forever." Camille swallowed hard. "Then let it be
forever." Bernice nodded. "Very well then. My advice is for us to look to
Goethe. 'Few men have imagination enough for reality.' Let me explain how this
applies to us. You talk of custom, my dear. You tell me you know nothing of
the details of your husband's business and I believe you. In his eyes-in the
eyes of all men-that is right and proper. But taking from Goethe, I
strenuously disagree. "What I mean is that men have had their way for so
long, and what has it brought us-bloodshed and war, because that is how men
settle arguments. But the deaths of our sons is no way to pay for the future."
Bernice lifted her forefinger. "I want you to consider something. Perhaps your
husband's illness is a sign. Three nights ago I had a vision that God
stretched out His hand in the darkness and loosed a bolt of lightning. Where
He directed it, I had no idea, but I do now." Bernice's face was filled with
the kind of divine animation depicted in her forebear. "This is God's work,
Camille, and we must recognize His plan in what has happened. The moment we
recognize this, we turn tragedy into triumph." Camille shook her head. "I
don't understand. How could Marco's stroke possibly be interpreted as a sign
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from God?" "Think of Goethe's quote. Men have been bound into societies for
centuries, and for centuries the world has revolved around territory and war."
"But that is the way the world works, Bernice. How can we do anything about

it?" "On the surface, we can't. And that is as it should be. But, Camille, as
you well know, appearances are often not the whole story." Bernice tapped the
side of her nose. "Secrets are best kept by women and dead men. It comes so

naturally to us. A woman lies to her man every day of her life in order to
ensure his happiness or to save him from grief, isn't that so?" She sighed.
"Sometimes, I am convinced that God put the sweetness on our faces and into
our voices for just this purpose." "It's true." Camille nodded. "In the
household, a man says, 'Ask me no questions and I'll tell you no lies.' But a
woman's gift is to makes her lies seem like the truth." "And so it has been
down through the ages." Bernice took Camille's hand, brought her into the same
turreted room to which she would bring Jaqui a decade later. Camille sighed
when she entered. It was the sound one makes when inhaling the rich perfume of
the first rose of summer, expressing not only contentment but pleasure. When
she had drunk her fill of the stained glass, Bernice showed her the portrait
of the nun-warrior. "Many years ago, in the fifteenth century," Bernice said,
"a secret society was formed-a society of women called the Order of Dona di
Piave. In those days, it was natural for the power of women to accumulate in
places out of the light of day, in places, moreover, not subject to the daily
scrutiny of men. A convent was a perfect place to maintain this power, don't
you think? "It was formed because those women strong enough to make the leap
of faith beyond the boundaries of their sex felt it was time to take an active
role in creating a future where their sons did not march off to die in war or
return crippled in body and in spirit, where their daughters were not left to
raise their children alone. "Centuries later, this society came to this
country, and here it has remained, waiting for a day of rebirth. And, Camille,
I very much believe that this is the day." Bernice gestured at the painting.
"We live in a time not so dissimilar to that of Dona di Piave's. It is an age
of fear and evil." She put her arm around Camille's shoulder. "The sign from
God foretold not merely Marco's disability, but the transference of power from
his hands to yours." "What?" Camille looked aghast. "Listen to me closely, my
dear. You came to me because you said I am the only one you can trust. Trust
me now when I tell you that this is our chance to seize the power." She lifted
a forefinger. "And remember what you swore before God and His intermediaries."
Camille looked defeated. "But, even if what you say is true, how can I
possibly do what my husband did? We live in a world dominated by men. And none
more so than la Famiglia. Do you seriously believe any of Marco's capi would
listen to a word I tell them? That is, even assuming I knew what orders to
give." "Orders are not difficult to formulate," Bernice said crisply. "One
need only think in logical sequence and everything will be made clear. Take
care of one problem at a time and you find they all fall like dominoes." She
nodded. "As to the rest, you are quite right, the lieutenants will follow
only the orders they believe come from Marco himself-or someone he has
designated. "Therefore, I suggest you contact Marco's younger brother,
Enrico, in Venice and urge nun to come to his brother's side." "But Enrico is
an exporter of fabrics. He knows nothing of Marco's real business." "Then he
will learn along with you. The important thing is, up until now you have made
all 